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LEST WE FORGET

O Motherland, be not content

To rear a marble monument,

Or soulless temple be upraised

That Freedom’s champions be praised; =
Lest cruel Ingratitude’s base tongue

Leave their valorous deeds unsung

And lest the skeptic’s arrogance

Cast thereon a questioning glance.

But let the rostrum’s staid repute
Be heard in cadence of the lute,
Let loud the bard’s undying song
Echo through the ages long,

And let the Muse’s wondrous spell
Thrill the places where they fell
And may Columbia ever sing
The glory of her ransoming.

J. A. W.

WHY?
M.

Within a few weeks the Irish people will commemorate the fifth
“anniversary of the birth of their Republic. They may commemorate
it amid fire and blood ; unless imperialism changes its tactics, they
most probably will. The smoke, arising from a once harmless vil-
lage will bring back to the mind of the peasant of West Kerry his
race coming out of the smudge of centuries; the flame leaping up
from a city shop will recall to the citizen of Dublin a people purified
in the fire of sacrifice ; the pangs of faminine, gnawing the vitals, will
whisper to the homeless laborer on the hills outside the blackened
ruins of Cork the story of a nation long satisfied with the fleshpots
of slavery made to hunger for the bread of freedom; the unburied
corpses of his kin, lying under the misty, grey sky will speak elo-
quently to the fisherman of bleak Connemara of a national life born
of heroic death. Five years ago it was born and since the day of its
birth, the Irish Republic has been the object of murderous assault.
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Escaping strangulation at birth, it has suffered the daily lash of a
brute ever since. Would it not have been better for the poor, un-
fortunate people had it never been born? Peace of body or mind
they have not known even for one short day, and all because they dare
dream to be free. Burned out of their homes like rats, with animals,
forced to seek shelter from the elements in mountain caves, their
men hunted and shot as game, their women sacrificed > the passions
of lustful swine, their babes born dead or brought into the world
horribly disfigured because mother’s constantly trembled lest a bullet
crash into the little brain of the unborn life in their wombs. Good
God, what an awful punishment visited upon an innocent people,—
a pack of vicious dogs let-loose upon a weak but righteous race.
Would it not have been better had Easter, 1916, never come? To
some alas, to the majority perhaps, of the world at large the exist-
ence of an Irish Republic is worse than its non-existence but to the
Irish people, who are willing to suffer, the truth that existence in
any form is better than non-existence is eternal, not to be changed by
time or circumstance. That they should prefer misery in freedom
to peace in slavery is not a question to the Irish people but that their
existence as a free people has not yet been recognized by free na-
tions is a problem they cannot solve and that problem is the un-
masking of a long misrepresented world part and parcel of which
stands freedom loving America.

Why has America, who for two centuries and a half has been
known as the champion of the weak, stood idly by and turned a deaf
ear to the oppressed struggling for life? Why? Why? We turn
everywhere for an answer but there is none to speak. Those who
have heralded most loudly her greatness and nobility are now most
silent. Their ideal, and it was truly a sublime ideal,

“That shone like a star on life’s wave
Is wrecked on the shore of the real
And sleeps like a dream in a grave.”

Why does our government hold its peace. Why will it not recognize
the government of Ireland? “That eternal question,” I hear the
white livered fop and the narrow-brained “pure American (?)” dis-
gustedly utter. Yes, the eternal question and it shall be eternal until
some answer more satisfactory that the sneer of the bigot and the
ridicule of the scoffer is given.

Why does not the great Republic of the United States recognize
the infant Republic of Ireland? Is it because the democratic form
of government is opposed to our ideal of government? The ques-
tion needs but to be stated to receive a thundering “no.” Democracy
is the very rock upon which the structure of this government was
builded, the very blood that makes up our national life. Two and a
half centuries ago thirteen colonies scattered along the Atlantic sea-
board and at their back unexplored forests where danger ever lurked
in the form of savage and beast, conceived such a love of democracy,
that they were willing with firm reliance on the protection of Divine
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Providence to pledge their fortunes and their lives in order to secure
it for themselves and their posterity; and in the indelible characters
of their blood and their children’s blood they carved its meaning
deep in the heart of the nation. In every part of the country they
left monuments, records to the price they paid lest some might for-
get. So purely did they cherish it in their hearts that around the
government they constituted, they threw away restraint that would
lend itself as a safeguard to the rights of a free people. Long and
bitter experience had taught them the value of the prize they had
won and they would spare no means to make its possession unas-
sailable. It cannot be, therefore, that the Irish form of government
is opposed to the American ideal that America will not recognize it.
What is it then that makes her hold her peace? Is it American tra-
dition? Again the question needs but to be stated to receive an
answer decidedly negative. Go back to its very beginning and trace
the tradition of our people down to the present and find, if you can,
a single break in the chain of official action that would not demand
the recognition of the Irish Republic struggling to be free. Identi-
cal in the cause of conception, surrounded by like circumstances of
birth and moved by the same sympathies in the actions of life, the
Republic of the United States and the Rep ublic of Ireland are off-
springs of the same parentage. On July 4 1776, the Fathers of the
American Republic standing at the cradle of our nation and declar-
ing the cause of its conception said: “We hold these truths to be
self evident, that all men are created equal, that they are endowed
by their Creator with certain unalienable Rights, that among these
are Life, Liberty and the Pursuit of Happiness,—That to secure
these rights, Governments are instituted amongst Men, deriving their
just powers from the consent of the governed. That whenever any
Form of Government becomes destructive of these ends, it is the
Right of the People to alter or to abolish it, and to institute new
government, laying its foundations of such principles and organiz-
ing its power in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to
effect their Safety and Happiness.—But when a long train of abuses
~and usurpations, pursuing invariably the same Object evinces a de-
sign to reduce them under Absolute Despotism, it is their right, ¢ is
thewr duty, to throw off such government and to provide new Guards
for their future security.” For exactly the same causes the Re-
public of Ireland was conceived, and to make the conditions of both
nations more closely knit, the Despotism both threw off is the same.
No less close are the circumstances of the birth of both govern-
ments. Brought forth and baptized in blood both Republics for the
first few years of their existence were nurtured with the blood of
their children who were determined to be free. Yet more, the Ameii-
can Republic because it is older, has never yet failed to grant full
recognition, and in many cases assured protection, to every people
that were strong enough to throw off the yoke of serfdoin and op-
pression.
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Tradition, then, does not prevent America from recognizing the
Irish Repubhc on the contrary it seems to demand it. Is there
another reason, and if there is what is it? Is it that the people of
‘America do not want their government to recognize the Irish Re-
public? Were this true, it would determine without the possibility
of dispute America’s policy in the Irish Cause, for, the people of this
land are, at least they are by right if not in fact, 'the ultimate court
of appeal. By virtue of its constitution the government derives its
power from them and from them alone. Upon their will its policy,
domestic and foreign, wholly depends and not upon the dictates of
kings or emperors. To them and them only is it answerable for the
action it pursues and not to imperial parliaments or minority cham-
bers. With this fundamental truth not forgotten, what is their will as
they have expressed it in regard to the Repubhc of Treland ? Between
thirty and forty millions of the citizens from whom our legislature
and executive are supposed to take orders have insistently and per-
sistently demanded time and again and in manners most urgent that
the government recognize the Republic of Ireland. The represen-
tatives of that Repubhc have been heartily acclaimed in every part
of the Union by millions whilst they have been refused official wel-
come by the few at Washington. Are the few at Washington, ser-
vants of the people, more powerful than the source whence they de-
rive all their power? The truth of this is an evident absurdity.
What then? Is it that the principle that “governments dérive their
just power from the consent of the governed” has outlived its truth
and exists now only as a fable? To afirm that is to concede that
truth is not eternal, that what is true today may be false tomorrow.
Is it that powers of the government are no longer just since it no
longer respects the “consent of the governed”? One fears to make
answer. Here is the fact. Between thirty and forty millions of the
citizens of the country have made direct demand on our legislative
and executive bodies that they recognize the Irish Republic. Added
millions would agree with them if asked their opinion and yet these
bodies have ignored their request, have ignored the will of those to
whom they owe their power and very existence. These millions evi-
dently are too small a group to be considered by the much smaller
group in Washington, their voice in a government of a people is too
weak to be heard their part in a government by the people is merely
to cast a vote on election day and then to answer to the crack of the
whip in the hands of the men they have elected. The will of the
people, as far as it has been expressed, is decidedly in favor of rec-
ognizing the Irish Republic, no group has expressed a wish to the
contrary ; the highest court of appeal in America has recognized it
but its servant refuses to obey the mandate.

- Can it be that policy restrains our government from acting?
What policy? The policy of fear? Fear of what? England? What
have we to fear of a power that owes its preservation to us? What
have we to fear of a government so indebted to us financially that
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on bended knees it pleads for forgiveness of the debt? England is
the one to fear and England does fear. She fears to make a single
move without sounding the attitude of America and she would fear
a great deal more were she not of the opinion that she can hood-
wink American presidents into the belief that compromise is more
honorable than strict adherence to just principles. If policy means
anything, it would urge the payment of a debt we owe to the Irish
people who at all times in the héstory of our nation have lent a gen-
erous purse, a courageous heart and a strong arm to its upbuilding.
If we are to be guided by policy, we should not forget the policy that
forced us into war and exacted from us a toll of seventy thousand
dead. Our policy is too closely bound up with the phrases, “self-
determination,” “freedom for all nations great and small,” “to make
the world safe for democracy,” etc., to have been forgotten so soon.
Is there anything that should prevent the Republic of the United
States from recognizing the Republic of Ireland? - That seems to be
a simple question and a fair one. Where will we find its answer?
Not in the ideals to which this nation has been dedicated since its
conception and birth, not in the will of the people from which it
takes its being, not from the policy that has always prompted it to do
the right as God gave it to see the right, not in the tradition that has
glorified it for two centuries and a half. None of these deter it, all
urge it forward. What, then, holds it back? Since the government
refuses to give a reason one is forced to judge from appearances and
it appears that only reason why America will not recognize Ireland
is that Ireland is poor. Nations, it seems, as well as men are cour-
tiers to Mammom and support him on his throne. In the present
order of the universe where the chosen people are the elect only
because they have worldly wealth and where the high priest of
hypocrasy is granted the honor of entering the holy of holies to wor-
ship his god of gold, Ireland despised as a sinner must stand in the
court of the Gentiles. In the court of the nations where the supreme
judge is might and the standard of justice is money, Ireland must
be condemned to the prison house of subjection. Ireland is poor.
- Had she gold and wealth untold her plea might be heard; impov-
erished and weak her voice must echo down the ages as one crying
in the wilderness and America’s attitude of apathy must always
remain a question unanswered. ”

“Never cast aside your friends if by any possibility you can
retain them. We are the weakest of spendthrifts if we let one
friend drop off through inattention, or let one push away another,
or if we hold aloof from one for petty jealousy or heedless slight or
roughness.”—Anon.

“Tf we had no faults, we should not take so much pleasure in
noticing the faults of other people.”
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To the modern student the present-day effort to revive the
poetry and the excellences of the Georgian poets is an idea that can-
not be accepted without cuestion. For the student of today, a spec-
tator of the modern world, is struck by the fact that this modern
world is unpenetrated by beauty. The artistic nature demands
enjoyment of life for its complete development; the fact of the
matter is, some poets have often seemed to exaggerate their pleas for
happiness. Yet there never was a time when the outer experience,
the enjoyment of life, would accord less with the inward vision of
beauty, the poet’s thought, than the present. In proof of this we
have before us the instance of Pater, which, in so far as he was a
typical artist, lies at the very crossroads of that thought, the accord-
ing of the inner vision with the outer experience. Already he
belongs to a past generation, yet he summarizes the difficulties and
triumphs of the artist beset by a utilitarian world.

It has been objected to Pater that what he sought was a state
of mind rather than a motive for beneficent action; that he would
rather live out his life as some disciple of Nirvana, seeking to attain
the infinite in preference to take his proper station in the finite.
The student of his life will hardly controvert this statement. The
very eventlessness of this life was characteristic of him, as effective
a personal trait as was Prosper Merimee’s impersonality of style.
Like his own Marius, it was his custom “to take flight in time from
any too disturbing passion.” "He declined marriage and the graver
responsibilities ; and it is even recorded of him that he would at once
leave a hotel in which anyone spoke to him.

These peculiarities exhibit the man’s attempts to assume a cov-
ering or mantle of thought, which would remove him from the sordid
world. But he needed an object for his meditations; so he expended
his imaginative affections upon the past and retained a profound
distrust for the age in which he lived. Pater stood for the humani-
ties, as opposed to the utilities and the expediencies; and in an age
like the present, his indeed would be a voice crying in the wilderness.
The academic type of mind, of which he is the greatest example, is
tending more and more to eclipse; even the older universities are
hardly withstanding the attacks of those who desire education to
become practical. The pressure of competition is urging the adapta-
tion of business principles in every department of life; the term
“business” is becoming the fetish of the twentieth century as “evolu-
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tion” was of the later nineteenth. That such preoccupations are
antagonistic to the preservation of the ideal element in human nature
is an obvious truth; and as a result we see a universal sacrifice of
beauty to the lust for gain, and an ever-increasing worship of
Mammon. The brutal standard of results is superseding one of the
most gracious traditions of educated man, the judgment of his fellow
creatures according to their individual powers. That men are either
efficient or inefficient is the doctrine of the man of business; and
scorn, not tolerance, should be meted out to the inefficient. The
chance of failure being more admirable than success has passed out
of the sphere of practical life; and Pater was distinctly not of the
practical sphere.

The artist has always tended to live within himself, but he
fetched from the world the stuff from which his dream are made,
and never did one standing at his watch-tower gaze into such dark-
ness as did Pater in his search for inspiration. His was a soul
which insisted upon inspiration, or its very existence was threatened.
For this reason Pater sought inspiration from the past, among those
ages where the outer life had some correspondence with the inner
vision. But in him, as in all who live remote from the actual world,
and are debarred from participation in its duties, there is a certain
unreality. His style is fundamentally sincere, and the emotions
which he derives from the past are genuine, but they give light
without warmth. The fact is that he often works in light and shade;
but the legendary and historical scenes which he restores to us lie
as in the unaccustomed glow of a midnight sun.

After a brief sojourn in this mystical glow, which possesses light
without warmth, and to which we may compare Pater’s works, if we
pause to review our impressions, we find them exceedingly complex.
We view him, above all, as an artist; secondarily, critic, biographer,
philosopher. Our emotions are the ultimate pleasures to be derived
from his writings, but the chain of thought which leads to them and
binds them together is so surrounded by what seems to be acquired
knowledge that a casual touch may not reveal it to be electric. In
,an earlier day a purer form of this thought may have suited Pater’s
genius ; but in this age when both form and content are subject to
criticism, there is some want of balance between the two. No where
is this trait more salient than in those passages which are autobio-
graphical. His soul comes to us in intellectual semblance, as the
ooddesses of his beloved Greek mythology veil their beauty in the
disguises of old women. Emotion is generated by the movement of
the intellect—we must think in order to feel—and the meaning
yields its sweetness in proportion to the reader’s thought. In the
chapter of Marius The Epicurean, “The Will as Vision,” it is
revealed to Marius that he had not for one moment been left spirit-
ually alone in the world, but an unfailing companion had always been
by his side. One half regrets that this singularly wistful idea was
not disported from some of its intellectual dress and exhibited in the
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outer courts of the Temple, where it might have increased Pater’s
disciples a thousand-fold. Carlyle compared the Illiad to a star,
growing brighter as it grows more distant; and if we watch the
process of the mind in reading, shall we say, Fielding and Thack-
eray, who, with many points of resemblance, belong to different
ages, we see that in the case of Fielding the emotion takes longer to
reach us, as his star has receded through time. Even so Pater does
not speak to us quite in our own language. The guest is gone before
we discover that we have unawares entertained an angel.

Let us try the experiment ; let us take a stroll through this land
of the midnight sun. Under the title “Appreciations,” which is
given to Pater’s slenderest volume the greater portion of his criti-
cal work might have been included. One feels that between Pater
and his subject there is a deeper subconscious affinity than is usual
with criticism. The reason is partly his own happy gift in selecting
a kindred nature, for it is said he never wasted time in experimental
reading ; and it may also be traced to the period of “brooding” before
composition which he exacted of himself. He quotes with approval
the ten years meditation through which Sir Thomas Browne passed
before writing “Urn Burial.” Hence, while seeming most imper-
sonal, Pater is often the reverse, and, while apparently absorbed in
his subject, he is unconsciously self- analytlc It is hard to write of
him, because he has himself made some of the best criticisms on his
own work. He tells us that Wordsworth’s object was “impassioned
contemplation”; that Leonardo expressed the art of “tracking the
sources of expression to their subtlest retreats”; that Plato had “a
sort of sensuous love of the unseen™; that Botticelli “accepts that
middle world in which men take no side in great conflicts, and decide
no great issues, and make great refusals.”

This habit of protracted meditation, which has made the greater
part of Pater’s work a kind of disguised autobiography, has left its
imprint on his style. We can with all diffidence put forward the
query, Whether this excellent habit cannot be overdone? We get,
it is true, an exact transcript of his thought; but is the thought still
alive by the time it reaches the reader after so long a sojourn in the
chambers of the brain? Is not the reader called upon to make too
great an effort towards its reanimation? A writer usually starts
upon his subject with a certain number of ideas, and the effort which
the brain makes to co-ordinate these generates further ideas. One
feels with Pater that he has waited till the process of generation is
complete, and only when the descendants of the parent ideas have
become infertile does he mark out the genealogical tree. At its
worst an air of exhaustion hangs over his page and no where is there
the sudden delight of spontaneous generation from the chance meet-
ing of wandering thoughts.

The separate parts of the structure have been prevxously com-
pleted in Pater’s mind and noiselessly joined together so that the
Temple rises to no sound of ax or hammer. The reader, by his
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power to be strongly moved by certain phrases or even single words,
may test the solidity of the foundation in his interest. Such is the
term “narcotic” applied to the flowers most appropriately used at the
worship of Demeter or the oft repeated comparison to the home-
sickness of man’s thought of death. Another means of compelling
attention is peculiarly his. The essayist was wont to greet us in our
own language and speak of topics which we knew well as a means
of compelling attention, but in the slow fire of Pater’s long choosing
mind all earthly partlcles have perished ; and he conducts us to the
upper chamber of his thought not by the common stairway of sense.
His message thus seems detached from experience and the impres-
sion resembles that of a vivid dream.

And yet, considering the difficulties of a modern writer working
upon ancient material, this attitude of Pater’s, of leading us to
comprehension by devious by-paths, of introducing us to new fash-
ions of thought and expression, seems the only possible one. It was
not exclusively the Athenian who demanded some new thing. When
Candide arrived in the El Dorado country he picked up the gold that
was laying by the wayside and offered it for payment at an inn,
which gold was returned to him with good-natured laughter. Such
treatment would be accorded now to the writer, who dealt in the
simpler rhythm and emotions of the older poets. For even the
greatest poetry falls less resonantly on the ears of a later genera-
tion ; it has become part of the common language, and as thousands
speak it who never consciously perused it, the shock of novelty is -
gone. We may hear

“A little knowledge is a dangerous thing”

more frequently from the lips of the untutored man, who mumbles
the words without due appreciation of their beauty, than from the
pedagogue, who painfully understands them; for the former most
probably does not know, or, what is more, does not care, who the
author is. The rarity of the line has vanished.

Thus an intense subjectivity must distinguish a literature in its
old age. In form and content it reflects the author’s dread of besieg-
-ing his reader’s ears with a thrice-told tale. And one like Pater, in
his anxiety of expending a single word that should draw the reader’s
attention from his own impression into the wider areas of settled
thought, disguises, twists, alternates his meaning to a point that
recalls the garment that could be seen only by the virtuous. It
advances with an imperceptibility that brings despair to a wander-
ing mind. In glancing back over a paragraph or sentence, it is almost
impossible to say at what moment his meaning has been delivered,
or whych is the word that has converted us. The older writers,
except in their most perfervid moments, were content to use words
which a reader might transform according to his associations; but
the more severe taste of modern times requires an author to abjure
totally this language of the market-place. No word or even portion
of its meaning must lie outside the radius of his personality. The
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simplicity which a style of this kind gains is not in accordance with
our usual understanding of the word. It is the simplicity of age
rather than of youth; of one who has small knowledge of books, but
who has read deeply, and, of set purpose, refrains from expressing
his thought in the terms that recall men’s accumulated wisdom.
Pater does not use commonplace words in speaking of beauty; he
defines it in words that are the essence of abstraction.

Whatever else one may say of Pater, however, one may like or
dislike him, he stands in the complex, elusive nineteenth century as
a clear sign of something fixed and known. But he performs this
office not as a critic, as he is commonly reckoned; of the critical
mind, strictly speaking, he had little, being at once something more
and something less than this. It is, of course, legitimate to take the
expression of life as it comes from the critic in literature, and from
this to develop a philosophy and vision of the critic’s own ; and this,
rather than any relative weighing of values, was the intention of
Pater. Such an aim is entirely justifiable, but it is not justifiable to
misunderstand or falsify the material of which the critic’s own
fabric is to be woven. If he is a true critic, his first concern must
be the right interpretation of the doctrines before him; and what-
ever else he may have to offer must proceed from primary veracity
of intention or vision. Just here Pater fails or is at least delinquent.
He has much to say that is interesting, even persuasive, about! the
great leaders and movements of the past, but too often his interpre-
tation, when the spirit of his manner is broken, will be found essen-
tially perverted.

This may seem a harsh judgment to pass on a writer who has
been one of the main influences in later nineteenth century literature,
but it can be easily substantiated. In two of his greatest works,
Marius The Epicurean, and The Renaissance, Pater has dealt with
two crises of history; and in each case he has gravely, though in
varying degrees, falsified the reality. In the former his portrayal
of the relation of the Pagan philosophies and Christianity was psy-
chologically right, but his portrayal of Christianity itself one is com-
pelled to condemn, because one feels that here is no picture of a
militant faith in training for the conquest of the world, of a sect
looking for struggle and moral regeneration, but rather of a pleas-
ant company where the eye is charmed and the ear soothed by sub-
dued and languid loveliness.

Turning to The Rennaissance, there is again a reading of
Paterism into the past, but without the offensiveness that is felt in
his treatment of Christianity. Not a little of the Romanticism from
which Pater drew his philosophy may be traced to the Italy of Botti-
celli and Leonardo da Vinci; but the tone, the energy, the force, are
changed. The nature of the change cannot be better displayed than
in the famous description of La Gioconda, in the essay on Leonardo
da Vinci, which is too familiar for quotatlon Now I shall not criti-
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cise this passage for its treatment of plain facts; yet, even viewed
in the light that he was analyzing the impression made upon him by
this picture, and trying to reach through it a definition of the chief
elements of Leonardo’s genius, the description rings false—not as
false as his interpretation of Christianity, but still perversive of
truth.

The simple truth is that Pater was in no proper sense of the
word a critic at all. History was only an extension of his own ego,
and he saw himself whithersoever he turned his eyes. To form any
just extimate of Pater’s work, we must forget the critical form in
which so much of his writing is couched, and regard the substance
of his own philosophy apart from any apparent relation to the period
or person to which it is transferred. And here we are aided by the
singular consistency of his nature. In his works all is of a piece,
and all is the perfectly lucid outgrowth of an unvarying design and
of a single attitude toward the world.

Pater’s limitations and defects are as obvious as his strength,
and the attempt to organize those who find pleasure in his work into
a cult and to place him among the great writers is doomed to failure.
He belongs to the “little masters,” to use a French classification. At
its best his style has eloquence and elegance; at its worst, as in the
essay on “Style” it is involved and heavy. He is sometimes affected
and given to “preciosity,” a fastidious refinement in his words, and
his work lacks a fiber and manliness of tone. His contribution to
the literature of the time, however, was neither small nor unimpor-
tant. He was always serious, nearly always charming, at times pene-
tratmg and luminous.

“The law of nature is, that a certain quantity of work is nec-
essary to produce a certain quantity of good, of any kind whatever.
If you want knowledge, you must toil for it; and if pleasure, you
must toil for it.”—Ruskin.

“Form as amiable sentiments as you can of nations, communities
of men, and individuals. If they are true you do them only justice;
if false, though your opinion does not alter their nature and make
them lovely, you yourself are more lovely for entertaining such sen-

ments.”’—Steele.

“The elevation of the mind ought to be the principal end of all
our studies ; which if they do not in some measure effect, they will
prove of very little service to us.”—Burke.
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Big Dave, the leader of the “black gang,” straightened his strain-
ing back to wipe the grimy perspiration from his eyes and ease his
numbed and tired muscles. Through the open fire-box door the lurid
flare of the boiler flame glared upon the sweaty, heavily muscled
shoulders, chest and back of the powerful stoker and threw into bold
relief the scowling face, topped by a mass of matted hair. The face
was not a type of physical beauty but such a one as might be
expected to harmonize with the narrow confines of a stoke hold of a
great trans-Atlantic liner. The narrowness of the brow was intensi-
fied by the small beady eyes set in deep sockets and the mutilated
nose, deprived by many seaman’s brawls of its bridge, lay flat
against the face. The firm mouth, with the unusual feature of regu-
lar teeth, revealed something of the brutal and yet was not alto-
gether repulsive. A livid scar and a small red blotch, the mark of a
scald, were evidence sufficient that their owner had any but a life of
ease. The years had brought to Big Dave nothing but the oppressive
heat and exhausting labor of the stoke hold, the brawls of shore
leave, the coarseness and brutality of forecastle companionship and
mere physical strength. His fire, his boiler, his wage, his few days
on shore and the few creature comforts his hard life permitted were
the only problems of his life. The maintenance of this little world
and its interests engaged every waking moment of this burly fireman
and with the brusque brutality of ignorance and the cunning of a
starved mind he fought any danger that threatened their existence.

The fetid stoke hold and the roaring boilers were Dave’s only
loves and he cherished them with a jealousy and passion as heated
as their own fiery hearts. Dave was the champion fireman of a great
steamship company, a tried stoker who had kept his boiler to a full
head of steam in all weather and in every bottom the line controlled
from the smallest harbor tug to the great Clyde marine boilers of the
huge liner flagship. His lack of education and his starved life had
denied him advancement and so to the giant fireman the record he
had established in the fireroom, a record many failed to emulate, was
the one bright spot in his monotonous and hard life. In his jealousy,
he saw in every fireman, who entered the holds at the many ports, a
menace. The experienced loomed up as rivals for his honors; in the
green hand, always turned over to him, he scented conspiracy. In
his ignorance he could not see that the record he had made had
marked him as the most efficient mate for the green hand. To Dave
the rooky was a hamper, placed on him purposely to slow his firing
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and bring down his boiler score. These supposed enemies he met with
the only means in his power, physical strength or cunning. A shifted
weight on an ash bar, a rapidly swung scoop and a missed foothold
on the slipper floorplates and such little covert acts broke the spirit
of the green hand and sent him to the decks. A loosened grate bar,
a tampered gauge or water feed hampered the experienced man and
sent the fire boss’s cry, “Roust out Dave,” ringing through the crew’s
quarters. That cry was music to Dave’s soul, if such a soul that was
attuned only to the clang of a shovel could be said to respond to a
more delicate vibration, a cry that sent him exultant to the heated
fire room he had left but a short time before in search of rest. He
ruled his small world with uncouth dignity and sheer physical
strength, ever on guard against just such rookies as this stranger
beside him, which, it seemed, the fire room’s fitness of things
demanded every port should unload on him.

Big Dave, the slave of his record and his jealous fear, must
again labor with redoubled effort to offset the blundering work of
this stranger, whom the boss fireman had assigned him. The coming
six days stretched before him a redoubled ordeal in the sweltering
“black hole” and the prospect of added labor and fear of his record
were slowly stirring up Dave’s surliness. The green foreman beside
him worked on oblivious of the rising storm. His grimy hands,
scarred and reddened by blister and burn, wrapped in vaseline soaked
bandages, clenched the sweaty handle of the scoop and bandage and
sweat added to the difficulty of shoveling. The slight, athletic body
responded, by sheer strength of will, to the tedium and muscle ach-
ing task, but the broiling heat, the jangle of scoop, the dripping
water, the blinding steam, the fumes of ash and clinker, and the
slippery footing were gradually sapping the strength of the man.
The blue eyes were puffed and swollen and bloodshot and about the
lips were blotches of grey where the streaming perspiration had fur-
rowed through the grime and coal dust. The lean face, the high
brow, and stooped form were sadly out of keeping with the burly
frames and hardened, surly faces of the fire room force. As Dave
silently and sullenly watched the almost pathetic effort and the utter
weariness of the stranger he cursed him silently and eloquently for
a “high brow” and a weakling. The heat of the iron crawling up to
his palm cut him short hand for the moment all thought of the rooky
was forgotten in the immediate business of firing. But a short half
hour and the watch would relieve Big Dave to his cool splashing in
a bucket of sea water and the stranger to the sleep of exhaustion. -

Some hours later during the early morning watch, a bursted
gauge head had given Dave a badly scalded forearm. The perfunc-
tory examination of a ship surgeon, off to make his morning rounds
among the more interesting victims of sea sickness among the first
class, passengers and with little time to spend on a dirty member of
the “black gang,” had brought little relief. It is strange how men of
Dave’s type shrink from physical pain. It would seem that those
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men, big and strong of body, would be affected least by bodily suf-
fering, and yet when one considers what constitutes pain it is not so
strange. Pain, after all, is in a sense relative to the development
of man’s higher faculties. The child whose life is made up of
physical experiences only, knows only bodily suffering. So too it is
with the man who mind is stunted and intellect untrained. He has
never known the pleasure of enjoying the higher things of life and
hence will never experience the grief of their loss. Hence it was that
Dave shrunk from a pain which his physically weaker but morg
delicately souled partner in the boiler room would regard as nothing
in comparison with the disillusionment of an ideal that Dave’s soul
could never conceive. The only mental worry Dave was capable of
knowing was that his firing was hampered and his precious record
must suffer. When the stranger entered the forecastle to crawl
wearily into his bunk he found the muttering Dave sprawled out
full length. His inquiry elicited a stream of querulous, almost whin-
ing, cursing against himself, the doctor and the pain. Without a
word the stranger quickly brought some gauze and a few phials from
his sea bag. The carelessly bound arm soon deftly rebandaged
with a soothing lotion and Big Dave soon enjoyed relief from the
pain while the sight of his mate struggling against heavy sleep had
robbed the big fellow of his wonted surliness and brusqueness.

It was merely an incident but it brought the giant stoker food
for thought. From time to time he paused, in the weary round of
firing, to gaze with puzzled eyes at the stranger and to smile
awkardly when caught. The hostile attitude of the fire room van-
ished and they became fast friends. Dave had made the first ad-
vance, awkwardly and roughly for fear that unwonted geniality be
mistaken for weakness. The rebandaging that followed each shift
and the little lifts Dave gave the stranger in the fire room went far
in creating a silent understanding. The aroused sympathy of the
stranger for the rough fireman and in return the warm and profane
appreciation of Big Dave were sufficient.

When not sleeping, the stranger spent most of his spare time
reading the small volumes he carried in his sea bag or standing at an
open port hole looking abstractedly over the sea. He spoke but little
of himself and his meagre accounts of himself aroused little curiosity
in Dave. “John Summerhill” was the sum and substance of his per-
sonal history but it was not his secretiveness but the absorption in
his books that was the source of much disquiet to Dave, who had
little respect for books and their readers. But this trait of his new
found friend was gradually breaking down Dave’s prejudice towards
the clan and awakened a grudging interest in the possible contents of
the books. Then opened an amazing period for the big fellow.
Hour upon hour he listened to the strange language of the books,
his mind agog and weakly struggling to ferret out some familiar
thought or expression. He had to admit defeat and sheer inability to
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grasp this stranger’s thought drove him to rude scoffing but the lum-
bering ridicule masked a deep respect for the younger man.

They were returning from an enforced shift for trouble in the
boiler room had slowed the great liner and a double fire room force
had been stationed to regain the lost time. The younger man was
completely exhausted and as he lay on his back with Dave’s big hulk
towering over him, the giant fireman abruptly asked, “Wat in hell
ever brot ya into dis job?” The stranger started up and glanced
quickly at the newhbormg bunks. Why do you ask?”

“Aw hell! ya ain’t got de making of de black gang in ya. Lukit
yer mitts,” he scoffed, “yer buks, yer chatter on al]l dem damn-fool
things ya jaw at me. I watched ya in de hole when ya come on and
I cussed ya for a damned rooky. Now we’re frens. Watcha doin’ *
here anyway? Cops? Folks? Shanghai?”

The stranger searched keenly the face of his friend, but the
troubled eyes assured him. “You seem interested,” he smiled.

“Aw 1f I ain’t in de knowin’ I ain’t. But luk ot ya. Yure all
in, ya can’t go the gaff. Ya can’t tell me ya belong to do bruderhood
of stokers and dock bums.”

The big man turned away thinking the unwritten law of the
brotherhood of those who go to sea under shadow demanded the
termination of the conversation but at the invitation of the man in
the bunk, he strode back to and sat beside him. The younger man
was silent for a moment but suddenly he patted the big fellow
assuredly on the knee and began to speak in a lack luster way as
though the mind had suddenly gone as weary as the body.

“I'll tell you why I am here. True, I am nho beachcomber or
dock roustabout nor am I seeking any amusement or adventure in
the ‘hole.” Cops? No, not those of the port I shipped from, perhaps
in another port where we touch, but not the way you mean, not on a
criminal charge.” The lean face paled and the eyes sparkled for a
moment only to die again leaving only the pallor of the cheeks.

“My folks? God amercy on them, I have no folks. I am none
of your pampered sons hiding from disgrace. My mother, my
father—they were murdered.”

The breathing quickened and the muscles of the jaws quivered
“in their nervous intensity. Big Dave started at the change in his
friend but he could only listen breathlessly to the words of his com-
panion and the tone in which they were uttered.

“Shanghaied, you ask? It was an honest mission that brought
.me to the States and it compels me to return in the stoke hold. No
“broker” or whiskey is the cause of my rating on board but the
secret service of an enemy and the pressing need of my government.
No, I’'m no spy nor the hero of a newspaper story of scheming
agents. I merely act in the service of my country.”

Dave was puzzled. Here was a new specimen of rooky, quite
different from the general class with their tales of rough living,
police records, chance livelihood or dissipation. There was mystery
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in this new man’s story; not police but detectives and veiled refer-
ences to secret missions.

“Dave, I am an Irishman.” Here he paused as though that
simple statement were sufficient explanation for all his actions, and
so it was except to Dave and his class outside the stoke hold type
who never want to understand the Irishman. No light, that might
show he grasped the situation, brightened Dave’s face, the stranger
went on.” My name is not “]ohn Summerhill,” the listener grunted.
“Yes, I know you never believed it. What my true name is can be
of little interest to you. To make matters clear I must tell you a
little history. You may not understand, you may call me a fool and
if you do, you will not have been the first to use that term. Millions
who are supposed to be more cultured than you have called and are
calling Irishmen fools because they don’t understand us. There was
a time, but a few years ago, when I looked to the future with nol
thouorht other than tilling my Irish acres with my father and
brothers and settling down to the happy, peaceful life of an Irish
country home. For many years there had been peace between my
land and the British crown. Save for a few fights with the police the
people had settled down to the humdrum existence content to see
the fight restricted to the Commons and Lords. We had learned the
lesson “of dodging the lash and flattering the overseer” and we prac-
ticed it. I and my father and oldest brother were contentf so long.
as the police did not interfere with our peaceful occupations and step
by step our sense of wrong and of resistance were being numbed.
We had permitted the little things of life, our smug comfort, and
material considerations to drown our nationalism. And we were of
the general run of Irishmen.” The voice was low and the man
seemed lost in memories. He resumed, “About this time my younger
brother went to Dublin to finish his education. He was to be a
priest and he was the light and joy of our little home circle. While
in Dublin he learned a lesson as old as our race but almost forgotten
by our generation, a lesson we knew we should learn again but which
we feared because it meant loss of those trivial things which we,
God help us, had come to value too highly. Often when he was home
on vacations he talked strange things to us about “the national soul”
and the gaining of independence for our land. His words awakened
us but we did not act. And one day angry at our indifference he
said that some day some one would die to save us and he hoped he
might lay down his life to awake the souls in us.”

The stranger paused. The puzzled look in Dave’s face grew-
with every word but he was silent, bidden to respect the restrained
grief and tenderness in the stranger’s tone.

“It was his last holiday he said this and a few short months
later he was dead. You have heard of the insurrection in Ireland at
Easter time in 1916?” Dave nodded. “Well he died then, died
fighting, with a bullet in his brain and on a city street in the cool
Easter Morn. His death was a terrible blow to our mother and for
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many weeks we brooded over his death, his last hope ringing in our
ears—he had said he hoped some day to die for us,” a reverend
pause and again the strained voice continued. “But he did not die
for us alone. His death linked with those of his heroic leaders and
friends awakened every heart and soul and freed them from the little
things of life. We were Irishmen again, roused to the defence of
our country and eager to win our liberty. Sein Fein sprung up and
bound all to its cause. My eldest brother and I became active in the
movement. We were soon hounded by the police and later by the
Black and Tans. The election had given us a government like that
- of the States and my brother and I fought in its defense. One day a
military mission called us from our home. We thought the old folks
secure but a police guard entered the village and asked the where-
abouts of the home of the rebel, our dead brother.
- They entered and searched the house and because my old father
would not tell of our destination they shot him for the father of
Irish dogs and rebels. They drove my mother from the house and
~burned our home to the ground. Some neighbors saved my father’s
body from mutilation and cared for my heart-broken mother. Two
days after our return she died.”

The sentence faded away in a faint sob. BIO‘ Dave was very
uncomfortable. He felt a strange emotion, deeper than sympathy,
which he could not explain: But the story held him and gazing aim-
lessly about him to cover his embarrassment and to avoid his friend’s
grief-stricken face, he began to curse softly to himself. The
stranger continued.

“Over the graves of our father and mother my brother and I
renewed our oath of allegiance to our country and swore to fight to
the death in its defense. A few weeks later my brother was killed
in an attack on the military. I fought on in the ranks until my
superiors saw fit to send me to America. The tragic history of my
family and my many months of active service in the reprisal dis-
tricts made my testimony the more valuable and I came to testify
before the Irish Commission. I am a marked man. The govern-
“ment that murdered my father and mother and brothers have marked
me for death because I have proven dangerous, not alone as a private
in the ranks, but dangerous to their two-faced policy in other coun-
tries. We Irish who have shown her true colors before an impartial
judge are more to be feared than the men who are actively engaged
in the fighting and are to be run down. The British have robbed my
country for many weary centuries and because we have had the cour-
age to demand our just rights they have followed our exiles to every
country with their malicious slander. This propaganda is their
most effective weapon and they cannot afford to have it taken from
them. My country—but why say more? I cannot say more, Dave
for the recital of our history would take a much longer time that
our few days together.”

Dave murmured something incoherent. He could not enter into
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the feeling of the stranger for the call of country was lost to him as
his long years at sea have robbed him of all save a faint sentiment
towards the States. The stranger was speaking again.

“The British know the nature of my mission and I had to
cross as a stowaway. I have beaten them, but now 1 must return
as an outlaw and with a price upon my head, must return in the
stoke-hold to escape arrest for a few days to carry valuable
information to my government. They will find me, I suppose,
because in obeying the command of the Republic, I am a murderer
and an outcast and well known to the police. I suppose,” the
man was speaking very quietly, “it means an English gaol and an
English gibbet.” '

The speaker paused and Big Dave looked at this strange
friend in amazement and incredulity, his brain agog with the
insanity of this man. His muttering broke into a shout.

“Ya mean they’ll bump ya off? And yer goin’ back to be
catched? Wot the ——”

The sentence was lost in a flow of inarticulate words and
cursing. IHere was a man going to his death as surely as though
he sat in the death cell. The burly stoker grasped the full import
of the situation and he was dumb. He shivered slightly as though
one sat in the presence of something so fine that it was fearful.

“But why? Whatcha goin’ back fer? Can’t ya shake the
Bobbies? Dere’s lotsa birds like ya and day makes a getaway. Ya
don’t mean to say ya wants to get kiltr”

Somehow the voice had lost its harsh note and the thought
of lurking evil threatening the life of his friend had sunk it to
a whisper. The stranger with the determined face and the sad
eyes had found his smile and his body was again stooped unde its
weariness.

“Yes, Dave, they will get me. No, I don’t like to die. But
I am no scoundrel as they charge, but a soldier, and must obey
my superiors. 1 cannot allow personal safety to stand in the way
of duty. You may think me a fool, as many think us fools but it
is not so, though I may never make you understand why I must
go back. Why do you slave to keep your boiler room record? It
is everything in life for you and you are killing yourself slowly to
preserve it. An expedient world needed your great body for this
task, to keep the ships on the seas. This world starved you and
gave you merely physical strength and by its training and to keep
you here in this dogged life has set up the little god, your record,
for you to worship. You cannot know the better things of life
because the world needs firemen and to keep you it has given you
this ideal. It is selfish, dreadfully selfish, but the world is based
on selfishness and it fosters it. I myself was content with the little
circle life outlined for me and where it strove to keep me by blind-
ing my soul and exaggerating smug ideals. Why? Because my
country was necessary to the preservation of a great empire and the
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world must deny my country and protect that empire because that
selfishness of the world must be protected. The vision came almost
too late, but I saw it and followed. It may come too late to you,
it may come when your record engrosses you, as it has come %o
many, and may pass you by. There are thousands who must go
through life content with their little world, as I almost did.”

His Dave was silent. “His fire room record,” how small that
sounded now, but why he could not say, he merely sensed it. It
brought silent understanding. He looked back over his long years
of slavish work in the “black hole” and it helped him to see. He
rose quietly. The younger man was speaking.

“You must keep this a secret, Dave, for

“Wot yer take me fer?” was all the burly fireman could bark
in return.

Early the following morning they entered the stoke-hold for
the last time. The great liner was in the river and would be warped
into dock that evening. The stokers worked feverishly to keep up
the roaring boilers. Big Dave worked like a machine, but he was
worried, for he sensed boiler trouble. The supply of coal at the
bunker hole was coming too slowly and he entered the bunker to
drag at the loosening pile. As he entered the stranger turned to
close the fire-box and the crazy antics of the needle of the gauge
stopped him. He called 'the fire-room boss, who cast one fright-
ened look at the needle and shouted: “Beat it—number three is
going out.” The firemen rushed in panic for the iron ladders, but
the stranger stood by his fire. He had seen one boiler go out and
he knew that the fire and boiling water would be shot s‘nawht for
the open bunker door where his mate worked unconscious of the
danger. Quickly he turned to the bunker and banged the iron
door shut. With the clang of the door, number three went out
with the roar of a gun and the fireman was enveloped with the
rush of live steam, boiling water and ash.

The great liner was deserted and Dave stood in the darkened
forecastle looking down on the few scattered possessions of his
rooky. An awed and silent Dave had followed the dead stranger
to the little grave in the plot owned by the company. He had'been
the only mourner for the man had died and carried his secret with
him. His few possessions disclosed nothing and the sea bag bore
only the stenciled name “John Summerhill” and that name on the
simple wooden cross was the only record he left. Perhaps, in the
future, he would be missed, but his end would always remain a mys-
tery, for Dave alone knew his story and the big fellow had remained
silent. And now Dave stood in the dark quarters, his grief unstifled
and unashamed, his friend’s story ringing in his ears. The story
was the last word he had spoken with Dave other than a few com-
monplaces and now the strangeness and tragic strain that Dave
-sensed but could not understand was intensified. He only knew
that the lonely grave, in this foreign soil, seemed to him a last

»
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supreme act of sacrifice for this strange man who had been going
to his death so calmly and unafraid. The big stoker fought for the
light to see and know the ideal that prompted such sacrifice. But
he could not measure it in terms of his everyday life and Dave gave
up the struggle.

The following week the great liner made the return voyage
and Dave was back in the hold. The grimy hold recalled his friend,
but when New York was reached Dave had almost forgotten.
When next he saw the city of Liverpool he thought of his strange
rooky buried in the nameless grave. DBut he sailed again and was
transferred shortly after to the Pacific line. A few months and
Dave was again fighting to maintain his record. He had returned to
~his old way from which the little incident of his transatlantic days
had momentarily drawn him. He went back to his old life, his
record, his boiler and his stoke-hold. And there are thousands upon
thousands of Daves outside the grimy hold to bear him company.

CHRIST IS PASSING BY

Pause, ye heedless men of earth—

Still thy laughter, quell thy mirth.

Come aside from Pleasure’s way,

Fly the haunts of revelers gay.
Christ is passing by

Halt, ye minions of the world,

'Neath Sin’s banner high unfurl’d;

Come, come away from Folly’s path,

A contrite heart will conquer wrath—
Christ is passing by

Stop, sin-laden souls and see

Christ in conquering majesty ;

Cast thy burdens at His feet,

Come and taste His graces sweet—
For Christ is passing by.

Fly, ye sinners, to Him fly;
He will hear your doleful cry,
He will cleanse the leprous spot,
Thy foul sins will be forgot—
Come, Christ is passing by.
J. AL W.
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In trying to determine Joyce Kilmer’s ultimate position among
the writers of his generation, it is befitting and quite appropriate
that we cast a retrospective glance over his writings that have
reflected so much honor and glory on God, his country and fellow-
men.

As a writer, Joyce Kilmer possessed the two great qualities
wh1r‘h Cardinal Newman maintains every writer should possess,
“the mastery of the two-fold Logos, the thought and the wor1”
and hence, his writings are enjoyable and instructive. He arrays
thought, inspiring, nay sublime, in a vesture of purest ‘and most
radiant beauty and under his deft touch “the darkness of falsehood
vanishes before the noonday splendor of truth as clouds do before
the rays of the sun.” The lucidity of his expression, transparent
in its gorgeousness and splendor, the sublimity of conception, easily
merit a prominent position for him among the great litterateurs of
today. The profundity of thought evidenced in his essays and
poems entitlés him to rank as a philosopher and thinker; the rever-
ence and feeling he evinces for sacred things make him as an essen-
tal religious writer ; the broad view he had of men and things shows
a liberality with things of practical every-day importance. He is
a poet highly esteemed by the best critics, and as an essayist he
is of the first order.

Kilmer 4s a poet has grand and uncommon beauties that awaken
our keen interest and elicit our admiration. For poet, indeed, he
was whose lips had been purified by the fire of true poetry, and
whose soul was burning with an ardent faith. Therein is the secret
of his marvelous genius ; he sang only of what was in his soul. His
poems are but the natural outpourings of a heart overflowing with
Divine love. And from this, too, sprang that pre-eminent charac-
teristic of Kilmer, his startling imagery. An essential requisite for
true poetry which brings into play all the superior faculties of
poetic genius, an element which more than any other stamps his
work with true merit and immortalizes a poet, which not only
affords lucrative and beneficial recreation for the mind but also
is admirably suited for reflection and the derivation of inspiring
lessons. Poetry is poetry in so far as it embodies this factor,
Therefore the excellence of a poem should be judged according to
this standard. In the introduction to his “Dreams and Images,” he
says, “This is a book of reflections of the Beauty which mortal
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eyes can see only in reflection, a book of dreams of that Truth
which one day we shall waking understand. A book of images it
1s, too, containing representations carved by those who worked
by the aid of memory, the strange memory of men living in Faith.”

His imagination was peculiarly quick and original. Through-
out his works we find few subjects that are new, for they have but
one common purpose, the glorification of the commonplace. He
finds something beautiful and appealing in the most trivial happen-
ings of everyday life and points out the reflection of humanity in
the most material or commercial things. Few people will fail to
feel the delight of recogntion in the experience of which “Gates
and Doors” is a record. His poems: “Pennies,” “The Twelve-
Forty-Five,” “Houses,” “Delicatessen,” and other exquisite poems
verify the following lines of Shakespeare, regarding the duty of a
poet:

“The poet’s eye in a frenzy rolling

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven,

And as imagination bodies forth

The forms of thifigs unknown, the poet’s pen

Turns them to shapes and gives to every nothing

A local habitation and a name.”

What things are more commonplace than Pennies or Houses?
Yet, there are few poets who could manifest the same geniusi as
Kilmer in developing these subjects, in such a sublime poetic man-
ner. For pieces of poetry which present well adapted comparisons,
similes and figures give the mind a wide range of action, so that
in soaring in a wide expanse of imaginatively perfumed atmos-
phere, it feels itself elevated and dilated in pleasurable emotions.

Nature, the handmaid of God, greatly attracted Kilmer, but
his love of ‘nature was not Wordsworthian, nor yet Shelleian. Into
his poetic ear nature had whispered her sweetest harmonies, and
poet as he was, he was powerless to check the outburst of his
gift divine. Here is one of his nature pictures:

“I think that I shall never see
A poem lovely as a tree,

A tree whose hungry mouth is prest
Against the earth’s sweet flowing breast;

A tree that looks to God all day,
And lifts her leafy arms to pray;

A tree that may in Summer wear
A nest of robins in her hair;

Upon whose bosom snow has lain;
Who intimately lives with rain.”
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From nature his thoughts ascended heavenward and what more
true, what more beautiful sacrament of thought could a poet have
uttered than the following:

“Our Lady bows her head, and is ashamed;

She has a Bridegroom Who may not be named,
Her mortal flesh bears Him Who conquers death.
Now in the dust her spirit groveleth;

Too bright a Sun before her eyes has flamed,
Too fair a herald joy too high proclaimed,

And human lips have trembled in God’s breath.”

Here, indeed, we see a great mystery of religion, a sublime
truth, a cherished dogma of the Church, clearly presented by one
stroke of a master’s pen. What profound truths and mysteries are
contained in these few short words? Never was the story of the
Incarnation told more beautifully than in these opening lines. Here
at once in simple words in their subtlety and subtle in their sim-
plicity, Kilmer has most beautifully portrayed the most exalted and
precious prerogatives of Mary, the two grand attributes of woman,
maternity and virginity, which attributes have won for the Mother,
Daughter and Spouse of God, the highest honor and worship in
Heaven after the Blessed Trinity. How strikingly does the poet
in the fourth and following lines impress us with the idea of the

humility of Mary, when he tells us, “human lips have trembled in
God’s breath.”

Besides this gift of burning and soul-making verse, Joyce
Kilmer is an essayist of high rank, possessing an unusually wide
acquaintance with the complex problems and difficulties of this
hour. Most remarkable is his sureness of touch, for when treating
of “Great Nickel Adventure,” he does not fail to seize an oppor-
tunity to discredit the falsity of the tenets of rationalism. “Once
there lived on West One Hundred and Eighty-second Street a man
of uncompromising practicality, a stern.rationalist. He was as
advanced as anything! He believed in the materialistic interpreta-
tion of history, economic determinism and radium; this, he said,
with some pride, was his creed. . . . ‘Faith is stupidity.” he
would say. . . . Yet every day this man would give himself up
to the subway with a sweet and childlike faith. As he sat in the
speeding car, he could not see his way, he had no chance of directing
it. He trusted that the train would keep to its route, that it would
stop at Fourteenth Street and let him off. He could not keep it
from taking him under the river and hurling him out into some
strange Brooklyn desert. When he started for home in the evening,
he read the words ‘Dyckman Street’ on the car window with
mediaeval simplicity, and on the guarantee of these printed words,
placed there by minions of the capitalist class, he gave up the privi-
lege of directing his course. So the subway . . . made him, for
a time, really a human being.”



108 THE VIATORIAN

Many a fair thing, many a noble thing, many an aspect of truth
does Kilmer make us see in the golden sprays of thought which
render his essays charming and delightful. For he takes occasion
to introduce sane and practical philosophy in developing his equally
novel-like essays, “The Circus,” “Noon-Hour Adventuring,” “An
Alarm Clock,” and other most seemingly commonplace occurrences,
making them not only very interesting, but serve also as an under-
standing of human nature however variously circumstanced.

Kilmer is marked throughout by a naturalness and simplicity
which enhances the interest evoked by the most seemingly com-
monplace events, making them translucent with itself. Nor are
his works pure phancasms of the imagination, but some are founded
on actual daily occurrences, especially his unique essays, “The
Circus and Other Essays.” There is a vitality and power to this
unpretentious book which pure fancy cannot give, and there is a
complete mastery of the various shades of human life and its con-
ditions so thorough as to display a keenness of observation and an
accurate assimilation of facts. Thus in “The Circus” he shows how
this “great canvas monster” demands the exercise of that greatest
religious virtue, faith. “The circus audience gets its pleasure chiefly
from its wholly illogical belief that the performer will not fall
and be dashed to pieces; that is from the exercise of faith.

They give their money gladly, not to find that the poster was wrong,
but because they have faith that it is right. There are no ration-
alists at the circus.”

Kilmer’s descriptive powers are of high order and when he
essays description, his facility is so felicitous as to render the
places and persons noted interesting and the reading pleasant. It
is almost unnecessary to speak of the rich silvery gems of humor,
sparkling and scintillating like the stars in the firmament of more
serious discourse. Frank and bright he is, mirthful, serious, too,
with the seriousness that can break into mirth, the mirth of the
answer to the call of human joy; the seriousness that knows well
whence the great issues of life come and whither they must tend.

Kilmer’s career was short but noble and his singularly beautiful
character stands out the more in all its magnificence when we realize
that this valiant young man gave up the plaudits and honors of a
grateful nation ready to bedeck him with the laureate of success
and “went out to the wars and died, because he carried in his soul
the courage of his song,” “one true man dead for liberty is worth
a thousand men.”

The poems and letters which he sent from war-swept France
are redolent with such a noble spirit of courage, patriotism and:
scorn of death, expressing unmistakably a brave Catholic soldier’s
mind and heart. It was at Holy Mass and in fervent prayer that
Sergeant Kilmer found the strength tc live every day the life of
heroic self-sacrifice he had resolutely set for himself. “Pray that
I may love God more,” he writes to a Nun, “it seems to me that
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if I can learn to love God more passionately, more constantly, with-
out distractions, that absolutely nothing else can matter. Except
while we are in the trenches I receive Holy Communion every
morning, so it ought to be all the easier for mie to attain this object
of my prayers. I got faith, you know, by praying for it. I hope
to get love the same way.” The glowing tributes of his comrades
and the testimonies of those who knew him best, proclaim Sergeant
Kilmer to have attained the high ideal set for himself as a journa-
list, lecturer, poet, soldier and Christian father.

“From humble home and first beginning,

Out to the undiscovered end,

There’s nothing worth the wear of winning

Save laughter and the love of friends.”
—Kilmer.
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A Barber's Dilemma

R. L. Russell, ’21
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“Good morning, sir. Fine day today.”

“Yes, it is very pleasant.”

It was the time-worn salutation with which Ed Calhoun, the
village barber, had already greeted four earlier customers and with
which he had greeted innumerable others in the days past as they
would enter his humble parlor. His salutation always expressed
the temper of the weather. But in spite of his poverty of saluta-
tions, Ed was rich in other jewels of conversation. He knew every
man, woman and child in the thriving little town of
His talk was inexhaustible. It mattered not what the subject mlght
be—gossip, news, election returns, war news, rumors and rumors
of rumors, he could discuss them all and talk sagely and eloquently
as well. No sheriff was ever elected, no police force deposed, no
vagabond proven a disguised millionaire that Ed did not know of
it beforehand. He would punctuate the sweep of the razor and
the click of the scissors with “I told you so,” or “I knew it would
come sooner or later.” The male inhabitants liked Ed and venerated
his wisdom by clinching all arguments and disputes with an “Ed
said so.”

Now, there were times when Ed’s talk of elections, scandals,
marriages, and general prospects of the future would lag. There
was one thought and one subject—a real, tangible subject, which
could never exhaust Ed’s flow of oratory. During the course of
his career as village sage and tonsorial artist, as he delighted to
call himself; he had by patient labor and much experiment concocted
a most wonderful elixir, that possessed qualities no less startling
than its ingredients. A few drops of this wonderful lotion (accord-
ing to Ed) was sufficient to grow a crop of hair on the most shining
head. Its magic powers had often been praised, lauded and beati-
fied ; but only by Ed, for he was its only champion. His patrons
humored him but never permitted him to go beyond that limit.

Ed had just finished sweeping up Friday’s indication of a
thriving business and had begun to sharpen his razors in prepara-
tion for the usual Saturday’s rush when the stranger entered and
Ed extended his morning greeting. Five of the town’s wise men,
those mental giants who solve the most intricate difficulties of eco-
nomic and social government, had already convened in Ed’s shop
and were enjoying a game of draughts. As the stranger entered,
they paused, scrutinizing him long enough to gather sufficient subject
matter for a discussion on his possible history, occupation and
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general make-up as evidenced by shade of sock, cut of clothes, et
cetera, and then indifferently resumed their game. There was
nothing about the stranger that would indicate he was other than
an ordinary individual save the fine crop of dark, wavy hair. Old
Deans, the retired storekeeper, later remarked that “he never afore
seed such a hed a hair.” The stranger quietly seated himself in the
chair and calmly said, “Cut it all off, please.” Here was the
opportunity for which Ed had long prayed, a stranger for a patron.
He set about his task as though the destiny of nations hung upon
the finished cut. The clippers seemed to mutter of fame as Ed
busily set about his task. The stranger was soon a stranger to
himself. Ed was profuse in the praise of his hair tonic but not
more profuse in its praise as he was lavish in its ministration.

Not much was said for the remainder of the day. The waste
of Ed’s precious hair tonic was humorously commented upon, but
aside from that the usual conversation prevailed. At the scheduled
hour all hands were in Ed’s shop. It seemed as though the entire
male population of the town had found its way to the barber shop.
Ed didn’t care. He was in his glory, talk was cheap and it flowed
freely. He felt as though he had conquered the world, his tongue
wagged incessantly. Just as he finished Squire Donothen’s shave
the door opened and lo, who should enter but the stranger of the
morning.

“Good evening, stranger volunteered Ed. The stranger
answered cheerfully and quietly removing hat and coat hung them
_on the rack near the door and sought a seat at the other side of
the room. Dead silence suddenly fell upon the room—the eyes of
all were turned to the stranger’s head. He became uneasy and
unable to account for the interest in himself went to the last chair.
The silly stare of the patrons and the amazement were a mystery
to him. Ed never worked faster since he left off peddling patent
medicine to care for the pates of the village. The scissors clicked
until they sparkled like two pieces of flint being struck together;
the razor tore the lather off of face after face, like the wind sweeping
the hills of snowdrifts. The stranger’s turn came and he approached
the chair with more of an apologizing air than a nervous tremor.

“Hair cut, please,” he said.

This was Ed’s hour of triumph. All the labor and the sweat
of the past were now being turned into gems of joy and diamonds
of glittering fame. He hurriedly adjusted the cloth around the
stranger and reached for the implements of his art. As he reached
he glanced into the dusty mirror that hung before his counter of
business. He silently complimented his reflection and while in this
exhilirating mood, he saw the reflection transformed to that of a
fine handsome man, in dress suit and white shirt, a diamond stud
glittering in his tie. Ed was worshiping at the shrine of Edward
J. Calhoun, the millionaire Hair Tonic King.
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The vision quickly vanished. Ed came to.himself with a jerk.
He turned to the motley audience and lifting up his voice -he said
in a tone of supreme satisfaction: '

“Boys, you are all my friends. You have known me long and
I have found you loyal. Your joys have been my joys, your sorrows,
mine, and I want my joy to be yours. I will not forget you in this.
my hour of triumph. This morning this stranger came here for
attention as regards his hair. I shaved his head as smooth as a
billiard ball. I bathed it in the cooling font of my own discovered
hair tonic, that same tonic you have despised and made a byword.
And now, the stranger returns, in the evening of the very day of
the application of the hair tonic for a second hair-cut. This is my.
hour of success (here his voice rose to such a pitch it shook the
walls of the little shop and almost lifted the stranger from his seat)
my hour of million-dollar fame. You have all confided in me and
had faith in me, except in one thing, my hair tonic. I made it
myself, boys, but you would not recognize its virtue. You called
me a ‘nut’ and said ‘not today, Eddie, maybe tomorrow. But
tomorrow never came till today. Here sits the evidence of its
powerful magic.”

The stranger by this time was sorely perplexed. He was con-
vinced he had fallen into an assembly of mild lunatics and was
gazing about for a means of escape when a sudden smile illumined
his face.

“This morning, boys,” Ed continued, “this head was as bald
as a stone. Now look at it. This prodigy is due to my wonderful
tonic.”

The audience was amazed. They stared at Ed and glared at
the stranger. Ed calmly set about his task and with a swish of
the cloth he called “Next.” As the stranger was preparing to leave
Ed begged of him his picture that he might use it in the advertise-
ment of his “Magic Hair Restorer.” The crowd gaped with wonder
as they awaited the answer. The stranger hurriedly replied:

“You will have to ask my twin brother, for he keeps all our
pictures.” : '

He then turned and beat a hasty retreat down the street.
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- Almost every day the large newspapers of the country reserve
the headlines of the first page for some bulletin on Irish affairs.
“British pour new army into Ireland!” “English
An Black and Tans wipe out Irish village!” “British
Omen turn machine guns on Irish women!” These are
the common announcements, in fact so common
lare they that one sometimes wonders that there are any towns or
cities or men and women in Ireland to keep an imperial army busy.
Yet that army is kept busy and incidentally American newspapers
that thrive best on human misery are not facing a news famine
because the German Empire has been crushed.

What seems to be the trouble with Britain’s great army that
is not more efficient in its favorite pastime of exterminating weak
nations? We were told it was most effective against the great
military machine of Emperor Wilhelm and yet it is surprisingly
weak against President De Valera’s little force. In short, why is
it that the Government of the Irish Republic and its little army is
making an empire and its great military organization look foolish.
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As an example, Eamon De Valera, the most sought after man in
two continents, a man who kept engaged a large part of England’s
Scotland Yard and Secret Service, eluded the British agents, left
New York and passed through the British Fleet that surrounds
Ireland, escaped an army of a quarter of a million, counting soldiers
and secret service men, arrived in Ireland and is safely settled there
in presidential quarters (it matters not that they are not in a
White House) conducting matters of state. We must suppose
either of two things. Either the British Government did not know
De Valera had left New York and was on his way home or else
it was fully aware of it. If the first hypothesis is true, then what
we say of the efficiency of the “famous” Scotland Yard, of Brittania
that rules the waves and the Tommy who victimized the Boche?
In that case the secret service of the little Republic compares quite
favorably with Scotland Yard, and it does not matter a whit to
De Valera and scores of other Irish officials who rules the waves,
and the Irish Volunteer is not frightened by the Tommy’s war
record. If the second hypothesis is to be credited, and England was
aware of De Valera’s actions, as she must say she was to save her
reputation as an experlenced government, then we must suppose
England dared not interfere with the Irish president, in which case
the Irish people is a power to be treated carefully and a handful
of men are not to be brushed aside with the wave of an imperial
hand, especially when the handful of men are Irishmen and the
imperial hand is an English hand. Whatever explanation one
chooses he is bound to be not very complimentary to England.

The sum and substance of the whole spectacle of a compara-
tively inconsiderable band of men holding out for five years against
a veteran imperial army, is that right after all makes might, and the
outlook points to an Irish Republic functioning peacefully taking
the place of an Irish Republic functioning with some little incon-
venience.

The present is the heyday of the professional reformer and
since the enforcement of the prohibition act the activities of this
clan have become insufferable. The reform ele-

The Blue ment now seeks to enforce a stringent and stiff-
Laws necked petty morality upon a protesting public.
If they succeed they brand religion a weak and

abortive force in shaping public morals and will establish a dan-
gerous precedent. They will pave the way to legislative enforce-
ment and interpretation of the moral code, an office that should be,
and 1s, vested in the Church alone as a right. 'When the public moral
sense becomes so absolutely deadened that civil legislation alone can
recall men to the performance of moral duties, then mankind is
beyond all reform and the method of the professional reformer
becomes a travesty and a farce. It is a slap in the face of Christian



THE VIATORIAN 115

ideals which are thus branded as a failure and scrapped. This may
seem a hard saying in the light of mere Sunday observance agita-
tion, but it is not so when the possible consequences of the passage
of such legislation in effecting further civil interference are con-
sidered. Wherein lies the justification of even such mild moral
enforcement as Sunday observance? God rested on Sunday and
He expects His creatures to do the same. He has set, through the
medium of His Church, the requirements of Sunday worship and
has left the interpretation of rest to the individual with the only
restriction that it is not a violation of the moral code and essen-
tially sinful. If a man, after meeting his religious obligations,
desires to enjoy a motor ride on Sunday, why should he be pre-
vented? Why should he be compelled to submit to the interpreta-
tion of another on something that is perfectly arbitrary?

We, as Catholics, stand determinedly against this movement
because of its dangerous tendency to interfere in more grave reli-
gious matters. But we should not stand alone for, it seems.
Protestantism with its basic theory of individual interpretation of
religious practice and principle should be bitterly opposed to this
presumptuous attempt of a small group to dictate the religious
observance of a vast majority. If a man has no religion, his politi-
cal ideal should urge him to act for an unalienable right is being
infringed upon and the will of the minority enforced upon a pro-
testing majority.
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“Savanarola” traces with a glowing clearness the eventful
career of the great Florentine Reformer and, how the ever-fickle
rabble urged on by his enemies demanded his

The Pacific torture and death. It is, of course, instructive
Star to make known the supreme struggle that Sava-
narola made for justice in the courts, purity of

life among the people, and separation of the Church and State,
but to the Exman, it appears that consideration of this famous man
would be still more instructive if the narrowminded charges of
bigoted historians, that Savanarola was the forerunner of the
Protestant Reformation and the Rennaissantic father of Luther,
were refuted. As the article 1s written, it is but a gentle meditation
on a fiery reformer, who, though treacherously represented to the
Church for which he was laboring, still submitted to her commands.
The style is characterized by naturalness, ease of expression and
graceful transition from thought to thought. “The College Man’s
Call” is an appeal for Social Service as a vocation for college men.
After introductory remarks on the primal purpose of all government
and the part the Jeffersonian policy has played in the realization of
this ideal, a graphic picture of the abject misery of the laboring
class is presented. We are allowed a few moments in which to
view this harrowing picture and then are told that some remedy is
needed to cure this social cancer. The remedy, the brilliant author
informs us, is the trained thinking of the college graduate. - This
is partly true, but why not emphasize more strongly the part that
Catholic college graduates and not merely the college graduate is to
play in effecting this cure? Trained thinking alone will not suffice,
but trained thinking moulded by sound Christian morals. What is
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‘to hinder a .college graduate of one of our large state institutions
from dishonest business transactions, political deception, subversion
of the primary principles of justice since his Alma Mater taught
him to interpret religion and morality for himself and consequently
to change his code of moral conduct to meet every varying disposi-
tion of mind? The author merely mentions this. The article
would be stronger and more forceful if it were slightly extended
by a thoughtful consideration of the pressing danger to society by
the present-day contempt of morality. “Come On Red,” is a
delightful comedy in one act. The reading of “Faust” must cer-
tainly have been a bad habit with “Abraham Johnson” and the
Exman wonders, if very many “good old colored gentlemen of
the South,” who were born and reared in slavery, passed their time
in picking cotton and reading the German masters. But the
dramatic movement must be started by some spark, and why not
this one? It is well written, the conversational tone natural and
the thought well expressed. The short stories are much akin to
O. Henry in style. They deserve the praise of unique plot but
should not be spared the criticism of rather weak arrangement of
instances. “Satan Sanderson” is slightly more detailed than “Willow
Center Gossip,” and inferior to the latter in interest. Sanderson’s
complete forgetfulness for his father is not as gross an error as
that of failing to mention what became of Sylvia. The magazine
is well balanced but there is a marked tendency to crowd it with
too many short and poorly developed articles. Remember our
address.

“The Realm of Delusion” is a forceful condemnation of the
spiritualist. The author penetrates into the Realm of Delusion
He notes its character and that is necessary to

The the full development of his theme—the deluded
Borromean spiritualist. With glowing clearness and preci-
sion of expression, he shows that “the voice from

a suspended horn cannot silence the voice of conscience, the contra-
dictory messages scrawled by automatic pencils cannot supplant the
decalogue engraven on the two tablets of man’s mind and heart.”
The treachery of spiritualism is exposed and its evil effects made
known more so by the article’s suggestiveness than by its direct
expression. It is the type of article we should like to see more
frequently in our exchanges. “The Little Red School House” nails
the un-American and bigoted spirit of the Smith-Towner Bill. The
American people have been deceived too frequently by “sweet
words, low-crooked courtesies,” and it is time they were awakening
to the bace treachery of those renegade statesmen who are endeav-
oring to undermine fundamental and unalienable rights of the
citizens. Articles like “The Little Red School House” will do
honorable service in disclosing the real principles which prompt these
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propagandists who are flaunting their un-American innovations
even in the houses of Congress. The author is to be complimented
on his strong and forceful logic and his clear presentation of facts.

The short stories are unique in plot, well told and full of interest.
“The Man of Motley” is a story of base deception and a foul crim-
inal act. It is a warning to those who would seek ease and comfort
by fraud and violence. “Hilton Writes a Story” narrates the trials
and worries of a short story writer, whom no one, save his mother,
appreciated. “Light in Darkness” traces the adventure of a derelict
who plays the role of a double only to find himself in a maze of
perplexities. “The Man in Motley” is unquestionably the most
fascinating but “Hilton Writes a Story” is superior to it and “Light
in Darkness” is best for lively interest and expression. The Exman,
however, is at a loss to understand the reason which could prompt
a man to rob himself, and why in “Light in Darkness” some cause
for the sudden blindness of Mr. Ashley is not given. We hope to
see you frequently. .
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Rev. Harris A. Darche, 06, one of the many sons of St. Viator
to win distinction in the World War, has received the Distinguished
Service Cross from the President of the United States in recognition
of his extreme gallantry in action at Belleau Woods with the Sixth
Regiment of Marines. Father Darche’s splendid record in the
service of the men at the front has won undying honor, not only
for himself, but for his Church as well. Just previous to his

‘return from France he was decorated by the French Government
with the Cross of the Legion of Honor, the Medaille Militaire and
the Croix de Guerre with palm. Accompanying the latest decora-
tion were the following letter and citation: “The President of the
United States takes great pleasure in presenting the Navy Cross
to Lieutenant Harris A. Darche, Chaplain Corps U. S. N., for
services during the war as set forth in the following citation:

The Citation

“For extraordinary heroism in rendering service difficult to
measure in the operations against the enemy in Belleau Woods
from June 1 to June 18, 1918, when his efforts in searching for
and burying the dead, in giving spiritual comfort to the fighting
troops, in handling working parties and in aiding the surgeons, were
tireless.

(Signed) JosepHUS DANIELS,
Secretary of the Navy.

- On New Year’s Day Rev. Dudley eHaley was ordained to be
holy priesthood by the Rt. Rev. Bishop Muldoon at the pro-Cathe-
dral, Rockford. Word also reaches us that Rev. William Daly was
ordained in the Cathedral at Des Moines. The VIATORIAN unites
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with the many friends of these young levites in wishing them God’s
most abundant blessing. ’

On January 4 the solemn and impressive ceremony of profes-
sion was held at the Viatorian Motherhouse, Chicago. Brother
Edward Fitzpatrick pronounced his final vows, Brother St. Amant
pronounced first vows and Brother Walter Fitzgerald was invested
in the habit of the Community. Brothers Fitzpatrick and St. Amant
have returned to the College where they are permanently stationed
while Brother Fitzgerald will remain at the Motherhouse to com-
plete his novitiate.

The return of Fathers Monahan, Vincent Green and Tom Har-
rison was a gala day for the student body. The visitors were
tendered a little reception by the student body. Each of the rev-
erend visitors expressed his happiness to be at the old school, if
only for a few days, and spoke to the students on the necessity. of
true college spirit and what it would mean to them in later life.
Father Monahan, who has just resigned his commission in the
Navy, told many interesting stories of his experiences while in the
service.

Former students will be pleased to hear that Oscar Byron is
steadily improving and announces that he will soon be able to open
his business in Bourbonnais. He is now convalescing at St. John’s
Sanitarium, Springfield, Ill.

Jawn Madden and Pat Meegan recently motored down from the
“Windy.” They report success in their respective field of labor(?).
Pat’s partner, Gus Doyle, wields a mean scoop for the Chicago,
Milwaukee and St. Paul and could not make the trip down.

The VIATORIAN regrets to chronicle the departure of Mr. Daniel
McCann, who for many years has been located at St. Viator. Mr.
McCann has been compelled to give up his work because of ill-health
and will make his home in Chicago at the residence of his daughter.
The ViatoriaN, the recipient of many favors from Mr. McCann,
takes this occasion to thank him and to wish him every blessing.

During the Christmas and mid-year vacation many former
students, now enrolled in different seminaries, spent a few days at
the college. From Kendrick Seminary came John Braddock and
Ted Demerais; from St. Mary’s, Baltimore, Bernard Mombleau.
The St. Paul delegation—Ed Kelly, Tom Kelly, Louis Dougherty,
Ernest Graveline and H. B. Causey—was by far the largest.

James Gallahue spent a few pleasant hours with old friends at
the college. James still teaches in the Piper City district school and
seems to be prospering.

Father Ed Dillon dropped in from Chicago to enroll a new
student and spend a few hours with old friends.

During the Christmas holidays Coach Schissler, director of
athletics in ’17 and ’18, stopped at the college for a short wisit.
Coach Schissler 1s now head coach of the basketball team at the
University of Nebraska.
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Among the clerical changes affecting former students are the
following: Rev. F. A. Connors has been appointed Chancellor of
-the Rockford Diocese ; Rev. William I. Murray has been transferred
from St. Philip Neri to St. Theodore’s, Chicago, where he will
replace Rev. James J. Daly, transferred to Nativity, Chicago.

From Notre Dame University comes the news that Pio Monte-
negro H. S. ’19, has been chosen president of the Notre Dame
branch of the Filipino Students’ Federation of America.

Among recent visitors at the college were Rev. James Fitz-
gerald, Farmer City, Ill.; Rev. Louis O’Connor, Urbana, Ill.; Rev.
J. J. Corbett, C. S. V., St. Edward’s, Chicago; Rev. Thomas Welsh,
St. Charles, I1l.; Rev. A. Savary, Ascension, Chicago; Rev. Timothy
Rowan, St. Thomas Aquinas, Chicago ; Rev. Joseph Legris,C.S. S. R.,
St. Anne de Beaupre, Quebec, Canada; Rev. J. J. Bennett, St.
Basil’s, Chicago; Rev. E. L. Rivard, C. S. V., and Rev. J. E. Belair,
G. S. V., St. Viator Normal Institute, Chicago; Rev. J. F. Ryan,
C. S. V., St. Viator Parish, Chicago; Rev. J. Drummy, Rantoul, Ill.;
Rev. P. Conway, St. Pius, Chicago; Rev. W. Hayden, Wapella,
I11.; Rev. Ed Dunn, Ottawa, Ill.; Rev. W. Keefe, Clinton, Ind.;
Rev. P. Parker, Dwight, Ill.; Rev. Edward Keogh, Mitchell, S. D.;
Rev. J. McMullin, Gibson City, Ill.; Rev. George Lambert, Martin-
town, Ill.; William Azukas, Anthony O’Mahoney, J. A. Ryan, John
and Richard Kissane.
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SENIOR-JUNIOR BANQUET

On Tuesday, February 1st, the Junior Class was tendered a
banquet by the Seniors. Rev. W. J. Bergin c. s. v., President of the
College, was the honored guest. Mr. J. G. Powers, ’21, presiding
as toastmaster, welcomed the guests of the evening. Mr. Sweeny,
acting President of the Class of '22 in the absence of Mr. Kenny,
responded. Mr. J. P. Lynch, ’21, in a short talk, urged the necessity
of College spirit and greater co-operation among the upper classmen.
An interesting talk was delivered by Mr. Frank Lawler, 22, who
recounted some of his experiences overseas. Father Bergin, in the
closing speech of the evening, spoke on “The Duties of the College
Man in Later Life.”

THE COLLEGE CLUB

A meeting of the College Club was called on February 2 by Mr.
T. J. Cavanagh, president of the organization. The purpose of the
meeting was to discuss social activities for the last semester. Fore-
most of these will be a banquet to be held on Monday evening, Feb-
ruary 14. The affair will be the most elaborate of any yet attempted
and will be the crowning event of the year. All arrangements are
in the hands of a committee who are working unstintedly for the
success of the affair.

ENTERTAINMENTS

Under the able direction of Father Sheridan, the College De-
partment will stage several scenes from Shakespere’s “Julius Cae-
sar’” on the night of February 11. The leading roles will be played
by Mr. T. J. Cavanagh as Antony; Mr. T. S. Brunnick as Caesar
and Mr. R. L. Russell as Brutus.
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JUDGE MARCUS KAVANAGH

The first of a series of lectures to be given during the winter
months was delivered by Judge Marcus Kavanagh of the Criminal
Court of Chicago. Judge gave an interesting and scholarly address
upon the life and times of Henry Gratton, the great Irish leader.
His masterly presentation of fact and his earnest appeal to our
innate Americanism and sense of justice and fair play will long be
remembered. The student body shall not forget the beautiful lessons
he drew from his subject.

JUDGE HUGO PAM

At the invitation of Father Maguire, Professor of Sociology at
the College, Judge Hugo Pam of the Criminal Court of Chicago
addressed the students on the subject of “Crime and its Prevention.”
His lecture, based upon wide experience and thorough knowledge of
the Probation System, brought out aspects of the cause and prev-
alence of crime, which, though generally known, are not given the
- serious thought they warrant. His appeal lay not alone in the logical
and forceful remgdies he advocated but in his wholesouled sincerity
as well.

MR. SYDNEY LANDON

The worth and beauty of our American Literature was strongly
impressed upon the student body by the scholarly and appreciative
presentation of Mr. Sydney Landon. Mr. Landon gave a splendid
interpretation of the great classics of our literature and told a num-
ber of anecdotes from the lives of the more famous American lit-
erary men. The change from the kindly and gentle expression of
Longfellow to the despair of Poe, so admirably presented by Mr.
Landon, marks him as one who has made, not only an intensive, but
sympathetic study of American literature. “Anabelle Lee” and
God’s Acre” were especially well rendered.

THE MOVIES

As of old, the weekly movies are attended in great numbers.
Some of the best plays of the year are on our schedule and the few
remaining winter months promise to pass rapidly and pleasantly.

NEWS BITS

“KEVIN BARRY”

It is only fitting that the memory of Kevin Barry, the young
Irish patriot recently murdered by the British Government, should
be perpetuated. Rev. F. A. Sheridan c. s. v. has recently completed
his play which will honor this young martyr. The play is woven
around the life of Kevin Barry and many of the persons with whom
he was associated, Canon Magner, Mrs. Ellen Quinn, are introduced
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in the production. The play has been submitted to the local branch
of the American Association for the Recognition of the Irish Repub—
lic and will be staged sometime in March. :

Father Sherldan is-the author of a number of very successfulf
plays and his works have won the admiration and praise of all who

have been privileged to witness them. Chlef among these are “The
Call” and “The Irlsh Rose.”

STUDENTS” RETREAT

The student retreat began immediately after the mid-year exam-
inations and closed three days after on the opening day of th new
semester. The retreat was preached by Father Ignatius, of the Pas-
sionists’ Monastery, Norwood Park. The great number of daily
communicants and the perfect attendance at the exercises showed
the earnestness with which the boys entered into the spirit of the
good work.

R.O.T.C. ’

The Cadet Officers selected to lead our Unit of the Reserve
Officers Training Corps for the final Semester are as follows:
Battalion Headquarters

Major Frank C. Kilcrece, Commanding.
Captain Harry Moore, Adjutant.
Vincent Van Ness, Bn. Sergeant Major.
Band Ist Lieut. Edward Cody, Band Master.
Company A Captain Loan Drolet
Ist Lieut. Omer Tetreault.
2nd Lieut. Harry Stull.
Company B Captain John Quinn,
Ist Lieut. Dale Walsh.
2nd Lieut. Joseph Clancy.
Company C Captain George Steger.
Ist Lieut. Edw. Gallahue.
2nd Lieut. Joe Meiss.
Company D Captain Harry Moore.
Ist Lieut. Harry Marchi.
2nd Lieut. Vincent Lundy.
2nd Lieut. Murel Vogel.

Our Unit was organized on February 3, 1919, and the second
anniversary of its organization was celebrated by B Company with
a smoker in the Gymnasium. Miss Catton and Miss Kruse were the
only outside celebrities present for the entertainment and were at
their best, which means the best. Company B is composd of our
“old timers” and for this reason did the honors. The party was such
a success that it will hereafter be an annual ROTC event.
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Sergeant Rufus C. Seale reported as assistant to the Professor
of Military Science and Tactics, on January 22nd, relieving Sergeant
Yankus who was returned to the Field Artillery. Sergeant Seale
enlisted in the Army way back in 1908 and is just the type of Non-
Commissioned Officer the Army can be proud of and that we need.
He was an officer during the war and reported here from Fort
Logan, Colorado.

READY ON THE RIGHT. READY ON THE LEFT.
READY ON THE FIRING LINE.

The mass gallery rifle competition for the Sixth Corps Area
‘will be shot off before February 26th. The Sixth Corps Area com-
prises the states of Illinois, Wisconsin and Michigan in which are
some of the biggest schools and Colleges in the country. Every
member of the ROTC in these states will fire in this match, and the
Unit with the highest average score will bring home the big silver
cup, to hold until lost. Our new gallery range on the bowling alleys
with three firing points, our new Winchester muskets and expert
coaching, give us as good a chance as any, and if we can “Keep your
eyes on that bull” St. Viator will add one more trophy.

The five high men to compose our team for the team match
have not been finally selected.

More than 200 of our Unit have joined the Winchester Junior
Rifle Corps and we are after that bushel of medals, Captain Burnett
says we will win.

Work on the range over on the river has been held up by the
weather but will soon be under way again. The iron carriages for
the targets are here and when spring arrives, we will be ready for
range practice with the service rifles.

Father Darche of Bradley is the most distinguished soldier
alumnus of St. Viator and no college can boast a truer hero. For
extraordinary heroism under fire with the 6th Marines in Belleau
Wood he has been awarded the United States Distinguished Service
Cross, the French Croix de Guerre, with Palm, Legion of Honor,
and Medaille Militaire. Has any college more right to be proud of
any of her sons?

Father Darche spoke to the Unit on January 8th in the Gymna-
sium about what it takes to make a soldier and why. He ought to
know. He is an ideal for us to follow. We cannot all be like him,
but there is no need for us to fall as far short as we all do. And
the ROTC is going to furnish the officers for another war. There
always has been “another war.” Where do you stand?
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On St. Patrick’s Day, Father Darche will receive a parade and
review the Unit, and in the presence of the assembled faculty,
alumni, and friends of his Alma Mater, be decorated with the D.
S. C.—the second highest award of the Nation to a soldier for
bravery. The decoration will probably be presented by Col. W. D.
Chitty, in charge of the ROTC affairs in this corps area, from Fort
Sheridan. '

The ROTC Summer Training Camp will be held at Fort Sheri-
dan this year, commencing about the middle of June and lasting for
a period of six weeks. The Government pays 5 cents per mile each
way for transportation and one dollar per meal en route. Sheridan
is an ideal location for a Summer ROTC Camp where equal empha-
sis is laid on work and recreation. It is right on Lake Michigan
with a fine beach for swimming and has fine facilities for all forms
of outdoor exercise. Although the minimum age limit is sixteen
years, most of the members of our Unit are eligible and St. Viator
will be well represented. The big advantage of a camp at Fort Sher-
idan is the fact that General Leonard Wood, the father of the civ-
ilian training camps, is our commanding general, and under him an
unsuccessful camp would not be possible. :

Everyone is talking about the R. O. T. C. Military Ball to be
given in Kankakee, after Lent, under the auspices of the K. C. S.
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St. Viator has passed another milestone in her football history
and the curtain is rung down on probably one of the most success-
ful seasons in that history. The team that battled the strong
Augustana outfit to a 6-0 classic was one of the finest scoring
machines and perfectly trained aggregations that this school has
seen in many moons. They may have lacked the beef of the “good
old days” but they were a powerful aggregation with a shifty,
aggressive line and a hard-hitting, long-headed backfield. It enjoys
the unique distinction of being the first all-college man aggregation
that has ever represented St. Viator for the teams of former years
have had a fair share of Academy huskies. The new conference
ruling denies the high school man to place on a ’Varsity outfit in
the major sports. St. Viator finished third in the conferenec rating
and proved itself one of the strongest outfits in Illinois Collegiate
Ball. Besides the team’s general high rating, a number of our
men were chosen for individual honors on the All-State lineups.

. St. Viator ended her season with the Augustana fracas a few
days before the Thanksgiving holidays. The Swedes won the tussle
by a narrow margin of 6-0 with a spurt in the first few minutes
of play that netted the only scoring of the game. After the first
tally the two outfits settled down to hard, fast ball that kept the
oval in the middle section for a greater part of the game. Spectacu-
lar passing, Captain McCarthy to Bushell, and the slashing off-tackle
smashes of Francis, O’Connor and MacLain brought the ball deep
in Augustana’s territory, but the breaks were with the visitors
and costly fumbles and penalties robbed us of the advantages. The
game settled down to a waiting game with MacLain dividing punting
honors with the up-state performer. Connors, at guard for Viator,
played a- wonderful game, smashing up the Swedes’ offense and
even nabbing a forward pass for a long gain that started a desperate
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rally in the last few minutes of play, but a penalty fizzled this last
spurt and the game ended in mid-field. Captain McCarthy, Mac-
Lain, Francis and Bushell played wonderful ball and are spoken
of as All-State possibilities. Connors’ stellar exhibition clinched
his berth on the mystical eleven.

Once again the ViaToriaN has the pleasure of chronicling the
athletic achievements of one Catch Finnegan who will give Viator
a championship basketball outfit this season. Scarcely had the
grime of the gridiron been cleared away and the battered footballers
‘back on their feet when Coach Finnegan issued a call for basketball
possibilities. The initial call brought out about twelve candidates.
Captain Clancy, Bushell, MacLain, McCarthy, Langton were the
only veteran back on the floor but they are the last year’s whirl-
wind bunch, almost intact. With this goodly chunk of last sea-
son’s “Minor Division Championship Crew” as a nucleus the gang
started to work. Among the new lights Winterhalter, Barrett and
Healy loom up a sure-fire forward material, with Farrell, L. Mur-
phy, Lynch flooding the guard reserves. It’s a fine lineup of
talent and the “Vi” wishes Coach IFinnegan every success for the
coming season.

ST. VIATOR VS. CRANE JUNIOR COLLEGE

On December 17, Coach Finnegan’s proteges gave Crane Col-
lege of Chicago the count for the opening win of the season. Crane
put up a great fight and showed class that surprised the local fans.
The locals played ragged ball but clinched the argument by the
individual brilliance of the crew. Clancy and Bushell came up to
the most optimistic of early season expectations and gave a great
demonstration. Winterhalter, a new man, was a pleasant surprise
and the fans are watching him.

ST. VIATOR VS. MARQUETTE UNIVERSITY

“The game with Marquette university on last Saturday night
proved beyond all doubt that the old never-say-die spirit still finds a
home at the local camp.” The above extract from the write-up of a
local scribe hits the game to perfection. Marquette U, just from the
south with the scalp of Vanderbilt “U” the southern champs as a
souvenir, and under the tutelage of Prof. Murray, our basketball
mentor of ’18, invaded the local floor and clinched the argument.
Their team work and lack of buck fever, they were playing their
eighth game, gave them the advantage and the big end of a hard
earned score and closely fought battle. Winterhalter and Clancy did
some remarkable floor-work and were the class of the field.
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St. Viator 18 Marquette “U” 26
Bushell.....oe . B B i Dunn
Winterhalter ... ] S Karst
Clancy (Capt)..cccocoeioaannees T, Ratchen

aclain. ... R Uricusmmmsmnsssssssusascss Dufford
McCarthy. ..o | P NP, O’Maltey (Capt)

Field Goals: Dunn, 5; Karst, 3; O’Malley, 1; Winterhalter, 3;
Clancy, 2; Bushell, 1. Free throws: Bushell, 6; Karst, 8. Referee:
Milard. .

ST. VIATOR VS. KANKAKEE Y. M. C. A.

In a vain endeavor to make the citizenry of the nearby metrop-
olis interested in the game the Varsity ambled down town to play
the self-lauded Y. M. C. A. Even though Coach pulled his regulars
out of the play early, the “Y” couldn’t do anything against the col-
legians. The game ended with Viator running wild at the big end
of a 45-19 score, and still going. Winterhalter was the three-ring
circus for the natives and kept the crowd on their toes most of the
time by his footwork and basket tossing. Captain Clancy enjoyed
the evening immensely and interspersed his meanderings about the
floor by tossing in eight counters from the well known field. Mac-
Lain and McCarthy had the time of their young lives spilling the
“Y” athletes and chasing them around the floor. s The two Mac’s are
a great combination and the “Y” had an awful time trying to locate
them when they were set for their trys.

ST. VIATOR VS. LOYOLA UNIVERSITY.

On January 22, the Varsity chalked up 29 points and chased the
Chicago gang home with 10. They were lucky to get the ten. The
team work of the locals was the finest exhibition of the year up to
date and the passing was more deft and sure. McCarthy and Mac-
Lain, at guards, kept the Loyola to long and hurried shots and did
some remarkably fast close quarter blanketing. Healey, playing for
Bushell, did good work and loomed up as a strong contender for
attention. Simonick starred for Loyola.

St. Viator 29 Loyola “U” 10
Winterhalter ... R, B Simonick (Capt.)
Healey, Barrett....iovsuan L. Fo Lauerman
Clancy (Capt.) oo SRS Vloedman, Cramer
Maplain.... ... osissmscsonmmss R, G Erickson
McCarthy. ..o Liss et sttt it Dee

Field Goals: Winterhalter, 6; Healey, 2; Clancy, 3; MacLain,
1; McCarthy, 1; Simonick, 3; Lauerman i Free throws Clancy,
3; Simonick, 2.
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" ST. VIATOR VS. CHARLESTON NORMAL

Playing their third game in three days the Varsity increased its
average by defeating Eastern Illinois State Normal by a 47-10 score.
Charleston was never dangerous and the first session ended with the
score standing 17-5 in the locals’ favor. In the second period Finny’s
proteges stepped away from the downstate crew. Winterhalter
clinched his floor honors and Capt. Clancy played a beautiful game
that kept the fans on their toes. Capt. did the scoring honors and
kept his aggregation well in hand in the passing and team work.
MacLain and McCarthy played together like a pair of long lost
brothers and were a considerable worry to the lads from Charleston.
This game is the first Conference tussle on the season’s card and
thekshowing argues well for the team’s rating in the Conference
ranks.

St. Viator 47 Charleston 10
Winterhalter...................... 1t B el Fawley
Barrett, Healey.................... | S McCall
Clatiey . .o emsimseneesmnmssmeneemomnermes (e rommmmioeimiins Swope, Roland
MacLain. ...ooooeovoeeeeeeeen. B Liiwsmmnsmsnssmmsssnaxssastnssmans Dunn
McCarthy..ooooooeeieieee Liv Wi cnomithontoonanmsinosionn Leathers

Field goals: Winterhalter, 7; Clancy, 8; McCarthy, 1; Mac-
Lain, 1; Healey, 2; Fawley, 2; Roland 1. Free throws: Clancy, 55
Fawley, 4. Refereg: Millard.

ACADEMY BASKETBALL

We have with us “Johnny” Lyons, the Wilkes-Barre Tornado,
as coach of the High School. Inquires have kept Jawn of the Var-
sity so far this season, but as John thinks that basketball is the
greatest thing in the world ouside of fried eggs, and as it is hard to
keep a good man down, we find him handing out the knowledge to
the Academy warriors. Coach Jawn has whipped his 22 candidates
into fine form, that is, those who survived his weeding, and now has
a scrappy outfit that is a credit to the Academy and the School.
“Dode” Walsh, Bill Doyle, since elected captain, and “Bobby” Heintz
are the luminaries from last year’s crowd. With these vets and his
fine string of new candidates, Jawn is getting results. Jim McKenna
is a pivot man, who scintillates brilliantly. He has proven himself
mighty dependable and a clever floor man. The other new men are
playing good ball and Coach Lyons expects to cut an awful swath
through the academy ranks of the section. Howard Kenny is man-
aging the crew. -

ST. VIATOR ACADEMY VS. KANKAKEE HIGH SCHOOL

Coach Lyon’s tusslers opened the season with a win over the
youths of Kankakee, who managed to gather in 6 while the collegians
were chalking up 28. The effects of Lyon’s drilling were evident and
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speak well of his coaching talent. Every man on the squad was
given a tryout and all had the edge on the “city” lads. The exhibi-
tion of the Walsh-Doyle combination was the outstanding feature
and it grabbed most of the tallies.

ST. VIATOR ACADEMY VS. QUIGLEY PREP
The next victim of the High School screw was Quigley Prep.
Coming out of Chicago with a splendid record and an abundance of
confidence, they were not in the running with the local peace-makers.
The 43-11 score is “nuf said.” The Academy lads had the edge on
the Preps in every department and the Preps were never dangerous.

ST. VIATOR ACADEMY VS. ST. BEDE’S

The last outfit to add their scalps to the local collection was St.
Bede’s. Coach Lyons took his outfit down state for a little outing
and staged a little tussle with the St. Bede aggregation. The Aca-
demy after trailing for the greater part of the second half, headed
by Doyle staged a comeback and landed a 22-20 win. Heintz played
a flashing game at guard and kept the opponents to long shots. Bowe
went in a new man and helped to put over the comeback in the last
few seconds of play.

ST. VIATOR ACADEMY VS. ST. BEDE’S

St. Bede’s traveled Viator wards to regain their lost honors but
struck a snag. Doyle led his crew by his clever floorwork and his
accurate snagging while McKenna, though nursing an injured back,
was the mainstay of the defence and a dangerous man in the scoring
department. The Visitors couldn’t pierce the locals defense for auy
substantial lead and were never dangerous after the second period
was well under way.

THE SENIOR LEAGUE
Due to the untiring and unflagging interest of Brother Fitzpat-
rick a five-team basketball league was formed, in the Senior depart-
ment, with Gallahue, Clogan, McGinnis, Marvel and Barrett acting
captains and almost every evening a tussle is staged in the gym. At
present writing Gallahue and McGinnis are leading the field and the
other teams are close after them.

ACADEMIC ACTIVITIES

Immediately after the Christmas holidays came to a close the
Acs gathered in their study hall and elected captains for a basket-
ball league. M. Artery, J. Thulis, L. Meis, and A. Long were
chosen. After a few days strenuous practice under the tutelege of
High School and Varsity stars, the league schedule opened. To date
seven games have been played and so bitterly fought and so close the
scores that the leaders cannot be considered to have the superior
aggregations.
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The teams:

Camels Tigers Bad Pennies Bulldogs
Thulis (Capt) M.Artery (Cap) Mies (Capt) Long (Capt)
Somers Morrissey T. Hannigan  A. Hannigan
Galanti McDonald . Vogel Boisen
Marchi Dooley J. Artery Bowe
Ferris Potthoff Burkhart Kissane
Arenoff Schiller Welsh Nourie
Greene Huebner Keeley Moxley
Harrington Gilligan Brady Boedeker

The standings:

Bulldogs Won 3; Lost O Pct. 1.000
Bad Pennies Won 2; Last 2 Pct. .500
Tigers Won 2; Lost 2 Pct.  .500
Camels Won O; Lost 3 Pct.  .000

MINIM LEAGUE

On January 17, those who because of their size were unable to
secure a position on the Academic teams organized a Minim League.
E. Maley, W. McGraw, E. Gallagher, and K. Gregory were elected
to chose and pilot the teams. The lack in size is more than made
up in spirit as the games played thus far show.

The teams:

Battlers Cubs Indians Cyclones
McGray (Capt) Gregory (Capt) Maloy (Capt) Gallagher (Cpt)
Cleary Barry Smith Smedley
McLean Stafford Zunkel Marshall
Menden R. Boedeker Cassidy Morris
Ledwell Schwerin Tectonius G. A. Sullivan
McGlynn Wentworth * L. Riordan Spreitzer
Cc unolly Zang - Costigan Fahey
G. F. Sullivan H. Renaud Aubertin Morrissey

The standings:

Cyclones Won 2; Lost O Pct. 1.000
Indians Won 2; Lost 1 Pct. .666
Cubs Won 1; Lost 1 Pct. .500

Battlers Won 0; Lost 3 Pct. .000

THE “ACS”

Those who showed unusual ability in the league were picked to
form the representative team for the department. This aggregation
composed of Thulis, M. Artery, Bowe and Marchi at forward ; Long
at center ; Mies, Morrissey and Boisen alternating at the guards give
the department a team which everyone feels assured will creditably
uphold the honor of the Acs against all comers.
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ACS VS. BOURBONNAIS

The first game was played in foreign fields. Although but
recently organized the Acs succeeded in holding the heavier Bour-
bonnais All-Stars to a tie score. After two over-time periods had
been played and the teams were still deadlocked it was mutually
agreed to postpone the contest until a later date.

EX-ACS 20—ACS 22

The second tussle gave the Acs a victory and they won handily
from the “Alumni” of the department, the old Acs of former years
who were now important Seniors. The game was hard fought and
only the superior team work and passing of the youngster gave them
the long end of the score.

ACS 24—KANKAKEE Y. M. C. A. 14

The Kankakee “Y” sent their young hopes out here to take the
College kids into camp and they went back to look for another
organization to turn the trick. The Aces so far outclassed them,
gave such a strong demonstration of superior team work and accur-
ate shooting that the poor “Y” was never dangerous after the first
few minutes of play. The Acs played great ball with no individual
star but the entire team coming into a generous share of praise for
its team work. -

THE MIDGETS

The midgets have played three games, one with Bourbonnais
and two with the youngsters at the “Y”. They played all around the
Bourbonnais outfit but they have had to share the honors with the
“Y” in the two games to date.
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OBITUARIES

MRS. SARAH CUNNINGHAM

On Sunday morning, December 19, 1920, Mrs. Sarah Cunning-
ham, mother of Leonard and Allen Cunningham of the High School
department, was called to her eternal rest. Death resulted after a
short illness. To her sons and to the other bereaved relatives of the
family the ViaToriaN extend its sincerest condolences.

MRS. JOHN R. DUNN

On December 9, 1920, Mrs. John R. Dunn of Morris, Illinois,
was summoned to her eternal reward. She was the beloved mother
of Vincent and Thomas Dunn of the High School and John and
Arthur Dunn former students. To the family and friends of this
devoted woman we extend our heartfelt sympathies and prayers.

THOMAS PHILLIPS

Too late for publication in the last VIATORIAN came the news of
the death of Mr. Thomas Phillips, father of Brother Leo T. Phillips,
of the college faculty. His death was sudden and unexpected. A
faithful and devout catholic his life exemplified the teachings in his
religion. To Brother Phillips the ViaTtoriaN extends its kmdhest
sympathies and promises of fervent prayers.

MKS. P. K. HANLEY

In the death of Mrs. P. K. Hanley of Kankakee, Illinois, St.
Viator has lost one of her staunchest supporters and benefactors.
Her beneficence toward every project undertaken by St. Viator Col-
lege has won her a place among the benefactors of this institution
who will be perpetually remembered in all the prayers and labors of
the men who are striving to place St. Viator College among the great
institutions of the country. Her generous charity toward every
good work, her saintly patience in almost constant suffering and her
saintly Christain life will stand as a lasting tribute to her memory.
To the bereaved husband and relatives the ViaToriaN wishes to
extend the heartfelt sympathy of faculty and student body.
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VIATORIANA

With fingers weary and worn,
With eyelids strained and worn
A student sits in the choistered halls,
Plying his pen and his ink
Work! Work! Work!
The exams are heavy and stiff
The questions come and the questions go
But he never gets the drift.

Think! Think! Think!
While the time is waning by.
And crib, crib, crib,
It’s his only chance to get by.
It’s h to take an exam
With a thick and wooden dome,
But ’tis not all—here’s the awful slam
When the notes go rolling home.

VIATOR YOUTH AWARDED FOR MILITARY SERVICE!!

News of the prcmotion of Leon Drolet to a captaincy was wel-
comed by the entire student body. The promotion is the reward of
five years of intensive training under different drill masters.

News is current about the College that an Anti-Harﬁburger
Union is to be formed. Might we not suggest a slogan, “We wanna
chew our own.”



136 THE VIATORIAN

They trudged away, while bright and red
Uprose the morning sun.

And Johnny looked at Yutch and said:
“The prefect’s will be done.”

; q ‘ﬂ‘; \\_
AN
A
N\

“I am monarch of all I survey
My right there is none to dispute.”

Pillow—“Webster’s Academic: “Anything to support the head

of one reposing.” However some studes have uses for pillows, other
than those mentioned.
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THE TEACHERS DILEMMA
Oft times when teachers sit correcting papers
A task that holds no joy for them, be sure,
They pause and ponder o’er suspicious capers,
Performed by students bright, but not demure.

Here 1s a sonnet that might be Miltonic

And here a verse that Shakespere’s name has graced,
Then, here’s this theme that surely is Baconic

While from this “comp” Macauley’s not effaced.

What is the Prof to do? It is a problem

To get the credit where the credit goes.

If to the dead he’s true and does not rob them,
The student’s ire disturbs his calm repose.

Macauley, Milton, and you other sages,

If from your graves you counsel and direct,
Be to his mind a guide when pilfered papers
Are given to a teacher to correct.

Needles and pins,
Needles and pins,

I'f Kurzy plays hard
He’s bound to get thin.



138 THE VIATORIAN

Answer to the tenth question in the first exam in biology: “The
three most important forms of Protozaic colonies are: muscles,
fibres and tissues:

FOLLOWERS OF JOHN BURROUGHS!!!!

Red (In 5 and 10, seeing dahlia bulbs on counter) : Wee, lookut
the onions.

Coot (with scorn and air of superiority): Huh! them ain’t
onions, that’s garlic.

Have you any pet peeves? Here are a few which may be classed
as general:

Why do they persist in holding down the entrance of the pew
and make you do an “Eddie Polo” to get in?

Why do the first two corner all the crackers and then pass the
soup around?

Why do they always hit for the third door after 10 P. M and
wake up the whole corridor?
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B. A. RAILTON CO.
Wholesalé Grocers

373-405 W. Erie Street, Chicago, Il

Natural and Sunny Brand Jellies, Preserves and Marmalades
 are manufactured at our own plant. They are made from
choice ripe fruits and cane sugar, scientifically compounded
and form a combination table necessity and delicacy,

nowhere else to be found.

Supplying. Institutions, Sororities, and Fraternities

MORRIS
_ Supee

. [FORRIS & COMPANY.US A

All Meats Used By
St. Viator College

are supplied by

MORRIS & COMPANY

Institutional Department
CHICAGO

Kansas City, E. St. Louis, Oklahoma City, St. Joseph, Omaha

Our Advertisers Can Supply Your Needs
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Phone Central 2287

DANIEL J. SULLIVAN

Sacramental Wines and Olive Oils
Coffee

Prices Quoted on Application

348 River St. CHICAGO

DISTILLED WATER ICE

THE FAMILY ICE

ABSOLUTELY PURE
T

ROOT BEER
NON-INTOXICATING BEVERAGE
F. D. RADEKE CO.

Both Telephones 132 KANKAKEE

One Good Boost Deserves Another
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TRADE AT
Marcotte & Lamberts

GOOD SERVICE HARDWARE
129 E. Court St.

KANKAKEE |

MAKE THE HOME OF THE

American State and
Savings Bank
Your Banking Home

184 Court Street
KANKAKEE, ILL.

CIGARS CANDY

CARDOSI BROS.
KANKAKEE, ILL.

ICE CREAM FRUIT

GELINO BROS.

THE BIG STORE

Cor. Schuyler Avenue and Court
KANKAKEE, ILL.

Standard Hardware Co.
Both Phones 259

Use Our Hardware
It Stands Hard Wear

BLUE AND WHITE ENAMEL
RANGES

Expert Furnace Men

RUDY FURNACES

Groceries

AMEDEE J. LAMARRE
BOURBONNAIS, ILLINOIS

Confectionery

Cigars ' Notions

Always Drink Pasteurized Milk. Our
wagons pass your door every morning
before you have breakfast.

MILK—CREAM
Bulgarious Butter Milk

KANKAKEE

CHAS. WERTZ CO.

LUMBER, CEMENT, BRICK,
LIME, SAND, SEWER PIPE,
HARDWARE, PLASTER,

PURE MILK CO. GLASS, COAL
306 South Schuyler Ave.
Both Telephones 45 Drink Pure Milk BRADLEY
F. E. LEGRIS, Pres. Prescriptions Cigars

T. A. LEGRIS, Cashier

Legris Brothers’
Bank

4% Paid on Time Deposits
159 S. Schuyler KANKAKEE

The Jouberts Drug Shop
In the Cobb Bldg.

Lovell & Covell
CANDIES AND SODA

Be a Supporter of Our Advertisers
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Frank J. Burns Areert P. HAwLEY TroMAS J. SMITH
President Vice-President Secretary

JOHN E. BURNS LUMBER CO.

ALL KINDS OF BUILDERS’
AND
- MANUFACTURERS’

LUMBER

GOOD GRADES—QUICK SHIPMENTS

700 West Chicago Avenue
CHICAGO
Telephone Monroe 211

Phone Phone
Office, Main 337 Home, Main 3073

WILLIAM P. CANNON, M. D.

House Surgeon

St. Viator College
Office Hours:

N ePM Kankakee, Ill.

WE SELL CANDY, CIGARS
Call and See Us
ATHLETIC ASS’N STORE
Gymnasium
St. Viator College

ICE CREAM, ATHLETIC SUPPLIES AND
EVERYTHING

Students: When Buying, Remember Our Aduvertisers
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SMART STYLES IN
MEN’S CLOTHING

AT

VANDERWATER’S

Mrs. D. H. Kamman H. Handorf

D. H. KAMMAN & CO.

Manufacturers of

High Life Ginger Ale and Grape
and all kinds of Soft Drinks

KANKAKEE, ILL.

Independent Telephone 472
We Do Repairing

'F. A. LOTTINVILLE

SHOE DEALER
All New Ideas in Fashionable

Footwear

162 Court St. KANKAKEE

SPEICHER BROS.

JEWELERS
Class Rings and Pins a Specialty
OPTICIANS
127-132 Schuyler Avenue
KANKAKEE

D. M. NORRIS & SON

Dealers in

Stoves, Ranges, Hardware and
Paints—Galvanized and

Tin Work

Telephone Main 30
Corner of Court and Schuyler

GEORGE ARSENEAU
BAKERY

BOURBONNAIS, ILLINOIS
Specialties: Pies and Cakes

LET THEM LOOK YOU UP
AND DOWN

You can stand it—in fact, you can

invite scrutiny when you wear the

clothes that we recommend for you,
Young Men

" J. G. KNECHT CO.

“Kankakee’s Greatest Clothiers”’

Sulphur Steam Baths
For Rheumatism, Lumbago, Nerv-
ousness and Kidney Troubles

BARRETT HOSPITAL
Kankakee, Illinois

Telephone: Bell 237

C. RUHLE

Manufacturer of

Lime, Wholesale and Retail
Cement, Brick, Sewer Pipe,
Sand, Etc.

Office and Warehouse, 503 W. Ave.
KANKAKEE, ILLINOIS

Bell Telephone 407

Einbeck’s Photo  Studio

143 North Schuyler Avenue
KANKAKEE, ILL.

It Is a Matter of Justice and Principle to Support Our Advertisers
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Office

What Is Air?

EFORE 1894 every chemist thought he knew

what air is. ‘A mechanical mixture of moisture,
‘nitrogen and oxygen, with traces of hydrogen
and carbon dioxide,” he would explain. There was so
much oxygen and nitrogen in a given sample that he
simply determined the amount of oxygen present and
assumed the rest to be nitrogen.

One great English chemist, Lord Rayleigh, found
that the nitrogen obtained from the air was never so
pure as that obtained from some compound like am-
monia. What was the “impurity”? In co-operation
with another prominent chemist, Sir William Ramsay,
it was discovered in an entirely new gas—*argon.”’
Later came the discovery of other rare gases in the at-
mosphere. The air we breathe contains about a dozen
gases and gaseous compounds.

This study of the air is an example of research in pure science.
Rayleigh and Ramsay had no practical end in view—merely the
discovery of new facts.

A few years ago the Research Laboratories of the General Elec~
tric Company began to study the destruction of filaments in ex-
hausted lamps in order to ascertain how this happened. It was a
purely scientific undertaking. It was found that the filament
evaporated—boiled away, like so much water.

Pressure will check boiling or evaporation. If the pressure with-
in a boiler is very high, it will take more heat than ordinarily to
boil the water. Would a gas under pressure prevent filaments
from boiling away? If so, what gas? It must be a gas that will
not combine chemically with the filament. The filament would
burnin oxygen; hydrogen would conduct the heat away toorapidly.
Nitrogen is a useful gas in this case. It does form a few com-
pourllds, however. Better still is argon. It forms no compounds
at all.

Thus the modern, efficient, gas-filled lamp appeared, and so
argon, which seemed the most useless gas in the world, found a-
practical application.

Discover new facts, and their practical application will take
care of itself.

And the discovery of new facts is the primary purpose of the
Research Laboratories of the General Electric Company.

Sometimes years must elapse before the practical application
of a discovery becomes apparent, as in the case of argon; some-
times a practical application follows from the mere answering of
a ““theoretical > question, as in the case of a gas-filled lamp. But
no substantial progress can be made unless research is conducted
for the purpose of discovering new facts.

95-378-A
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EDELWEISS
FOOD PRODUCTS

The Accepted Institutional Standard

Established 1883

ORGANIZED WITH THE SPECIFIC
PURPOSE. OF CATERING TO THE:
PARTICULAR REQUIREMENTS OF
HOTELS, RESTAURANTS, CLUBS,
RAILROAD DINING SYSTEMS,
STEAMSHIP LINES, INSTITUTIONS

JOHN SEXTON & COMPANY

Importers —WHOLESALE GROCERS—Manufacturers
CHICAGO

&

One Good Turn Deserves Another—Buy From Our Advertisers
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DON'T FAIL TO CALL AT

D. E. MEYER’S
NEW CLOTHING STORE

172 East Court St.
EVERYTHING MEN WEAR

Special Attention Given to College Students

g
X
/
{/
L ot
S8
—\
H

.
Supreme in tonal
and architectural

beauty

LYON & HEALY, Chicago

JOHN J. DRURY
PLUMBING

Steam and Hot Water Heating, Gas Stoves and Ranges
Coal Ranges, Hard and Soft Coal Heaters
Both Telephones 72 KANKAKEE, ILLINOIS 276 Schuyler Avenue

W. S. QUINBY COFFEE CO.
Importers—Roasters—Jobbers
High Grade Coffees and Teas
BOSTON—CHICAGO

Samples sent free on request—Correspondence respectfully solicited

42 East Kinzie St.,, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

Patronize Our Adwvertisers
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JOSEPH TURK MFG. COMPANY
™, BRADLEY, ILLINOIS

Special
attention to
Furnishing
Institution
BEDS

r \
i iR

Prices and

Makers of Illustrations
Columbia Iron and Brass ¢ % 1?“ -
Bedsteads ¢ ppeason

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

THE FRANKLIN PRESS

COMMERCIAL PRINTING
Second Floor Granger Building, 169 Schuyler Avenue

Telephone 406 KANKAKEE, ILLINOIS

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 catalogue address

SISTER SUPERIOR, Notre Dame Convent
BOURBONNAIS, ILLINOIS

When Buying, Please Mention the “Viatorian”
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AMEDEE T. BETOURNE
Pharmacy

Agent for Eastman Kodaks

Prompt Developing and Printing
119 Court St., Kankakee, Ill.

Buy your cigars direct from
factory

V. McALLISTER
Rantoul, Ill. -

Manufacturer

LAFAYETTE CAFE
Kankakee’s

Most Popular Restaurant

213 S. Schuyler Ave.

Compliments of
Hawk-Eye Compound Co.

Boiler Compounds

Blue Island, Ill.

Compliments

BARON’S
Confectionery Store .

135 S. Schuyler Ave., Kankakee

THE WINNER

Correct Apparel for Men

Plant-Kerger-Dandurand

The House of Kuppenheimer Clothes

L. & R. Sporting
Goods Co.

Peoria, Illinois

Groceries Meats

ED. J. GRENIER

Bourbonnais, Ill.

Poultry Eggs

REMINGTON CAFE

McBROOM BROS.

First Class Restaurant and

Cafe
Kankakee, Ill.

Interior Trim and Cabinet Work
Plate and Window Glass
Mirrors

Paulissen Mfg. Co.

463-499 S. Washington Ave.
KANKAKEE, ILL.

Our Advertisers Will Extend You Ewery Courtesy
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AUTOMOBILE
G. A. FORTIN bistriBUTER
151 E. Station Street
Buick

Federal International Motor Trucks

Wallis—America’s Foremost Tractor

EAT JOHNSON’S CHOCOLATES

F. O. SAVOIE COMPANY
KANKAKEE

Founded 1855

WILL & BAUMER CANDLE CO., Inc.

The Pioneer Church Candle Manufacturers of America
. Syracuse, N. Y.
Makers of the Highest Grades
Church Candles of All Kinds
Branch: 212 W. Madison Street, Chicago, Illinois

B. L. FITZGERALD

Insurance, LLoans and Bonds
19 City National Bank Building
Telephone 159

MAJESTIC—THE CLEAN, CLINKERLESS COAL

MINED AND SOLD BY

CRERAR CLINCH & CO.

THE ROOKERY, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
THE BEST IS THE CHEAPEST

Our Adwvertisers Are Reliable
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D. J. OLOUGHLIN, M. D.
Practice Limited to
EYE, EAR, NOSE AND THROAT
Bell Telephone 253 7 ‘:
Granger LeBeuf Bldg. KANKAKEE, ILLINOIS |

Compliments of

LUNA THEATRE
KANKAKEE, ILL.

Printers of the “Viatoriam”

{ THE FRED J. RINGLEY CO.

Manufacturing Printers

621-631 PLYMOUTH COURT
CHICAGO

MORGAN AND BOTHFUHR

Funeral Directors

168 S. Schuyler Ave.
Kankakee, Ill.

Phone 433 Private Ambulance

FOUNTAIN PENS

We have a very large stock of Fountain Penss. You are sure to find here -
exactly the point that best suits your hand. Come in and choose the pen you
can do your best work with.

$2.00 to $12.00

Also a complete line of Ever-sharp and Fyne-point Pencils.

$1.00 to $5.00

V O L K M A N N ’ S {%‘geg‘.}r SCT:::t %‘::::etrists |

Our Advertisers Are Houses of Quality
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Henry Reuter & Sons
Roofing & Sheet Metal

Contractors

159 S. West Ave. Bell Tel. 196

KANKAKEE, ILLINOIS

Narcissee L. Marcotte

BARBER

BOURBONNAIS, ILLINOIS

Special Attention Given to
College Students

EDWIN PRATT SONS

Manufacturers of everything in
Wire and Iron Work, Fire Es-
capes, Wire and Iron Fences,

. Store Fronts, Stair Railings, Steel
Stairways, Vent Guards, Struc-
tural Steel Work.

KANKAKEE

Erzinger’s
Pure Food Stores
226-232 Court St‘

KANKAKEE, ILL.

KANKAKEE BOOK &
VARIETY STORE

Ralph C. Lancaster, Prop.

116 Court St., Kankakee, Ill.

Oakland Sensible Six Bell Tel. 363

Oldsmobile and Fordson Tractors

BROUILLETTE & ULLOM

Automobile Repairing & Supplies

General Overhauling on All Makes
of Cars

BOURBONNAIS, ILLINOIS

YOURS FOR SUCCESS
JAMES McGARRAGHY

CLASS 1919

Compliments

An Alumnus

Serve Those Who Serve Us
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KEEPING PACE WITH THE GROWTH
OF THE COMMUNITY

IN FACILITIES the First Trust and Savings Bank of
Kankakee has kept abreast of the requirements of
business and industry.

This bank is equipped to render every banking

\
service.

“FIRST”
TRUST & SAVINGS BANK
OF KANKAKEE

LEN SMALL, President

HENRY BECKMAN, Chairman C. R. MILLER, Vice-Pres.
Board of Directors and Cashier

ATTENTION OLD STUDENTS

You may have a subscription to the
“Viatorian,  also a bound volume of
this year’s ““Viatorian” for $3.50.

Send in your order now.

&
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This space reserved for names of
Alumni who desire to contribute to

our work in getting out the ‘‘Viatorian”

THE STAFF.
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