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THE GOLDEN JUBILEE
CENTENNIAL DAY
TuespAy, JuNE ELEVEN

Fifty years in the work of Catholic education! Fifty years in
the service of God! What glorious golden light such service sheds
upon the individual or institution. This year it was St. Viator’s
happiness to commemorate a half century of noble work in Illinois.
A most elaborate celebration had been planned, but war and its
accompanying unsettled conditions are forces that change nations
over night, and it would be wholly unexpected if Viator’s Jubilee
festivities were not affected. Even in such adverse circumstances,
however, the occasion was one that will long live in the memory of
her children and friends.

At the opening program, Tuesday, June 11th, the old campus was
alive with Viator men. Priest, monsignor and b1shop and representa-
tive from every walk of secular lite, even the sailor and soldier whose
uniforms told the story of Viator’s tribute to the nation’s cause—all

~came to sing the praises of their Alma Mater; some whose work in

distant parts of the land had kept them from their college home for
the past quarter of a century, some whom Fortune had given the
opportunity to frequent the old school to watch with loving eyes
each rapid stride she made towards the front rank of educational
institutions. The spirit of loyalty, love and devotion, the true spirit
of Viator, manifested itself more strikingly than ever as Alumni,
young and old, flocked to halls and campus, each nook and corner of
which held cherished memories of days that fade into the past.
Upon such a gathering of jubilant hearts nature herself could not
but smile with sympathetic grace.

At eight o’clock, Tuesday evening, the orchestra leader on the
veranda of Marsile Hall raised his baton. A second later the
Jubilee exercises had begun. After the address of welcome, Thomas
E. Shea, president of the class of 1918, presented to Father O’Mahoney
the memorial of the class, a beautifully illumined Celtic cross erected
on Marsile Alumni Hall. In presenting the cross, Mr. Shea said:

“There are times and occasions when the emotions of man will
not speak themselves in halting words, when they must be expressed
in some more forcible manner. Rev. Father, when we, the class of '18,
realize what this college has done for us in giving us a Catholic
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education and instilling into us that same glorious spirit that animates
her, the feeling of gratitude we experience must find expression in
something other than speech. With this end in view, as but a sign
of our love and gratitude we bequeath to our college home this Celtic
cross. It can never adequately tell what feelings prompted us to
make the bequest; it can never tell the bequest we ought to make;
it can never tell the bequest we will make. We beg you to receive
it only as a token of the love it can never measure. May this sacred
emblem make known to the world outside the cause for which St.
Viator exists, the glory of God alone. May its form, the cross of
Calvary, s1gn1fy the noble sacrifice you men are making by dedicating
your lives in poverty to enrich the Catholic youth of America. May
its golden light ever shed lustre on the glory of the men you have
taught and onyou who have made them real men of whom the world
may be proud.”

~ Father O’Mahoney in a brief address accepted the class memorial
and expressed his heartfelt appreciation for the appropriate gift.
Then followed the regular class exercises during which in history,
will and prophecy debts long overdue are paid in full. After the
investiture of the Junior Class, John J. Madden presented to Father
O’Mahoney the memorial of the High School class and the Illinois
State Centennial Flag. Mr. Madden said:

“Upon this, the eve of our departure from St. Viator College,
the graduating class of the high school department wishes to bequeath -
to its Alma Mater a slight token of gratitude. Unfortunate circum-
stances have rendered it impossible to have our memorial for this
occasion. But, however, within two weeks a drinking fountain will
be erected on the campus to the memory of our class.

“The High School graduating class of 1917 have established the
precedent of giving to St. Viator’s the flag of our country. In order
that we may confirm this precedent so excellently begun by them
and in order that by our example the classes that follow us may per-
petuate the custom, we wish to present to the college this flag.
Furthermore, in view of the fact that tonight we celebrate the centen-
nial of our native state we give to our Alma Mater the centennial flag
of Illinois. May these two emblems—the one symbolic of the
greatest nation of the world and the other second: only to the first—
may these ever gloriously float over the halls and campus of Viator
to make known to the world the love and devotion she pledges to
both.” Father O’Mahoney after accepting the memorial introduced
the speaker of the evening, Honorable James G. Condon, '93, who
delivered the Centennial Address.
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ADDRESS OF HON. JAMES G. CONDON, '93.

VERY REVEREND FATHERS, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN :

I am indeed somewhat impressed by your vast expectation as
expressed in the introduction given me by my distinguished friend,
Father O’Mahoney. His enthusiasm is reflected in the Class of 1918
whose members have delighted us with their class-day efforts. They
seem to know more than college men did a quarter of a century ago.
The class historian is really a philosophical fellow. He probably feels
that he has written a permanent record of real facts. So did our
class historian about twenty-five years ago, but we have since found
that he wrote fables, and perhaps the historian of this class will enjoy
the thought a generation hence, as we do now, that there is more
pleasure in campus fables than there is in serious facts.

The class prophet saw visions of great days 1o come. Should
he become a famous detective and distinguish himself along that line
the chances are that twenty-five years from now hardly a single clew
to any of his prophecies will remain to locate the fugitive. However,
he will not be disappointed because he has been modest in his proph-
esies and seems free from the conceit that disappoints and destroys.
The genius and safety-first member of this class is the man who wrote
the will. The interesting feature about the will made by the 1918
class is the fact that there has been no provision made for the pay-
ment of their just debts. That reminds me of the story of the darky
boy I had caddying for me at Excelsior Springs a couple of years ago.
One day I said to him, “What is your name?” He said, ‘Jim.”
“Well,” I said, “that is my name, too.”” He said, “That sure is a
good sign. We ought to get along together.” After a while I said,
“Jim, where did you come from?” He answered, ‘ Topeka, Kan-
sas.” I asked him how he happened to get to Excelsior Springs from .
Topeka, Kansas. “Well, Mr. Jim,” he said, “You know Kansas
1s a Prohibition State and they have bootleggers down there. When
you sell liquor on the sly and they catch you, you have to go before
the judge. Well, I was hauled up before the judge one day and he
said, ‘ Jim, you are a bootlegger ain’t you?’ I said, ‘I don’t know.’
‘Well,” he said, ‘you are, and I will give you just twenty-four hours
to get out of Kansas!” Jim looked up at me and said, ‘‘Say, Mr.
Jim, do you know Kansas owes me just twenty-three hours and fifty-
five minutes.”

Father O’Mahoney’s introduction recalls to my mind the story I
read the other night and an interesting feature about the reading
was that when I took the book from the library shelf it was entitled
“Irish Wit and Humor.” All of the binding was broken. It must
have been many years since I had occasion to look at it, and to my
amusement I found that upon every fifth page was stamped “‘St.
Viator’s Library.” I did not bring back the book and I am not going
to. It brings to me a memory ot old St. Viator’s library that I do
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not want to efface even at the expense of acknowledging a little
unconscious pilfering. In that book I read the story that I want to
tell you because it seems applicable. Father O’Mahoney has remain-
ed a true student, a true disciple and a loyal cleric of the church. I
have gone into the law and can see the advantages in associating with
men hke those around here tonight. According to the story, Father
O’Leary, the most distinguished priest of Dublin in his day, was at
a dinner given by a notable person living in Dublin. Among those
present was John Philpot Curran. During the course of the dinner
Curran said to Father O'Leary, ‘ Father, I wish you were St. Peter.”
Father O’Leary replied, “Why, Curran, what makes you say you
would like to have me be St. Peter?”” Curran answered, “ Well if you
were St. Peter and had the keys of Heaven, you could let me in.”
Father O'Leary said, ‘“Well, it would be better for you if I had the
keys.to the other place, and then I would be able to let you out.”
I have much to expect from Father O’Mahoney’s friendship.

During the last few days at odd times I have indulged in some
recollection and much reflection. When your beloved President
mvited me to be here tonight, I accepted the invitation with a great
deal of pleasure, but like many busy men, have not given the matter
the concentrated thought the occasion deserves and I feel ill prepared
in this distinguished company. But in these days thoughts multiply
very rapidly in every mind so that out of the complexity it is possible
to say something. I will not speak long. At the present time long
speeches are unpopular and justly so. What people desire from a
speaker 1s the expression of some thought upon which the people
themselves may build a structure worthy of their genius and effort.
The detail of the plan is insignificant. A very desirable consumma-
tion may lose its advocates by the author seeking to lay open a blue
print. The impracticability of the plan may disgust your listener.
Let us devote our time to announcing and promulgating some essen-
tial principle or line of conduct. Let us develop a unified spirit in
favor of building a pathway of justice and right along which all men
can march with heads erect and with a firm step. We must avoid a
confusion of intersections leading to indefinite p'aces. In these
days, conditions change so rapidly that what is practical today may
seem ridiculous tomorrow. The fundamental tiuths and facts do
not change and if we can establish an adherence to these essentials,
America and mankind will reap their reward.

Tonight T would point out to you the difference between today
and twenty-five or thirty years ago. Many who are here tonight
were students in this college at that time. This is a time for counsel.
I wish to call your attention to the difference in opportunity that the
young men have who are leaving here today and the opportunities
that we had. While we were prepared for the battle of life by earnest
men filled with noble ambition and zeal, and to know them was to
love and admire them, still when we went out into the world as all
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other young men did, we entered a sphere where we became the
slaves of custom. Instead of the highway inviting efforts of initia-
tion and originality, we had before us a troubled path displaying the
maxims and the listless thoughts that had engaged men for a genera-
tion before our time and have continued until recently during the
past twenty-five years. It is the difference between the thought and
ambition for material success with the narrow vision that accompan-
ies it, and going into a theater of action where men are to be measured
by the service they render to civilization and the willing sacrifices they
endure in behalf of an ideal that has no motive of self-interest except
as it may be made subservient to the supreme thought of this day
which calls for the exercise of brain and body in behalf of our fellow
man. Such is the spirit of St. Viator which gives us the inspiration
to do things worth while. Its expression is not found alone on the
battlefield but may be impressed into every activity in life where the
mind and body play a part. The mere onlooker of today will not
be in the cast. Every character in the great drama is one of action,
even those who do not have a speaking part. The Great Author has
not provided a place for the coward or the hypocrite. Only the fear-
less and the true can be seen. All others have been eliminated. By
some strong but definite line of action, we of this land, however
removed from the pit of turmoil and thunder are to be the determin-
ing factors in preserving for future generations that which is worth
keeping, and in the same operation destroying for all time that which
never should have been. We are in the undertaking where the oppor-
tunity is given us to meet with the tyranny which all the world now
recognizes as a menacing evil. This broad, robust, square-jawed
demon has strutted up and down before our eyes and yet we failed to
tag it. We were thinking of our individual selves. Our kind of
culture was seeded in a small urn. The roots did not take any fresh
energy. The flower was withering very quickly. Then we recalled
that Bismarck many years ago said the battle for the supremacy for
world power would have to be fought out with the United States of
America. While we were absorbed in figures and in peace construc-
tion he and his fellows were studying the language of power expressed
in their Kultur by the term force or might. This coterie inculcated
into the hearts of their people an ambition to expand'and annex
without regard to law or conscience. They talked the principles of
Paganism and we neglected to teach and make plain its dangers.
We became so thoughtless that we looked with admiring eyes on feats
and figures which we now readily recognize in}their naked iniquity.
They were symbols of destruction and demolition and yet we did not
heed the consequences. Now, thank God, we are awake and doing.

In the accomplishment of our destiny, let us not be diverted and
separated by any germ which will bring division and decay. We must
pledge our lives and sacred honor to the fulfillment of our duty. To
do otherwise is to fail.
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While I do not want to inculcate into the hearts of these young
men a spirit of vindictiveness or blemish them with a desire to do that
which is uncivilized, I still hope that they will realize quite clearly
that this is not child's play for them, but that they must take an
active part in the world’s great struggle in order that the world may
enjoy the great benefits of democracy which Father O’Mahoney said
was so well exemplified on the cross centuries ago. As I look at
that cross placed by this class tonight on the roof of Marsile Hall,
studded with electric lights that may be seen from afar, I am reminded
of the vision of Constantine, who centuries ago saw in the sky a
flaming cross. Its spirit penetrated his soul and with the vigor of
righteousness that he gathered from its lesson, he went broadcast
over the Roman world at that time and made Christianity the religion
of the Roman Empire. Such was the victory accomplished by his
sterling qualities, his lofty ideals and his spirit of sacrifice.

The young men of today who go forth to save for mankind the
essence and benefits of a true and permanent liberty must go with the
inspiration of martyrs to an ideal begotten in the Christian heart
without which there is no such thing as Democracy. Of course I do
not mean that all men and women must pray at the same altar. I
mean that the great underlying thought of righteousness and other
ideals that go hand in hand with a Christian viewpoint are essential
to a permanent Democracy. Do not misunderstand me. Do not
think that I am trying to take you into the clouds. Such is not
- the fact. Every word I have uttered has a practical application.
That which is of the essence of a thing must have its value. If the
protection of property, a just regard for labor, the development of
trade and commerce, a broader vision of the world’s activity, the
development of the arts and sciences and improved citizenship and
higher education are to be made real with a people who govern
themselves, then it is certain that the thing without which that
people will fail in its mission must be protected and preserved in all
of its simple beauty and power. There can be neither permanent
material success nor virtue in Paganism and its fruits, and therefore
the Christian spirit must control your lives and energies if you hope
to accomplish anything posterity will remember.

Boys, think it over. Great minds long since gone have spoken
these truths. The next few years are very important years. While
it is not my thought to be disloyal, still I am conscious of the fact
that probably this war may accomplish some good. I fear a great
many of us have been moving in a narrow sphere. We have failed
to realize the great mission in life. One of the important features
of the college boy’s life in the past during the vacation period was
to walk down the boulevard with a stooped-over shamble or to drive
an auto at high speed with his muffler open that he might thereby
distinguish himself from the rest of mankind, and were it not for the
war or some powerful influence which would release him from a
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negative life he might go along in the world and accomplish very
little. I do not speak doubtfully of the soldier boy on the other side.
His vision is secure. At this time not to realize the importance of
great ideals means a failure in life. 1t is the putting off until the
time is past the opportunity to do something of consequence for
principle. Nothing that I say must in any way weaken your activi-
ties in war work. Those of you who are qualified should jump into
the uniform and take up the task of the soldier without hesitation.
Those who cannot, have a great duty at home. This duty goes to
the boy on the other side. We must maintain here that for which
he is fighting over there.

I would leave you another thought. -While we are thinking .of
the war and devoting our efforts to its winning, we must also keep
in mind that there is before us a period of reconstruction. Dickens
expressed our situation most truly in his “Tale of Two Cities,” and
if he were to write of today he would probably use the same words.
You will recall that in speaking of that period of 1775 he said, “It is
the best of times and it is the worst of times; it is the season of light
and it is the season of darkness; it is the age of reason and the age of
thoughtlessness; it is the spring of hope and the winter of despair,”
and so on. Out of that picture every young man and every old man,
every young woman, because there are no old women, every man,
woman and child can see a lesson from which they can gather suffi-
cient material to take an active and important part in any field that
they enter during the period of reconstruction that is confronting
America and other countries.

In order to do well what is to be done, we will have to do more
than learn from history. History gives no precedent to guide us.
The wars of history record the ambitions of monarchs who sought to
gain territory and domain. They tell the story of peoples whose
scope of vision changed but little, if at all. Defeat or victory might
mean a different sovereign but not a different people. There was
no great principle involved and the people took no other part in the
conduct of affairs after the war than had been their custom.

The present war was conceived in the same ambition by the
Prussianism that planned it. But it remained for America to apply
to this war on behalf of those who were forced into it a nobility of
purpose, to make it a foundation for new hopes, to give the whole
world the inspiration that ours is a land of deeds and that we exem-
plify a real and not a hypothetical Democracy. We must prove our
case. Thisis the first time in the history of the world that Democra-
cy is to bring about a world-wide reconstruction. We have before
us the spectacle of peoples of different soils, different climates,
different foods and as Buckle says of different aspects of nature
directed towards a newideal. And out of that complexity it becomes
the purpose of young America to set before the world the pure light of
Democracy. We entered this war with a clear and definite declaia-
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tion that our part was not for aggrandizement or domain, but rather
that we telt it a duty to inculcate into the heart of humanity the
world over the desire for great opportunities, great lessons and the
great ideals accompanying real liberty. Ours is not an easy task.
It calls for the display of genius, of intelligence, of fair play and ot
- industry. A declaration of good intentions will not satisfy. The de-
mands of today tequire the enlistment of all of us. Americais on trial,
and if we fail at home what sincerity of purpase can we claim for our-
selves from mankind. Are we a nation of people who only talk about
the rights of liberty and the pursuit of happiness and then stealthily
and without qualm of conscience abstract from life its values for our
individual selves, or do we live up to the principles of the fathers of
our liberty, and are we willing to have permanently engraved upon
the ho:izon of all future ages those everlasting truths for our guidance
and the direction of mankind? We shall be judged by our example.
If we fail to measuie up to our ideals, this war, no mattet what may
be our victories on the battlefield, will have been won without any
permanent glory or advantage. If out of the chaos we fail to recon-
struct along the lines of the spitit ot law and order and a just con-
sideration of the rights of all, we have only proven the case ot those
who contend that the people cannot be tiusted with their own des-
tinies. If we pe'mit the spirit of anarchy o~ of selfishness to marshall
the qualities and quantities that make our country great, and out of
that ccmes discrder on the one hand or an autocracy of wealth on
the other which will fail to recognize the plain and manifest rights of
all persons, we will take the desire for a democratic form of ¢overn-
ment out of the hearts of other peoples and bid them cry out, “ Away
with your boasts and their empty victories.”

To accomplish our destiny we must proceed with wisdom and
moderation and with a firmness of purpose that will give hope and
heart to all mankind and at the same time preserve for ourselves
the heritage given us. At all events, we must proceed according to
the law ot the land. When the fathers of our country conceived the
true meaning of liberty, as we enjoy it, they must have been endowed
by an All-Wise Providence because at the same time they gave us a
medium and agency by which that liberty could be maintained.
They declared that without law there could be no permanent liberty.
They gave us the Constitution of the United States. They gave us
the implements with which to preserve the fruits of their inspiratior.
While we are battling in other lands for an international rule of law
for all civilized nations, we must not forget that law should remain
supreme and exalted at home.

The great Constitution of the United States is ample in all of
1ts phases to bring into existence the realities for which we are
fighting and which the present and coming generations will bring
into being. It has been sufficient in time of peace and is adequate
in time of war. It is clear that if our people fail to get liberty and
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justice, that failure is not due to a deficiency in the fundamental law
of the land, but rather due to a failure on the part of the men who
are selected to properly represent the people. A failure on their part
is not evidence of the inadequacy of law, but 1s due to the default of
the voters in making proper selections of men who aie authorized to
enact legislation. The Constitution is sufficiently broad to enable
all necessary reforms to be brought about according to the rule of
reason and the rule of law. I mention that at this time in order that
these young men and all of us may fully realize that in this period
of recomstruction which 1s facing us that we are confronted with a
duty not so much to make new opportunities but rather to gather in
the realities in life which are plain and distinct before us. There 1s no
conception in the mind of the most agile that cannot be met by the
fundamental law and any effort or any attempt which has for its
purpose or its effect the setting up by anarchy that which can be done
by law will destroy the benefits that this wai must bring to us and to
future generations. It is in the home of the rich and humble where
selfishness and Socialism in their worst sense do not abide that we
must place our hope, and with the Christian education that is gather-
ed here and in many other great colleges, the young men of today
must realize that every good that can be accomplished for this and
coming generations must be secured in the spirit of reason rather than
in the spirit of wrath. When you hear men scoffing at the integrity
of the courts, tell them they do not understand. Tell them that law
and order are essential to a democratic form of government and that
the courts are the vital and impor ant instruments by which law is
made effective. The courts have been and are still the protecting
arm for rich and poor, citizen and soldier, employer and employee.
When leaders of thought seek to destroy the efficacy of courts they
make an attempt to do away with the tribunals which apply the
principles {or which we live and are willing to die. Our fundamental
law is capable of taking care of the conditions of employment and
our courts have declared that all matters touched with a public
interest and affecting the questions of health, safety, comfort and
wages may be treated by Congress and the Legislatures of the differ-
ent States in a reasonable way for the benefit of those who live within
our jurisdiction. There are many instances on the books corrobor-
ating this statement. The Workmen’s Compensation Act, the
Adamson Law, Employers’ Liability Act and others are all recect
examples. In a clear way our courts have held that under the
Constitution the States may protect themselves from immoral con-
tamination from without. If business needs regulation, the Consti-
tution is brcad enough to authorize a just consideration of it by
Congiess and our hearts have justified the legislation.

I must stop, have already gone beyond my limit. Every honor
is open to you. If you desire to become soldiers, to join the great
army across the seas, that privilege is given to you, and it is not
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because I am denied that privilege that I am courageous. I know
that no accomplishment in life will give to the men of the fut re as
much satisfaction as the realization that they have taken a part in
the great struggle now going on. When you think of the soldier boy
going over there, how your heart fills with enthusiasm, how every
emotion wells up, how we can grasp his hand and slap his back
because we know that he is carrying aloft the banner of freedom;
that he is taking into a bankrupt world the wealth of a Democracy
and not impoverishing his own land. With him he carries the flag
which heretofore has been the subject of inspiration in song and poe-
try. Now it is the very essence of his life, of your life and of mine.
When your service flag was unfurled this evening it called to our
minds the heroic devotion, the duty and the willing sacrifice of
many protessors and boys. They will not be iorgotten. The
chairs they have left are vacant, but they occupy a bigger place in
our hearts and are always with us. They have made the sacrifice
for God and country in behalf of Christianity and a world-wide
freedom.

In conclusion, my friends, I want to express my gratitude for
having had this opportunity of addressing you. It is from institu-
tions such as this that the world can hope for its ideals. Out of
these walls comes the thought that men and women have a right and
an inalienable right to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness, and
I am quite sure that the young men who leave here have gained
much from Father Maguire, even though it may be true that he has
no money in his pocket as was said of him, but that he is rich in ideas.
There is no heritage that you can leave any greater than a wealth of
ideas. There is no will dealing with money only that which will have
as much opportunity in it for posterity. He and Father Bergin and
Father O’Mahoney and all of the other men who are devoting their
lives to this worthy cause exemplify in their beings the great thought
that no young man and no generation has the right to barter away
human freedom either for himself or for posterity. It is out ot their
lives that we get the inspiraticn that property has rights and labor
- has rights and that property has its obligation and labor has its
obligations, and when we all realize that and realize to the fullest
extent the supreme thought that unless as a people we come to a com-
plete and full realization of the big thought that property and labor
must go hand in hand with Christianity and with Democracy, we
will not make progress in civilization. The failure to realize these
great ideals has brought about whatever void now exists between
these two agencies. I say to all of you and to the boys of this class
in particular that a great life is before you. Face it with a clean
vision, an honest heart and the courage of great big fellows. Rise
to the unusual and live in a sphere where petty things and small-
minded men have no abiding place.”
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JUBILEE DAY
WEDNESDAY, JUNE TWELVE

At an early hour Wednesday large crowds of visitors arrived to
swell the already vast concourse assembled to assist at the Pontifical
Mass of Jubilee. At ten thirty o’clock the long procession of clerical
dignitaries and gowned graduates followed by Right Reverend
Alexander J. McGavick, D. D., '85, Right Reverend Edmund M.
Dunne, D. D. and Most Reverend George W. Mundelein, D. D.,
each with their respective chaplains began its course from Marsile
Alumni Hall to Maternity Church. Rt. Reverend Edmund M.
Dunne, D. D. celebrated Pontifical Mass, assisted by Very Rev.
James J. Shannon, Vicar General ¢f the Diocese of Peoria as Arch
priest; Rev. John B. Suprenant of Saginaw, Mich., as deacon; Rev.
E. P. Burke, C. S. C., of Notre Dame University, as subdeacon Rev.
F.E. Munsch 5. V as Master of ceremonies; Rev. J. A. Rebedeau
of Chicago and Rev. F. F. Connor of Rockford, as assistant masters
of ceremonies, and Rev. F. Walsh of Camp Grove, Ill., as cross
bearer. Among those present in the sanctuary were: The Most
Reverend George W. Mundelein, D. D., Archbishop of Chicago;
Chaplains to the Archbishop—Rev. Robert Pratt, Kokomo, Ind. and
Rev. Michael Dermody, Aberdeen, S. Dak.; Rt. Rev. Alexander J.
McGavick, D. D., ’85; Chaplains to the Bishop—Rev. John P.
Parker, Dwight, I1l. and Rev. Daniel Sullivan, Pekin, Ill.; Rt. Rev.
Abbot Vincent, O. S. B., Peru, Ill.; Chaplains to the Abbot—Rev.
P. E. Hand, Lostant, Ill. and Rev. F. B. Dickman, Rutland, Il
Rt. Rev. Monsignor Hoban, Chicago, I1l.; Very Rev. E. L. Rivard,
C. S. V., D. D., Provincial of Viatorians in the United States, and
Very Rev. O. ]oly, C. S. V., Provincial of Viatorians in Canada.

Rt. Rev. Alexander J. McGav1ck D. D., ’85, preached the Jubilee
sermon. The Bishop waxed eloquent in the praise of the indomitable
spirit which has ever animated the men at St. Viator, a spirit which
has enabled them in spite of grave difficulties to establish an institu-
tion which has rendered such splendid service to humanity.

BISHOP McGAVICK’S SERMON.

B ‘We have reached today a point in the history of the institution
which might be called the end of the first chapter—the Golden Jubilee
of its foundation. It is a time of jubilee indeed, a time of rejoicing.’
The very buildings which stand grouped around like silent spectators,

the campus which we consecrated with play, the fields where we
wandered, the woods which heard our shouts, seem to shine today with
a new llght The eye wanders over them almost with reverence.

Old students have come from afar, from the busy walks of life, from
the shop and the office and the farm and the weary rounds of pastoral
care. They come with the effects of their labors and of the passing
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years showing on them, with the scars of the conflict on them, tokens
of service rendered. Not all are here. In thé heat and toil of the
day many have fallen. They are not forgotten. Their memories
live. But for all that, those who are gathered here this morning are
most happy. Joy is in every heart and beams in every face. Itisa
day of jubilee and the jubilee is a golden one. It is not simply an
occasion which marks the lapse of fifty years, but one which marks
the acconplishment of a great work. The years are not empty but
filled to overflowing with achievement. They are not barren, but
fruitful years The harvest thereof is piled high, not alone in these
stately buildings, but in the lives of the multitude of young men who
have sought knowledge and inspiration here

The work which has been carried on in these sacred precimcts
during the past fifty yvears is God’s work. God has blessed it from
the beginnin». His strength has supported it and His wisdom has
directed it. We see this in the very circumstances of its origin and
development.

It began humbly. This seems frequently to be a mark of God’s
inspiration and guidance. Christ began His career humbly. He
began it as an infant, born in obscurity, born in a stable and laid in a
manger. In what humbler surroundings could the Son of God place
himself? And He was humble in His life as well as in His birth and
humblest on the Cross. The Church, too, began humbly. The
Apostles were poor men, taken from the simplest walks of life. They
were fortified neither by learning, influence nor power, yet they were
commanded to conquer the world and win it to Christ. What a
lowly origin for the great Church which was to fill not alone the
world but Heaven also.

So it was with this institution. As its patron and protector there
was chosen a humble saint whose life was buried in a remote past.
St. Viator, we are informed, lived in the tourth century. He was a
lector in the Church of Lyons. His duty was to instruct the faithful
in the catechism. We can easily imagine the youthful saint pursuing
his labor as teacher in these far off days, in the small hamlet of Lyons
within sight of the blue waters of the Mediterranean and near the old
Roman road that led to Gaul and Britain, where the conquering
legions passed. We can easily imagine him gathering his little flock
about him, instructing them in the catechism, stimulating them to
virtuous habits and edifying them by his saintly life. Probably he
taught them more by his example than he did by his precepts. That
is the way with all great teachers—consciously or unconsciously. He
did not aspire to the priesthood. He was satisfied to teach the
catechism. Thus he went on, performing his simple duties, until
God called him to enter the religious life in an Egyptian monastery,
there to end his days in prayer and penance.

What could be humbler than the simple circumstances cf this
beautiful life? Yet, fifteen centuries later, away here in the heart
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of the new world so distant in time and place, he is chosen as the
patron and protector of this College. That is not the way of man,
but it is the way of God. God uses the weak things of this world to
confound the strong. He exalts the humble.

When the Clerics of St. Viator came to Bourbonnais, they had no
thought of establishing a college. They came to teach the district
school tor boys, the girls being already provided by the Sisters in the
neighboring convent. A priest and two brothers came—the priest
to be pastor of the parish and the brothers to teach in the school.
That was a worthy purpcse, but it was the only purpose then in view.
Plainly it was a humble purpose. That was in 1865. The war was
just over and the soldiers were returning to their homes. The coun-
try, no doubt, was in a disturbed and unsettled condition, but the
work which the brothers came to do was courageously taken up and
carried forward. As time advanced, the prospects widened, oppor-
tunity developed, hope brightened, courage grew, and marvelous as
it appears, at the end of three years the foundation of this College was
laid. Help was summoned from Canada, a faculty was organized,
students assembled and the College was an accomplished fact.

We see God’s work in this. It reminds us of seed time and har-
vest. The seed is put into the earth and it seems to decay and perish
there, seems lost and forgotten; but very soon the blade springs up
and is nursed by rain and dew and sunlight, and before the summer
1s passed the reapers are gathering the harvest. That is what Gced
does with the small seed that is cast into the earth, and that is what
He did too with the humble purpose which the good priest and the
two brothers had in their minds when they first arrived in the peaceful
village of Bourbonnais, more than fifty years ago.

But God’s works seldom progress without privation and suffering.
Their pathways are seldom smooth. Rarely 15 the day fair tc the
end. Our Lord did not walk in the sunshine. He trod the winepress
of sorrow. He felt the stings and arrows, not alone of evil fortune
but of human malice. Think of the persecutions of the Church!
They have followed her as her shadow. But that is to be expected,
since her life is the life of her divine Master, projected into all time
and throughout the world. It was the same with the College. She
struggled slowly forward with great labor and amid many disappoint-
ments. Hope shone brightly at times only to be quickly obscured.
Means were not always at hand. She had no wealthy benefactors.
Her support came from humble sources.  Finally occurred the dread-
ful tragedy of the fire. That was twelve years ago. Every building
on the grounds with one exception was destroyed. The fire started
in the early evening and burned through the night and it was a cold
winter night. We can easily see in imagination the red flames mount-
ing high in the darkness and throwing a lurid glare over the housetops
of the village and far out over the surrounding country. The wind
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sweeps them from building to building, and as the night wears on, all
save one are enveloped in the seething furnace.

The little community, under their devoted and Wa.rmhea,rted '
leader, Father Marsile, wept and prayed, or wandered apart dazed,
helpless and hopeless. They rescued whatever of value they could.
They fought the flames, but with little result. As the walls fell one
after another and the roofs crashed, they felt they heard the death
knell of all their hopes. When morning came there was nothing
left but a great pile of ashes and charred timbers. One might think
of it as a new grave, with the fresh clay heaped up and some fair
young promising form sleeping below never to rise, and loved ones
weeping.

It looked like a new grave indeed, but it wasn’t a grave. It was
not the grave of the college. God willed otherwise. A greater
college rose out of that pile of ashes. Courage mounted with occas-
ion. Sympathy poured in—practical sympathy. Help came from
many quarters and from some unexpected ones. The fcundations
of the new and better buildings were laid, the walls leaped upwaid,
the scattered students were gathered together and the work of God
was again moving forward under conditions vastly more promising
and encouraging. An entire new callege, more spacious and impos-
ing, was built on the ruins of the old. In the midst cf desolation and
death, life bloomed anew. A Te Deum might have been sung. The -
hand of God was there. There can be no doubt of it. It is His way.
He snatches victory from defeat. He turns therns into roses and
tears into jewels. He makes wounds shine like stars.

. When God desires a great work dene He chooses suitable instru-
ments therefor. He does not choose worldly men for it, nor selfish
men, nor those who love comfort and luxury and home and ease. No,
He chooses spiritual, self-sacrificing men, who will put themselves
wholly in His hands, who will kneel at His feet and say, ‘“‘Lord, do
with me as Thou wilt.” 'That was the character of those who founded
this institution. Father Boudoin and Brother Berna:rd and Brother
Martel were the first of the community to arrive and undertake the
work. They were the pioneers. They laid the foundation. They
were pious, devoted, saintly men. Poor in material means, they were
rich in faith, in courage and in the confidence that they were instiu-
ments in God’s hands, and that success must come to them if they be
willing and faithful instruments. Such, indeed, they tried to be and
truly wete. They rejoiced to spend themselves in the work that
was given them to do. We find that to be ttue not alone of those who
founded the institution, but of those as well who came after them
and who have since controlled its destinies.

But if we see the hand of God in the circumstances attending the
origin and growth of this institution, we see it more clearly in the
nature and character of the work done.

Education has entered largely into the life of the Church from
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the beginning. Christ was the teacher of men as well as their
Saviour. He was the Light of the World, He comm1ss1oned His
Apostles to teach. He said to them, “Go teach all nations.’

I might say that the Church has three gieat passions. She has a
passion for souls, a passicn for charity and a passion for education.
She goes to the ends of the earth in quest of souls. She crosses
deserts and seas. She seeks the savage as well as the civilized.
Think of the labors of her missionaries in all ages. What journeyings,
what privations, what sufferings! And the purpose of it all was
souls—to save souls. Any price for a soul. Her charity has been as
boundless as human want and pain. There is no sorrow which she
has not sought to assuage and no want which she has not tiied 1o
relieve. Her charitable institutions cover the earth. Her passion
for education is just as intense as her passion for souls or for charity.
They come from the same source—her divine Founder. She loves
souls as Christ loved them. She loves to relieve suffering as Christ
sought to relieve it and she loves to teach as Christ also taught. She
has the same spirit and heart which Christ had.

During the Middle Ages when all civil education had ceased the
efforts of the Church in the cause of education were nothing less than
marvelous. Time was when these ages were referred to as dark
ages. By darkness was meant, of course, the lack of education.
This view satisfied many who could not conceive of great faith and
enlightenment as subsisting together. But ‘“‘truth crushed to earth
shall rise again.” The truth as to education in the Middle Ages has
long been crushed to earth, but it is rising now. The clouds are
dispersing and the fair vision cf the wonderful and fruittul efforts of
the Church along these lines during that turbulent period is coming
into view. Not infrequently tcday indeed are these ages referred to
as the bright ages; bright not alone with faith, but bright with!char-
ity and bright especially with the intensiveness of educational effort.

Then, as now, education followed the faith. The schocl followed
the Church. Wherever a Church was built a school was established
and there were practically as many schools as churches. There were
the monastery schools, the Cathedral schools and the parish schocls.
The priest was not merely a teacher in the Church but a teacher in the
school and he taught not only the catechism but the liberal sciences
and the manual arts. Even normal schools abounded for the train-
ing of lay teachers. The assertion is made and probably is true that
in proportion to the population there was better provision for the
secondary education of youth during the Middle Ages than atany
time since. We speak of the old Cathedrals of Europe as eloquent
of the faith of those days; we might also speak of the old Universities,
those now Catholic as well as those which have ceased to be such,
as equally eloquent of the education which flourished then. The

monuments of education are as wonderful as the monuments of
faith.
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Necessary as Christian education has been at all times, it never
probably was more necessary than now. This is due to the false
education which prevails so extensively today. Modern education
outside the Church, particularly higher educaticn, is hostile to the
Christian faith. It is not merely hostile to the faith, but destructive
of the very foundation on which faith rests. So far as principles are
concerned, it has sunk to a purely materialistic basis.

Now materialism is a thing of earth and clay. It belongs wholly
to this world and to this passing life. It sees and recognizes only
matter and the forces contained in it. It affirms that the term God,
if it means anything, is nothing other than force cr a tendency. The
immortality of the soul is set down as a dream, and of such stuff as
dreams are made ct. It points to death as the end of all hope, as a
wall without gate or door, where life’s procession stops. And man
in his nature as well as in his origin is animal, coming from the animal,
from the lair of the brute, and with nothing which he did not receive
from his animal ancestors. This in principle is the basis of modern
non-Catholic education. Its leaders define education as the preser-
vation and development not of our intellectual inheritance or of our
spiritual or moral inheritance, but of our animal inheritance, imply-
ing thereby that everything good in human life comes trom that
source.

It is possible that modern education has insisted upon this degra-
dation of man too much and taught it too well. It is possible, yea
probable, the world would be happier today and more peaceful
without it. You can’t degrade man’s nature, trail his dignity in the
dust, take away his self-respect and strip him of his highest ideals,
even in the name of education, without sad consequences following.

We hear a great deal today ot force being substituted for the moral
law, but it should not be forgotten that moral law is impossible with-
out God and the elimination of God can have no other effect than
the enthronement of force. A godless education in so far as it is
Godless de'fies force. It exalts the sword and makes it the arbiter of
right.

We hear much, too of democracy, but who will find a basis for
democracy except in the natural rights of man and where, I ask, will
you find the theory of natural human rights taught today except in
our Catholic schools? Elsewhere the state is made the fountain of
fundamentalhuman rights and not nature or God. We need liberty
to enlighten the world, but if Christian teaching does not enlighten
the world, there will be little chance for liberty. Christian truth is
the truth which makes men free. ‘

But our chief concern about modern materialistic education is its
antagonism to everything Christian. This is most evident in the
higher educational institutions, where novelties in doctrine seem to be
sought quite as much as truth and where no novelty is scught with
such relish as the one which shocks most the Christian conscience.
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The progress of this form of education cannot but mean the progress
of unbelief. Its triumph will mean the triumph of a gilded pagan-
ism. It will come as near to putting out the lights of heaven as is
possible for any human agency.

And 1t should not be forgotten that this pagan form of education
has behind it, encouraging and supporting it, a large share of the
wealth of the world. Great foundations of wealth are being organized
with the purpose, poorly concealed, in view and the power of these
immense foundations is well nigh incalculable.

It 1s idle to think that we can oppose successfully this movement
of materialistic education by preaching trom the pulpit. It can be
done only through the agency of the Christian school. This explains
the great and pressing need of Catholic educational institutions. We
need them to combat pagan error. We need them to defend and
propagate Christian truth. We need them to defend the Church and
therefore God’s Kingdom on earth. We need them, too, in such
numbers and with such efficiency and such completeness of equipment
that it will be in the power of all Catholic ycuth to obtain Catholic
training in any and every department of learning, frem kindergarten
to University. Anything less than this would fall short of the
necessities of the occasion.

And there is so much at stake! Not only s the salvation of souls
at stake, and the extension of the Church and the progress of the
Christian faith, but there is at stake also, without doubt, the perma-
nence of the Christian social order, the preservation of a rational
liberty, and the happiness and peace of man. The Christian school
is the defender not alone of Christianity, but of civilization.

For fifty years here in the open fields this college has pursued
peacefully and persistently its great mission. For fifty years it has
defended Christian truth, has built up Christian character, has prop-
agated Christian influences and nourished Christian ideals. Feor
fifty years its graduates have gone forth to the ends of the earth as
lightbearers, pursuing the paths of truth themselves and illumining
other paths and lighting up the world’s dark places. Its progress
during those fifty years has been such as could only come from per-
sistent labor, heroic sacrifice and the unfailing blessing and guidance
of God. It has pushed forward amid great difficulties. It has
climbed upward on a hard road. It has achieved a success of which
its students and graduates and all well wishers are justly proud.

No doubt in the years to come it shall maintain the same unfailing
pace cf progress, ever growing, expanding and multiplying its facili-
ties, ever increasing in influence and becoming mcre a leading power
in educational work throughout the middle west. The spirit of St.
Viator as embodied in Father Roy and Father Marsile and Brcther
Bernard and in those who labored with them or have followed them,
that spirit is going to march on. It is the spirit of Christ. It is
the spirit of the Church. It is the Christian apostolic spirit. It is a
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spirit which never weakens or falters; is not deferred by difficulties
and does not slacken in privation and suffering. That spirit will
march on. It is an unconquerable spirit and the achievements of the
n-xt fifty years compared with that which already has been accom-
plished, a,lthcugh wonderful indeed, will be as ““another sun risen cn
the noonday.”

May Ged illumine and guide those to whom the destinies of this
institution have been committed. May He make them equal at all
times to the heavy responsibilities resting on them. May He, by
His grace, be a lamp to their feet, a staff to their hands and a cup
of strength to them in every dark hour, and may He reward them
abundantly at the close of the long day when, weary and broken with
toil, they pass the precious burden to other hands.”

THE JUBILEE BANQUET.

At 1:30 p. m. a delicious banquet was served in the college dining
hall. At the end of the banquet, Rev. P. C. Conway, 84, as toast-
master arose to intreduce the various speakers.

Toastmaster:

There is only one name we must mention to establish our Faith,
and that name is “Our Holy Father,” and sc too there is only one
name we need mention in our province or archdiocese to determine
our Faith and our loyalty, ahd that is “ Our Archbishop.”” And when
theyareinagreementand accord as they always are and always will be
the Faith is safe and devotion is assured. We will now hear our
beloved Archbishop respond to the toast: ‘“Our Holy Father,” and
ask him, though he is very busy and in a great hurry, to remain until
Father Nawn, who has been handpicked by us to speak to the senti-
ment, ‘‘Cur Archbishop,” responds. Father Nawn will arise imme-
diately after the Archbishop, and I tell you he has got the opportunity
of his life. Some people say he resembles the Archbishop scmewhat.
Well, that won’t hurt Father Nawn any. Be very diplomatic,
Father Nawn, do not say too much, but be sure and say enough and
your fortune is made.

Most Rev. George W. Mundelein, D. D.—“Our Holy Father.”

It seems proper that on this day, when the clerics of St. Viator,
commemecrate the fiftieth anniversary cf their coming to this diocese,
and the golden jubilee of their foundation of this educational insti-
tution which has done so much for the good of religion in training
worthy candidates for the clergy and splendid representatives among
the ldity, that our thoughts should first turn to the Vicar of Jesus
Christ on earth, the head of our church, the commander-in-chief of
our arms, our Sovereign Pontiff, Pope Benedict XV. None of us have
seen him, for this is the Pope whose inheritance is “‘The Religio De-
populata,” a war-torn suffering world, who is cut off frcm many of
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his children,but who for that very reason has perhaps come closest to
them of all. ‘

In the now three years of his pontificate, he has showed himself in
truth our Holy Father, for he has been the father of us all, favoritism
for none. All of the warring powers have tried to draw him to their
side, but none has succeeded; he has held himself aloof from their
quarrelling, he has sided with none, and this is the only position he
could really occupy. Whatever his sympathies may be, he must
hide them from all, for he is the father of all.

I yield to no man in my love and attachment to my country,
yet T would not ask him, I could not expect him, indeed, I would
think it unfair of him to side with our country in this war. For
there are millions of others who differ from us, who love their father-
land, as much perhaps a§ I love mine, and he would wound them
sorely, for he is their father, even as he is mine; he is not the arbiter
in this cause, to him they look for sympathy and consolation in their

suffering. Moreover, some day there will be a peace table, and at it,
- we want the Holy Father to sit and he cannot sit there unless he has
been absolutely neutral and unbiased. Even indicted criminals in
our courts have the right to object and reject a juror, who has formed
an opinion in advance and has prejudiced the defendant’s guilt or
innocence. Even so when the German military system is arrayed
at the bar of the world’s justice, our Holy Father as one of the judges,
must have been entirely neutral in the past. And so we maintain
in very truth that these attacks on cur Holy Father, which have come
forth lately, are doing the cause for which our boys are fighting, more
harm than even the most vicious German propaganda; for with us,
with you and me and our people, our love for our Holy Father, the
Pope is not a thing of today or yesterday, but sown in the blood and
bred in the bone and tied up with our very being; when you touch
him, you strike one of our hearts’ strings, and the discord mars our
entire peace and happiness.

War, like politics, make strange bedfellows, and it is because our
country tells us, that we have gladly joined hahnds with Britain, in
this war, but in return we can at least demand that she put the extin-
guisher on the ‘‘hit the Pope” stories and that she intern the Morning
Post of London like a dangerous alien enemy for the period of the
war.

We, cf Chicago, love our Holy Father, even though he be far
from us, for to us, he is the successor of St. Peter, the Vicar of Christ
on earth, the hea)d of the universal church. We have shown our
- affection, our devction, our loyalty, in deeds not words. Our mag-
nificent contribution, twice given, is the best proof of ourlove, forwe
have taken upon ourselves the burden of others besides our own, and
as we have done, we will do again. We will not lag, the Holy Father
shall nct want, for there are one million of us here, clergy and laity,
ready to come to his aid.
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Rev. John H. Nawn, '97.—‘Our Archbishop.”

Three years ago the robust young diocese of Chicago was deprived
of its Shepherd and left in its orphaned state for six months. It was
no easy task to find a man who in the eyes of Rome was fitted for the
important See. He should be, not cnly a man of God, his state in
life guarantees that, he must be a diplomat, for the diocese is cne of
the most cosmopolitan in the world, and to counsel and guide, direct
and govern, the enormous catholic population of mixed races and
many nationalities, requires the skill of a tried diplomatist.

He must be a scholar and a ripe one, for not cnly is the metropohs
of the middle west one of the greatest educational centers in Ameri ica,
but into the very hands of the Ordinary are placed the welfareand
destinies of half a dozen seminaries, a dozen colleges and universities,
twenty-five atademies, almest as many high schools and nearly three-
hundred parochial schools. To enter into sympathy with these pro-
gressing activities demands an erudition and refinement above the
ordinary.

Again, the Shepherd of such a great diocese must be a 1aan of
great heart, for the calls of charity are in proporticn to the greatness
of the place. Tears of sorrow are daily falling, like drops of dew frem
the leaves of trees. Like the wayside flowers that each day open
their shrinking beauty, fearing to be crushed, the hands cf little
children, orphaned or forsaken, are daily raised in humble supplica-
tion.

The great White Shepherd of Christendom was cognizant of all
these needs and made our cause his own. The best wa$ none too
good fer the great American diocese,and if the best,then American
blood should be called upon. Peter spoke, and the son of America’s
defenders, in whose veins runs the blood of the American soldier,
stands in our midst, our Shepherd.

He has been curs now for more than two years and with giant
strides has he grewn in the good estimation of his people. No high-
browed potentate, wrapped in the awe of his sacred purple, but an
exemplar whose restless activities act as a saving leaven, causing
priests and people to be up and doing. A bishop who does things,
yet a true follower of the Good Shepherd who banishes fear and invites
approach. Whose skillful handling of his large and ever increasing
fold, shows a kncwledge of diplomacy that is both admirable and
rare.

The educational institutions have found him to be the most
powerful ally of progressiveness, which is really the red blood of their .
lives, and without which comes stagnation and decay, but there will
be no stagnation or anemic condition in the school, college or uni-
versity of catholic Chicago, while the present director of their desti-
nies is with us. His very letters breathe progress, incite to higher
aims, and make us proud of the hand that penned them.
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Above this, and above all, he is the father of his people, as both
Chicago and the world fcund out from his very entrance to his See.
His kindness to the orphan and the destitute, is perhaps the most
striking chatacteristic of his regime, for when the voice of chatity
pleads, fcr him all other voices die. So true is this that the great
world-wide organization known as the Red Cross Society, proudly
looks upon him as one of its strongest patrons and cur illustrious
President, now guiding our beloved country in its battle for the
rights of humanity, sends his Secretary of State to do him henor.

Right worthy of the honor of his country, most deserving of
the love and admiration of his people, the sons of St. Viator’s wish
to join in the outburst of praise, and cry ‘“Long life to his Grace.”
May he spend many happy years with us, and when his sun is setting,
may it be like the sun in the heavens, in crimson glory.

Toastmaster:

If the Archbishop were not in such a hurry, I think he would make
another speech after Father Nawn’s, because even I would feel
flattered if those things were said about myself. Father Nawn
though is not our only orator. Why, we can pick up a man almost
any place to make an eloquent talk. We have one here who had a
speech on tap last year at the homecoming, and he was displeased
because he was not allowed to make it, but we told him then if he
would just wait a bit we would be more in need of his assistance, and
maybe we would listen to his speech if he would smooth it down for
twelve months. He has done sc, and he will come forth before you
now, and will speak to you on a-subject the mest sublime next to the
Church. Any of you would make a good speech on it, and he will
make an excellent speech, and you will go home prouder than you
ever felt before of Our Country, and Father Durkin will respond to

that tcast.

Rev. Patrick H. Durkin, '91.—“Our Country.”

“Our Country! In her intercourse with foreign nations, may she
always be in the right; but our Country, right or wrong.” This is
not my key-note, but just a little pleasantry, thrown out to ruffle the
placid front of the faculty of theology, and to tempt it to sound a riot
call for the Concilium a Vigilantia. If Commodore Decatur used
these words in their oblivious sense, he is now being visited with
condign justice by'the esteemed Chicago Tribune, which daily displays
the motto as an editorial leader, and daily damns the Germans for

living up to the sentiment. The Tribune and its strange bedfellows
to the contrary notwithstanding, we choose to take our slogan frcm
a greater American than Decatur, from him who gave to democracy
a heart and a soul: “‘Let us have faith that right makes might, and
in that faith, let us, to the end, dare to do our duty as we understand
it.” A nation whose roots seek nurture in the religious principle
of the God-given rights of men cannot hope to endure as a race of
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freemen if she is led by a spirit less exalted. God has been too good
to America for her to permit herself to forget that the love of God is
the only law that transcends the love of fellow man, and love is
incompatible with injustice, whether toward God or man.

pThat God has been very good to America is so clear, even to the
man who listlessly turns the pages of the history of the nations,
that it would be frivolous of me to indicate the proofs. Only an
inspiration of His all-loving Providence could suggest to our fathers
the possibility of the work they accomplished: the establishment
of a commonwealth upon the high plane of equal rights to all, a
nation reserving its prizes to no accidental possessor of distinguished
birth or favored environment, but embracing in a catholic compre-
hensiveness of fraternity every fellow that needs a friend; truly a
city of refuge which all may enter who have too long endured the
yoke of oppression and the chains of tyranny, where the only creden-
tials required are the evidences of honorable manhood, and the will
to concede to others, and to preserve to posterity at all hazards, the
blessings freely bestowed upon themselves. What is this but the
culmination of a movement first begun with the preaching of the
Gospel of Him who died to make men free, who recognized no dis-
tinction of Jew or Gentile, barbarian or Scythian, bond or free? It
wasYthis feature of Christianity in particular which brought down
upon the new born Church the fury of the Caesars, because it was
destructive of the theory of government then obtaining. We remem-
ber enough of the Commentaries of Julius Caesat, that rare joy of
our high-school days, to recall the definition of Ariovistus: ‘It is the
law of war that they who prevail may rule those whom they conquer
in whatsoever manner they see fit.”” It was the law of ‘“Vae victis,”
the dominion of strong beasts of prey in human form. To suggest
the Christian ideal that ‘slaves be transformed into brothers, was to
invite the abdication of jancient autocracy, and autocracy, whether
ancient or modern, submits only when the weapcns of persecuton
fall from palsied hands. But, despite the fiercest opposition from
above, the struggle was to continue until the doctrine of the equality
of soul with soul would leaven in part at least all the nations within
the pale of civilization. Men fought and died for it in every genera-
tion, but, as usual, it was reserved to the weak ones of the world
utterlyJto confound the strong, to the hungry and half naked little
group of American patriots to wrest freedom from tyranny and to set
up permanently upon an almost unknown continent a nation conse-
crated to the ideals of liberty and equal rights.

Of all who flocked to America to enjoy this wonderful thing that
is come to pass, or who were born here to the happy exiles, none are
more grateful, as none have more call to be grateful than Catholics.
It is no exaggeration to say that the prophecy of Christ has been
verified in the story of every nation save our own: ‘““You shall be
hated of all men for My name’s sake.” Not to go back into the
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musty records of a long departed past, what a litany of terrors is
inscribed in Penal Laws, Kultur Kampfs, Laws of Associations, that
made the last century a nightmare to those who clung loyally to the
Rock of Peter! But here in America, while bigotry has indeed,
raised its vencmous head to strike the unoffending, while misguided
and malicious organizations plotted in the night their campaigns of
hate, while here and there the fires cf persecution were actually started
the nation at large has cried: “For shame!”’” and bas given the con-
spirators to understand that the wicked spirit which they called up
has no chance tor life in the air of America, which is deadly t> the
unclean things that are born of darkness. The land of the square
deal has tried to give us no less than justice, has created for us the
opportunity to prove that the mission of the Catholic Church is a
mission of beneficence, that her work is the development of moral
righteousness and Christian culture, without which all government 1is
tyranny, and freedom is but anarchy.

After a severe and searching test of a century and a half, we point
to the record of the Church in America as a surety that neither life
nor death, nor things present nor things tc come can swerve our
pecple from whole-souled loyalty to God, expressed in whole-souled
loyalty to Country. Were it to the purpose to prove again what
should now appear self-evident, there is the response of the Church
to the call of the Nation in her present crisis. The lives of our prom-
1sing young manhood are the pawn of our devotion, and “‘greater
love than this no man man hath.” Every available record points
to Catholic enlistments in the Army and Navy as far beyond our
proportion of the population, and this fact is a source of pride to every
Catholic in -the land. During the past generation the Catholic
subjects of the various nations have had such scant courtesy from
their rulers that our devotion to the government that is too honorable
to penalize our faith should be measureless. Incidentally, we are
about to convince the powers of the world, if they are amenable to
evidence, that it would pay them to look upon their Catholic citizen-
ship’as wholly human. If today, in their crucial test, some of these
powers are disposed to be suspicious, it is perhaps due to the fact that
the memory of their base dealings with our people in the past has
aroused in their guilty hearts the fear that enthusiastic Catholic
loyalty is too much to expect from normal human frailty. Trying
to trick the world into the conviction that the Catholic is not to be
trusted, they have now reached the panicky stage of believing their
own foul calumnies.

EBut we are moved by a holier purpose than proof of personal
integrity, by nothing less godly than the vindication of national honor
and international justice. The pirate of Potsdam, grown great on
Caesar meat, has oiled the machinery of Schrecklichkeit for a final
drive to make the world safe for autocracy. Like the frontier bad
man of our western territories of the generation now gone to sleep,
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who set out to shoot up his market town until the whole populace
danced to the music of his sevenshooter, he is discovering that the
civilization he would molest is not largely productive of lady-like
and incorrigibly pacific gentlemen. The Catholics of America,
with their fellow citizens, go forth to right a wrong,—go forth, not
in the riotous spirit of a lynching party, not dominated by that hate
that would bring about a recrudescence of the worst days ot barbar-
ism, but rather as taught by Lincoln: ‘““With malice toward none,
with charity for all, with firmness in the right, as God gives us to see
the right.” With them, m the flesh or in the spirit, heroes over
there, sappers and miners over here, is the alumni of St. Viator, one
hundred per cent loyal, determined that America shall defend from
tyrants what she won from tyranny; determined that their children
shall inherit in fee simple the liberty and self respect which red
blooded fathers won for them in other days that tried men’s souls,
and voicing with all America the patriots’ historic pledge of life and
fortune and sacred honor.

Toastmaster:

There is no doubt now, ladies and gentlemen, but that we love
the Pope, and we love cur country. If there were any doubt about
the latter Father Durkin has dispelled it, and His Grace the Arch-
bishop has most eloquently expressed our filial devotion to our Holy
Father. But if we love God’s representative on earth and our coun-
try, we must remember the scripture that says: “Unless you love
man you cannot love God.” Unless you love man whom you see, you
cannot love God whom you do not see except by Faith. Unless we of
St. Viator College love the College that begot us and love the men
of the College who gave us our intellectual life and spirit, we are but
sounding brass and tinkling cymbals when we say that we love our
country, or our Church or our God. Gratitude to our college is of
such a sacred character that unless we have that we cannot claim
love for those other sublime principles or perscns or institutions.

And Alec Granger, the little Frenchman of some years ago, who
remains a Frenchman, and by the way things are going now he will
have the pleasure of always remaining a Frenchman, will express our
love and reverence for old St. Viator. He was able to hold his own
as a boy and as a youth, intellectually and physically; and since he
has grown up he has developed both mentally and physically. I am
proud to call him one of the boys of my time. He was my ideal of a
real boy, even though he was a Frenchman, and I was an Irishman.
Alec Granger will tell us all about our great, great, best beloved
College.

My. Alexis L. Granger, '87.—"‘Our College.”

My subject is so broad that I am rather embarrassed to know
what aspect of it to treat. I might touch on the historic events which
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mark its development, but that has already been referred to and I
judge will be more fully discussed in other toasts which will follow.

After looking over this toast list I see that my subject is fairly
covered by the toasts which will follow, so that if my toast were
eliminated everything which it suggests would nevertheless have
been said. _

I wish I could in a proper manner set before you the memory of
those happy days that we spent in these surroundings in the days
of long ago, when Father Conway, myself and some of the clder
members of this association were boys here together. I wish I were
a poet in order to do such a subject justice. I would attempt to
describe the beautiful scenery in which our college is nestled, the
green fields that surround it and the glorious sunshine in which it
was generally enveloped in those days of long ago. I would speak
to you of the shaded lanes, the caves and the woods on the banks of
the gently flowing Kankakee where we disported ourselves in those
happy days.

I often wonder why it is that the sun in thcse days seemed to
shine so much brighter and the birds even sing more sweetly than
they do now. I suppcse it 1s because in those days, free from the
cares and responsibilities of life, our souls were attuned, as it were, to
those harmonies of nature.

I might treat my subject from the standpoint of the intellectual
life which we here learned to love. I might speak to ycu of the exhil-
iration that we felt when we discovered new and ever widening hori-
zons before us, when we learned to walk with the heroes, saints and
sages of all times, and when we ourselves began to dream the dreams
that the young only can dream, dreams of ambitious achievements
in the years to follow. It would be pleasant for me to dwell upon
such themes but the times in which we live turn my thoughts te more
serious topics. And I think it is only right that in the response to
every toast here today, there should be found a patriotic note, for
in these days one thing is uppermost in our minds and in our hearts,
and it 1s the desire and ambition to help win the war in which our
country is engaged for the defense of right and justice. For that
reason I desire to speak of the moral training which we received at
college and of the high ideals which we here learned to reverence.
That was a point on which our minds did not much dwell inthose days.
While boys at college everything seemed good in the world around
us. All knowledge seemed desirable, all philosophy interesting, every-
thing seemed to lead to good and we refused to believe that there was
anything wrong with the world. But after we had battled with the
world a while, we soon begah to appreciate the value of an ideal.
We soon discovered that as one cannot from a false premise reach a
right conclusion, so one cannot hope for right human life without
high ideals to inspire it. This point is exemplified in this war in
which the world is now plunged.
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We have, placed before us, the spectacle of a nation great in
learning, in science and the arts and great inits material and industrial
development, even great in the science of government so far as the
administration of its internal affairs is concerned, led astray by a
false national ideal. This nation had set up before itself an ideal of
pride and conquest. This is evidenced by its national hymns, its
“Deutchland uber Alles’” and its “Ein Vaterland muss grosser sein.”’
Animated by this idea of conquest this nation begins to reach out for
what belongs to other nations. And whereas the Master had said,
“Blessed are the meek for they shall possess the land,” they set up
for themselves the motto: ‘‘Blessed are the strong and those who
have a mighty sword, for they shall possess the land.” And so
they went out, as a writer has well said, ‘“‘cn a murder expedition, ”’
attacking neighboring countries with whom they were at peace,
disregarding their treaties, disregarding every law of God and man,
destroying historic monuments, works of art and even the temples of
God. And why all this! Because this nation for generations has
been following a false ideal.

I wish to contrast this with the ideals of our beloved country.
As was said by Father Durkin, we have here a nation founded on the
principles of liberty, justice and the equality of men before God.
Here we have liberty in the only true sense, which means liberty
not only to the strong and powerful, but to the poor and weak.
And to this ideal our nation has remained faithful throughout the
years.

I invite your attention to the development of this ideal in the
course of our history. In 1861 the question of human slavery
demanded a solution. There were people and a great number of
them in this country, who were interested in perpetuating slavery,
but the Country, true to the principles of the Declaration of Inde-
pendence, fought for four years and gave willingly a million lives of
its best sons, in order that liberty might live.

And now in this war what do we find? As we had in 1776
declared that men were born free and equal, as we had in 1862 fought
to extend that liberty to every human being within our borders, so
now as a corollary to that principle, we declare that all nations are
free and equal, and that the rights of small nations are as sacred as
those of the largest and greatest.

This brings me to the question of the loyalty of our Alumni to the
country in the present crisis. I surely am proud to see that service -
flag floating over Marsile Hall, with all its stars. We sons of St.
Viator did not need the proof of the patriotism of our people, but
scme men in the world around us seemed at times to doubt our loyalty
as Catholics. This flag and the attitude of Catholics throughout
the land during this war, demonstrates the fact that our people are
patriotic not only by instinct but also by education.

I want to say one word on behalf of one of the officers of our
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Association, who is with the forces in France, and with whom I have
had the pleasure of being associated for several vears. I refer to
Lieutenant James L. Dougherty, our General Secretary. About
the time war was declared we used to hold our little counsel of war
at the office the first thing in the morning, where we discussed the
latest war news, and the great principles involved in this great strug-
gle. One morning I remember Jim straightened up in his chair and
said: ‘“Now that the country is in the war, it is evident that every
man must get into it sconer or later. I have come to the conclusion
one might as well get into it at once. I believe I will try for the
Officer’s Training Camp.”” While I admired the sentiment and the
pluck that inspired it, I did not ray much, because I feared that
the condition of his headlth hardly would withstand the hardships of
camp life. He had had two serious operations within two years and
was far from rugged. But he immediately went and enlisted and
after being examined returned beaming with joy because he had
passed. After three months of intensive training, where instructors
sought to impart in that short time practically a 1 that 1s taught at
West Point in a three year course, he returned with his commission.
We had a letter from him only a few days ago from France, where he
now makes part of the Army of Reserve of General Foch.

Walter J. Nourie, another member of the firm and a St. Viator
boy,is in the Navy and now probably on the high seas on his way to
France. I am the only slacker of the three. But I don’t know that
I ought te say that either when I am a corporal in Brother St. Aubin’s
Company of the Home Guard. I do not think this entitles me to a
Star in the Service Flag, but at least it is some contribution towards
keeping the home fires burning.

Gentlemen: I lift my glass to Old St. Viater. Leong may ““Our
College” live and prosper, until the stars in its service flag are as
countless as the very stats of heaven, and as glorious in their bril-
liancy.

Toastmaster:

I wish to announce the results of the nomination committee for
the coming year. The officers for St. Viator Alumni Association are:
Honorary President, Rt. Rev. A. J. McGavick; President, Honorable
James G. Condon ot Chicago; Vice Presidents, Rev. Francis J.
O’Reilly; Mr. Bernard O’Connor, Indianapolis, Ind.; Rev. Clarence
P. Conway, Struble, Iowa; Rev. Z. P. Berard, St. Anne, I1l., Mr. Wm.
C. McKenna, Chicago; Rev. P. H. Durkin, Kewanee, Ill.; Trcasurer,
Frederick E. Legris; Resident Secretary, Prof. Clarence J. Kennedy,
St. Viator College; General Secretary, Lieutenant James L. Dough-
erty, France. Trustees: Ex-Officio, Very Rev. J. P. O’Mahoney,
C.S.V.; James G. Condon; Very Rev. J. J. Shannon of Peoria; Rev.
J. J. Morrissey, Chicago, 1918-20; Albert E. O’Connell of Chicago;
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Patrick Cleary, Momence, Ill. These are the officers in whose hands
are the destinies of our Alumni Association for the next year.

If there is one virtue that shines out preéminently in the boys of
St. Viator’s, it is the love for the men of other days who founded this
college, and we have secured one to respond to this sentiment who
was reared within the sacred shadow of St. Viator’s and who now
occupies the important pesition of Pastor in that great City of
Pilgrimages, St. Anne.—Rev. Zephyr P. Berard.

Rev. Zephyr P. Berard,” 81— Our Founders.”

I have often heard it said that it is a mark of good breeding and
of character not to be ashamed of one’s origin, no matter how humble
it may be. Therefore today we old boys of St. Viator College love
to go back in thought to the first years of its existence and recall the
names and the deeds of its founders, and thereby trace out its prog-
ress. As we all know, institutions like men have their beginning,
and their growth. Small and incomplete in the start, with the years
they grow and expand and become popular. The remarkable success
they achieve from such small beginnings give us an idea' of their
merits and true worth. Hence we are glad to know that St. Viator
College has kept pace with the progress and the needs of the time,
and has torged its way upward, so that it occupies now an important
position among the great institutions of the country. When we look
at its long list of alumni who are distinguishing themselves in every
walk of life, we understand and realize something ot its importance
and of its usefulness in the world. Therefore when we find our Alma
Mater today decked out as it were in the bright colors of her Golden
Jubilee, and we rejoice at its progress and the grand results she has
achieved, we think it is just that we call to mind her founders and
pay them a tribute of honor, love and of gratitude.

Let me mention here that the first inhabitants of Bourbonnais
were French Canadians. This brings to mind the thought of their
mother country France, with whom we are now fighting as an ally.
As she had befriended and helped us in our struggle for independence
1t was altogether fitting that America should go to her assistance.
To her were once applied these glorious words: ‘‘Gesta Dei per
Francos.” France, heroic France, as you know, gave America some
of its first explorers as well as some of its first martyrs. Many a
western city and village has been founded by French immigrants, and
let it be said to their glory that wherever they settled down they
planted the cross of Christ. Hence it is we find about the early part
of the last century the French Canadians settled in many a village of
Kankakee County, chief among which was Bourbonnais. And here
was laid the foundation of St. Viator College. I need not rehearse or
r peat the story to you. The Rt. Rev. speaker at the Mass, Bishop
McGavick, brought back those things to your minds in a better and a
more eloquent way than I can.
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But let me bring before you the memory of the brothers and
fathers who labored here so ceaselessly and so unsparingly in order
to build up the new institution. They had come to this new country
not through the spirit of adventure or worldly ambition, but with
this one idea, actuated by this true and pure motive, to bring the
blessings of a Catholic education to the youth of the pioneers. For
this noble purpose alone had they left brethren and parents, had
they forsaken their country, the Province of Quebec, with its many
flourishing Catholic villages and cities, situated on the balnks of the
beautiful St. Lawrence River. Of their humility, their spirit of
self-sacrifice, and their truly Christlike zeal with which their hea’rts
were 1nﬂamed I need not say anything here. We, who had the pleas-
ure of knowing them, understood well that their only ambition and
joy was to put forth every effort to advance the cause of Catholic
education. Hence today their names stand inscribed in golden
letters on the roll of honor of St. Viator College, as they are enshrined
in the hearts of the old students.

Let me call the roll and make a brief mention of each one of
them. Brother Martel: He was laborious and cheerful. During
the few years that he spent here he rendered invaluable service, and
proved himself a fervent and moedel religious.

Who is there amongst the old students who does not remember
the good Brother Bernard? Humble, patient, ever kind and affable.
He must have been an excellent financier, for in spite of many
difficulties, he managed the affairs of the college with great success.
And we who have had some experience in the line of buﬂdmg easily
understand how quickly a rising and growing institution, with its
repairs and improvements, absorbs its revenue. We read that in
fairyland there are such things a5 golden wands that turn everything
they touch into gold. I am sure good Brother Bernard was not
favored in such an extraordinary way, but owed his success to con-
stant toil, strict economy, good Judgment and above all trust in
God.

Then there comes Father Beaudoin. He was the first President
of St. Viator College and for many years pastor of Bourbonnais.
A great many of our boys remember him for his genial manners, and
well known hospitality. While ministering to the spiritual needs
of his parishioners, he was every ready to assist his teaching brethren,
and to exert his influence in their behalf.

Lastly, there looms up Father Thomas Roy, that large hearted,
noble minded man, the first director of St. Viator College. He
towers over them all, because he was first in importance and in
dignity, for in fact and in truth he was the guiding spirit of the rising
institution. He was the father of all, beloved and esteemed by all;
he was a true teacher and a born leader. To him we owe a spec1a1
tribute of honor and of gratitude.

These were the founders of St. Viator College. They are worthy
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of praise for their lives and their labors, which will always be a source
of inspiration for their successors. By their achievements they
have enhghtened and bettered their fellow men, and tcday St.Viator
Ccllege stands as the monument to their zeal, and their faith. And
now on this memorable day of its Golden ]ubﬂee in fancy we weave
garlands out of beautiful, fresh, sweet scented flowers, one for each
- of them, which we lay on their graves as the tribute of our honor, of
our love and of our gratitude.

T oastmaster:

I wish I could make the speech I ought to make on introducing
the next speaker. The Founders of the College whom so many of us
never knew were undoubtedly great men, with kind hearts and spirits.
But there is one founder remaining, the man whom we all know, the
man who called us “My Boys,” the man who stood the first gentle-
man in the United States, the man who loved his toys better than
any other man did or ever could, the man who wa$ loved by his boys
with a deeper, warmer and more enduring love I believe, and so do
all the boys who were here with me believe. We willjhear from our
dear, great, big-hearted Fa'ther Marsile.

Very Rev. Father M. J. Marszle, C.S.V., '71.—"'Our Boys."”

Your applause, I understand it, is an homage paid to my former
office. However, in ascendmg to Him from whom comes ail power,
1t finds a quick response in my heart. Thanks for your cordial
salute. You forget not; and may I not be permitted to say with the
Divine Shepherd: ‘“Mine know me and I know mine.” No toast
could please me more than the one assigned to me. Others, higher
in aims, greater in scope, are not to me dearer. This toast tells in
two words the story of my labors for thirty-five years among you;
1t resumes all the affections of my heart, the whole thought of my
soul, the efforts and endeavors of my life.

“Boys!” This is a magic word! Like the breath of Spring it
touches the lips; it sounds to the ears as the voice of hope; the
promising buds bring no more joy to the eyes. Guido Reni no doubt
painted from one of those faces the triumphant Archangel. And if
in these youths dwells a noble soul, a soul that dreads a stain more
than death, a soul that met assaults and resisted them, with maiden’s
modesty in their looks, with victor’s pride on their brows, they stand
in the words of even a corrupted philosopher as ‘‘the world’s fairest
sight!”

““St. Viateur!” a blessed name and most befitting to the youth.
A brother to Aloysius and Stanislaus, the faithful companion of St.
Just durmg his exile in Egypt. One fancies him either moving
decorously in the sanctuary or kneeling piously at the grave of St.
Paul dugiby lions. His name heard long ago in the silent desert, in
the shadow of the pyramids, repeated anon from the noisy Metropolis
of the West to this quiet village, is today lovingly borne by this
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Institution, like a fleur-de-lis and a palm on her glorious golden
jubilee. This name is an echo of yearly and joyous celebrations
when eloquence, drama, music, drills, and banquets vied in doing
“honor to our holy patron: for St. Viator’s and St. Patrick’s days are
~ here ever eagerly awalted and piously remembered.

Without offense to any one I fondly believe that these two lovable
words, St. Viator’s Boys,—although I did not say so to everyone at
the reading of the notes—{orm the name of the best, the firest boys
in America. I know them well. I stood by the cradle of their
Ccllege Home and saw its full growth. Were I to recall a past, so
traught with fragrant and sacred memories, I fear I would inflict on
you the longest of my many long talks.

The St. Viator’s Boys are religious. They feel the need of God,
the polar star of the soul. It is a consolation never to be forgotten
to have seen them at prayer: at times near a wooden tabernacle;
again before marble altars. Heaven-like was the new chapel with its
dazzling windows, its brilliant organ! Angel-like were the innocent
songsters with voices so fresh and pure! Oh! the novenas of the
Immaculate Ccnception, the annual retreats and First Communions!
But that day of days the First Friday of the mcnth when the students
telt the Sacred Heart beat on their hearts! Celestial familiarity that
revealed to them new and higher ideals! This spirit of faith ncw
accompanies them in all the walks of life as their light, their strength,
to make them a power for good. This inspiring spirit led many to
enlist in the Christian militia of our modern cmsade1s the Knights
of Columbus!

The St. Viator Boys are studious. They like their books, though
they willingly give them a rest in vacation time. Besides their

~studies, reading and debating societies, frequent dramatic represen-
tations, a student’s journal were to their mind what the hive is to the
bee. The hive means honey, wings, humming and also a sting. To
the pupils their sum of knowledge meant more than honey combs,
their defense was a sharp pen, their pinions winged thoughts, their
songs a well modulated vcice, the finishing touch of delivery. Such a
taste for culture delights their leisure mcments, renders them thor-
ough in their work. Why would not scme of them leave to 1ast
eternally a thought, a name?

The St. Viator’s boys likewise have a Just appremat]on of disci-
pline, which is order, ““Heaven’s first law.” They understand that
discipline is as necessary to right training as logic to rea,comng, as
essential to an institution as to an army; it is the great apprentice-
ship of literty. In fact it is the general opinion of American publi-
cists that the first result to follow the deadliest war will te the benefit
of discipline, habits of respect and sacrifice. Cften I heard from
Our Boys’ lips—thanks—because they have been taught how to bear
a yoke so salutary, which carries with itself God’s promised blessings.

The St. Viator’s Boys, finally, I will add are loyal; they love
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their Alma Mater, and where is the son who does not love his mother?
Sons of St. Viator’s, your spiritual mother enlightened your intellect,
discinli “ed your will, molded your heart, built your future, and at whata
cost! You cannot forget it, you do not forget it, you shall not forget it."
The love for your Alma Mater has been fostered by the sweetest
brotherhood. The College not being too large, the family spirit
exists among you; The very walls are like embracing arms that can
yet press her children to a mother’s heart; on this solemn anniversary
she draws her sons still closer to remind them of the price of their
intellectual birth and rearing. Now, dear Boys, that experience has
ripened your years, you may well exclaim with the poet: ‘“ How I have
loved thee, Mother! I never told thee so.” But your Alma Mater
knows how you loved her. You told her so when you helped to erect
that thing of beauty, the Roy Memorial Chapel! You told her so
when you contributed to the building of this spacious gymnasium,
the realization of the dream of a former prefect, the active, the devo-
ted Father Ryan! You told her so when you matched Carnegle s
generous gift to bid St. Viateur rise from her ashes; you will again
‘{ell her so on this memorable festivity and thus prove your undying
oyalty.

I could mention many more qualifications of St. Viator’s Boys.
Perhaps too, some defects. In Springtime they thought any of the
many nice da.ys was the proper time to get a “‘congé.”” To escape
their pleadings, I now confess that more than once I hid myself in
deat old Father Beaudoin’s house, and in urgent cases, some say, in
my clothes-press. Isitadream? . . . Iheara Minim lifted by
Seniors to my transom crying out in despair: ‘““He is not in!”’

On such a bright day as this the shadows are invisible in the
tableau; they pale like night before the rising sun. Those boys were
confided to our care like a priceless trust; do you wonder then that,
a~ound these growing youths, as today around our soldiers’ camps,
we place a safety zone? If a few have staggered and fallen on the
way, with pride we point to the many who lead in their career, who
have already won or who will surely win the victory of life. Itis a
reward, an honor, a glory to have my name linked, dear Sdint Viator’s
Boys, with your own on the front of the Matsile Alumni Hall. And
were time to =fface these names, I know that, in spite of my many
failings,—but because of our mutual esteem and reciprocal devoted-
ness,—I know well, I say, that there is for me in your immortal souls
as in mine for yours a more lakting immortality!

Toastmaster :

To endble the College to live that greater life until about 2571,
Father Ben Shiel will speak on “Our Golden Jubilee Endowment
Fund.”

Rev. James B. Shiel, ’06.— “The Golden Jubilee Endowment Fund.”
A word is a thing of power. A wealth of magic lies in a great
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name that oft delights the soul and dispels the clouds in which time
has shrouded it, and makes up for pleasure and love and affection
which we did not realize. It reveals a depth of love and of affection
which the shadows of time have covered over. Such is the magic
influence of a true name and of a loved character. Aspirations and
hopes may have been realized, but they have fallen short perhaps of
the great ideal which we formed during our young manhood. Our
atcomplishments have perhaps fallen short of these ideals that were
suggested in the internal part of our young manhood. We have lost
perhaps the beauty of these ideals, perhaps they have become tar-
nished with time, ahd so today under the magic influence of many a
true name and of a loved character we go back in spirit to our college
days, and dream again the hopeful dreams of our college life. We
feel again the warm clasp of enduring and lasting friendship. We see
again the glory of her classical halls, and every nook and cranny of
the campus of old St. Viator’s welcomes us. We feel happy in the
thought that the solidity of our love and devotion for St. Viator’s has
withstood the ravages of time.

And so today, my dear friends, we rejoice in St. Viator’s realiza-
tion of her hopes and her aspirations. The work that was begun
a half century ago by a band of fearless Christian heroes has been
prosecuted with such vigor and intensity of purpose that today St.
Viator’s stands honorably in the best known educational circles.
That old unconquerable spirit became an integral part of St. Viator’s
and of her men, so that no matter what difficulties are to be overcome,
no matter what sacrifices are to be made, the men of St. Viator Will
make them cheerfully and courageously.

Must we, my dear friends, beg ourselves to do what can be done
in a tangible way to show our love, our deep loyalty, our appreciation
for that service they have done for us? Are we not willing to assume
a little of that burden, are we not willing to make little sacrifices for
her great cause? The Alumni on special occasions have shown
their great love and great zeal for St. Viator’s, principally in the
building of Marsile Hall and Roy Hall and the other college buildings,
but there has been no concerted effort from year to year to help her
to bear her burdens until the past year, when the Alumni organized
on a prdctical business basis to get the Endowment Fund started
today.

Now, my dear friends, we, the Alumni of St. Viator’s, who stand
second to none in the 1a\nd of the free have come to St. Viator’s
College today to set her free from her debt, and to break her chains.
We saw this unbecoming burden ever on the i increase, but the Endow-
ment Fund which we will give to St. Viator’s will break down the
obstacle which has shackled her ahd destroyed her energy. These
God fearing men are giving their entire lives in order that St. Viator’s
may abound in spiritudl wealth, and we will give the material sahction
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to thém which will make her second to none in the catise of Catholic
education. .

Toastmaster:

We are all very proud to see amongst us a real living member of
the great militery crganization of this country in the shape of a war
chaplain of the United States navy. We have him in the person of
the Rev. Daniel Monaghan, alumnus of St. Viator and Chaplain on
the good ship Kearsage which we all hope will return safe and sound
after nmmany and many a victorious encounter. Father Monaghan
will arise and tell us how they will do it.

Rev. Danzel Monaghan, Chaplain in the United States Navy.

Whenever a man 1s called upon to speak to an audience such as
this he ought to say something worth while, and in order that he may
say something worth while, in order that he may say something that
will be remembered, a little preparation is necessary. I suppose,
however, that on an occasion of this kind and after listening to the
eloquent expression of such sublime thoughts, it cught to be easy
for a man to speak without preparation. So it 1s with me, but my
only difficulty is to express the thoughts that arise in me in ¢ cmre sort
of clear and consecutive order.

I am stationed with the Atlantic fleet and hence to be present
at this celebration has cost me no little trouble. But for all the
trouble that it meant I consider the price small indeed, for, the joy
I experience at being back amongst old friends rejoicing in Viator’s
fifty years of valiant service is priceless. It pleased me much when
you greeted me today for it tells me that the spirit of Viater is the
same spirit that ever hovers over the men in service speaking words
of encourdgement to them tc give their all for the cause they have
espoused. When I return to my ship on which there are 900 sailors
I will be glad to tell the boys about the spirit of patriotism that
animates Viator. It will be a source of much strength for them, fer
there 1s nothing that pleases the men so much as to know that those
at home are really doing something fcr them. No one save he who
wears the uniform can adequately measure the influence patriotism
at home has on our boys. It 1s vitally important to the preservation
of their morale and yet there are men, many of them, right here in our
country, who by neglect of their duty in this regard are doing more
to defeat our cause than the Hun who turns his machine gun upon
our soldiers in France. Therefore the sooner we can arouse a more
patriotic feeling in our people the sconer will our boys march on to
victory, for, equipped and trained as they are, all they need is the
assurance that the people back home believe in them and in the cause
for which they are willing to die. To protect the people at home, to
preserve for them their colleges, universities, their institutions is the
cause for which they are willing to give up their lives. Surely this
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is a commendable service and one which demands our deépest
gratitude. I earnestly hope that whenever you see a man in the
unifcrm of this country you will treat him kindly and invite him into
your closest friendship. He deserves it.

I would like to bring before the mmds of our bishops and priests
a need that is becoming more urgent every day as the number of our
soldiers swells, a need which they alone 'can relieve—the absolute
necessity of more priests in the service. Could you but see as I have
seen the thousands of Catholic young men on ships where there was
not a single Catholic chaplain you Would readily understa.nd how
imperative this need is. |

I came in touch with one ship having 600 Catholic boys on board
that left New York without a Catholic chaplain.” I heard confessions
on board that ship two Saturdays, and on Holy Thursday the boat
left with a non-Catholic chaplain in charge. Most of the men were
from Boston, and were Irish Catholics of the highest type. ' Many
of the men asked me if it were possible for me to go with them, but,
of course, it could not be arranged because the non-Catholic chaplain
had already been appointed. He was very kind to me, and when 1
was leaving the boat on Holy Thursday afternoon asked me if there
was anything else I could do for the benefit of the boys. I said I
did not think so, but that he might announce to the men that I was
on board and prepa.red to hear confessions. Although I thought all
the'men had received the sacrament before, I heard confessions until
about five o’clock. When the time came for the ship to leave an
officer told me that I would have to go on shore. Still there were
many boys waiting to go to confession. As chaplains we have
faculties in cases of this kind to ask all the men to make an act of
contrition.even though we have not heard their confession, and to
absolve them all together. So I absolved them, just before the ship
was ready to leave. As I was talking with the chaplaln just before
leaving, a little boy came up, and, although he was breaking the
regulatmns in doing so, when he knew that I was a pmest he took off
his hat and said: “Father are you coming with us.” I told him it
was impossible as the chaplain was already appointed. So you see
the demand for chapldins on board our ships is very urgent. I am
firmly convinced that this war is a scourge sent to the people on
account of the injustices inflicted on the Church and that it will not
end until the truths of our religion are brought to the souls of men.
Hence the sooner priests get on those ships or get into the army the
sooner will the end of the war be accomplished. I believe this most
firmly, and I wish to assure any priest who can get permission from
his blShOp that it is not only right for him to go, but it is his duty to
get into the service. I would like to have had the opportunity to
have said this in the presence of our Archblshop and Bishop, because
I would have told them in stronger words in the hope that they
would help in this work.
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One thing more. Today, there is a great wave of false teaching
going about, and it is sent abroad principally by the sect called Chris-
tian Scientists. I feel that we are not doing our duty in this matter.
Some people are kind enough to send us reading matter in the navy
yards, such as Sacred Heart Messengers and other publications, but
you know things are developing and progressing so rapidlynowadays
that such papers soon go out of date, and these magazines are of
little use except for their stories. I wrote to our bishop in New York
about this asking him to urge every Catholic paper in the United
States and every Catholic publisher, if possible to send about five
copies of their publication to every ship in the navy andevery camp
in the country. I think that really ought to be done. Just after we
arrived in the Boston yards, the ship that I am on was visited by a
Christian Scientist, who came on board with his papers. I received
him most kindly, and allowed him to distribute his papers to the men
without examining them. After a few days, however, I found one
of those papers, and on examining it discovered printed therein
certain things that were not true. I resolved that I would be more
careful and I took this paper to my room in case the inan should come
again. A few days after he came with his papers and this time I
looked rather displeased. I can look pleasant at times, but I can
also look displeased. He said: “If you do not mind, I will distribute
the papers among the men.” Isaid: “No sir, I am on this ship for
that purpose; I am appointed by the government to look over the
literature that comes on board. I will inspect your paper, and 1f
there is ahything in it that is not true the men will not get them.”
He was very much offended that I should say such words, and asked:
“Do you think there is something in these papers that is not true?”’
I said: “d have ceased thinking about it, I know it. Furthermore,
I have a paper here in which you compare the Pope to the Kaiser,
and that is not true. The paper that speaks about the Irish not
fighting to save Catholic Belgium, and such things as that tells false-
hoods of the worst type.” I told him all this in as nice a way asI
possibly could. He never appeared on the ship again. Those men,
however, will go on other ships in order to spread their venomous
literature, and for this reason I would like to see the literature given
to our men in the service in a systematic way, so that they can have
good reading without endangering their faith or morals.

In conclusion I wish to assure you once more of the inestimable
pleasure that is mine for being present here today and for having
been given the privilege of talking to you about my work. I feel
sure that in such a gathering as this the pleas I have made for the
men in service will not have been made in vain.

Toastmaster:

I have just received word to the effect that the Endowment
Fund to date amounts to approximately $30,000. $30,000 is just
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about one-tenth of what will be donated before these five years
have elapsed, when the obligations are due. We are not as numerous
as the alumni of other colleges, nor are we wealthy in money, but we
are wealthy in heart, and I believe that if we start to think seriously
of raising $300,000, we will do it in the next three years. Our loyalty
to the college has been demonstrated, our loyalty to country has been
professed, and now we will call on a young man to speak to us on a
subject that is dearest to every heart today, for we all have some
dear one carrying the colors. We will call on Mr. Shea to speak of
“Viator at the Front.”

Thomas E. Shea, ’17.—*Viator at the Front.”

~ This afternoon those men of the golden past—the men of '68, the
men of 76, and the men of every other past age in the history of our
college, have been crowned with wreaths of eternal glory woven by
eloquence that still rings in our ears so that it may seem futile even
to attempt to immortalize men of the present whose lives at Viater
have been less eventful than those of the pioneers that preceded them.
And did their immortality depend upon my poor ability alone to
win, they should sleep forever in the oblivion of ordinaries. Fortu-
nately, however, they themselves by their own illustrious deeds have
won a fame far beyond the power of any man to add or detract, for
they have given themselves to toil, to fight and if needs be to die for
the noblest cause man can espouse—the sacred cause of humanity.
When nearly four years ago mighty engines of destruction flashed
around the earth the message that Europe had become the scene of
the worst conflict the history of man could record, the world stood
aghast at the awful consequences it meant. Nation after nation
dispelled all hope of remaining immune from the scourge and plunged
itself into the seething cauldron. Why they had unsheathed the
sword no one seemed able to adequately expldin. Only they them-
selves knew there wa$ no other course open to them. All the great
nations of the earth engaged in war! All save one, for America alone
kept peace with the world—kept peace until peace was no longer
honorable. For two and a half years whilst other great nations,
bespattered with the blood of their millions, fought for victory, she
alone stood immaculate. Then suddenly the principles at stake
loomed up from the smoke of ruined cities, and arose from a wreck-
bestrewn ocean. ‘‘Humanity with all its fears, With all its hopes of
future years was hanging breathless on her fate.” Then from their
cherished homes she sent her eager millions to bare their breasts to
the enemy’s fire, to give back to that humanity the liberty with
which a law begot of infinite love had endowed it. Amongst the
first to answer the call and amongst the millions that have imitated
their example Viator men have taken their places—some who had
just begun to reap the harvest of a student’s sowing—some within a
few months of graduation, some mere boys not yet out of high school



280 THE VIATORIAN

—but all with the hearts and courage of men, ready to pay the su-
preme price. Each succeeding month saw new names added to our
roll of honor. Each succeeding month saw new stars placed upon
our service flag until now they number approximately 250.

These men have gone forth not to appease the god of vengeance,
not to make new conquests, no not even to protect their own lives,
but to give them freely as the God Man gave His on Calvary’s
heights that others might live. ‘‘Greater love than this no man
hath, that a man lay down his life for his friends.” No selfish ends
are theirs, no thought of material compensation for sacrifices freely
made. To their country they have offered their all: their brawn,
their brain and their blood that humanity might be free. Could man
sacrifice- himself for a nobler purpose? Could such a purpose enlist
nobler defenders?

If there are men whose lives of heroic sacrifice for God reflect
the spirit of ’68, if there are men whose lives reflect the spirit of '76,
and the spirit of every other age, so too there are men whose llves
and deeds today embody the #mmortal spirit of '18, and tomorrow
along with the names of those men of '68 and ’76, the 250 loyal blue
stars of our service flag that represent the loyal service of Viator at
the Front will fill the brightest of the golden pages of her history, for
all in serving humanity serve God.

Toastmaster:

I am awfully glad thar I did not belong to the college during the
time of Mr. Bradley, because he is going to give reminiscences. He
has such a manner of relating incidents, that I am afraid he would
make my minor misdemeanors appear like capital offenses. Mr.
Bradley, you can roast the life out of those who were here during the
time of ycur ‘‘Reminiscences.”” Mr. Bradley.

Myr. Richard B. Bradley, '89.—* Rewmuniscences.’’

Rev. Fathers, Ladies and Gentlemen:

The Toastmaster has been well named, especially the “Con’’ part
of it. In my pericd of existence at St. Viator’s from’86 to '89 there
was a very queer crowd of humanity gathered here, and when I
behold the gray hair of our venerable Father Marsile, I realize that
myself and my brother undoubtedly have been responsible for many
of them. We were constantly lcoking for a chance to “‘put it over”
as they say, on the people who were then our teachers. Father
Marsile’s office was just cn one side of the main entrance. I remem-
ber it very well because when we entered there we were greeted with
an affectionate smile that made you glad you came and also made
it hard to leave. Father Marsile recalls a little head peering over
his transom, and I think it must have been mine, because I was the
smallest boy in the college. If there is one word that has brought
pleasure to my life, it is that word “Congé.” 1T feel it even today,
and that is the cause of my being here.
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Brother Ryan, now Father Ryan, also stands cut very promi-
nently. Also Brother McCormick and Brother Callahan. Those
Brot ers were a father to me. It was the first time I ever was away
from home. My father left me here, and told me he would call for
me in the morning, but of course he was not there in the morning.
Then I was led out into a ballway, and introduced to my beloved
friend Brother McEachen, who was prefect of the minims. These
men never seem te grow old. I can truthfully say that Brother
McEachen and Father Marsile have chased more wrinkles caused by
frowns from boyish faces and supplanted them by the dimples caused
by smiles than any men I have ever met.

Mention was made of Father Dooling. Now to a person of my
disposition, Father Dooling was the principal character in the college.
If there was any misdemeanor in the hall, when Father Dooling’s
back was turned, Creel Quinlan or myself was sure to be blamed. I
want to tell you folks, we were made to realize the fact that Father
Docling was the prefect of discipline. He had a taking way of im-
pressing himself on the student body. Father Dooling did not believe
in arguments.” All T have fo say is that none of the big leaguers of
our day have anything on him, for his batting average was about a
thousand.

Then there was Brother Cregaan. He was the singing teacher.
Brother Creagan had an awful lot of music in him, but not much of it
ever came out. The fact is they used to have him as the death test
in the village church. Brother Creagan used to sing the requiems in
the old Church and if the corpse laid there while he was singing, 1t
sure was dead.

Another activity of importance in those times was our military
~organization of the college which was under the leadership of Briga-
dier General Grandchamp. He had enough lace on the front of his
uniform to free Ireland. If I ever were to become an historian there
is one thing I would write about and it is this. .I have been made
to realize that Germany has been preparing for nearly half a century
to begin its attack on the world, but I want to call your attention tc
the fact that the Kaiser waited until St. Viator’s military brigade
had become incapacitated for military service, before he began his
attack.

At one time, which some of you may remember, we were the vic-
tim of a German propaganda in the shape of an epidemic of sickness.
Out of 200 boys about 196 were sick. Speaking about sickness, that
reminds me that in these days that was the only way to get something
to eat. When a boy took sick, he went down to see Pere Marsile.
He would say: ‘““My boy, you are not well today?” He would allow
you to lie down on the sofa for a time, and then if you did not feel well,
he would send you to the infirmary. The sick test was as bad as
Brother Cre-gan’s death test. Anyone who was lodged in the in-
firmary was sure of getting<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>