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For HIRE For SALE

N E W collegian models with
wide - bottom  trousers,

$32.50 up. Best values in

town!

PECIAL rates to Providence

College men. Edgar J.
WHOLLEY, College Representa-
tive.

WALDORF CLOTHING CO.

212 UNION STREET
“Men's Largest Formal Clothes House in New England”

B-R-O-A-D-C-A-S-T
Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.

Gallivan & Co.

The mileage shoe for men

Best Companies—Lowest Rates %

INSURANCE A style for every require-
ment of the college year.
902 Turks Head Bldg.

Telephone Gaspee 8382

Westminster and Dorrance Sts.

ROYAL DRESS SUIT CO.

FOR HIRE  For Sale New Tuxedos
TUXEDOS oteh collar. Tong roll Tap:
with loose fitting lines and g%‘l ﬁggrir%lkl)ogsesbr ?ﬁg:?ﬁ

wide bottom trousers ished worsteds.
PRICES TO STUDENTS PRICES TO STUDENTS
$2.75 $29 and $34

ROYAL DRESS SUIT CO.

112 MATHEWSON ST. ROOMS 6-10



D. C. O'SHEA, President J. B. O'SHEA, Vice-President

W. C. KING, Secretary

O'SHEA KNITTING MILLS

Athletic Knitted Wear
for Every Sport

2414-24 NORTH SACRAMENTO AVE.

CHICAGO, ILLINOIS



“Q” Stands for Overcoats

“Oh” for your surprise and delight at finding
such good quality so moderately priced.

You really “owe” it to your pocketbook to see us
beore you buy.

Winter great coats and ulsters that match the
finest custom-made, at prices that don't

Knox and Stetson’s luxurious Velour Hats, just the
thing to wear now with your heavy coat. They
look like a million dollars, but they are priced
very moderately.

Browning Kings & C o.

Westminster and Eddy Streets
Providence

QUALITY
Church Goods
Books
BUILDING
BETTER Tickets to and from Europe
BODIES

The difference between the strong,
husky athlete and the pale, anaemic
boy is often a matter of diet.

DRINK MILK
PROVIDENCE DAIRY
COMPANY

157 West Exchange Street
Phone Union 4236

JOSEPH M. TALLY

506-512 WESTMINSTER STREET



E. A. TULLY

PHOTOGRAPHER
DISCOUNT TO PROVIDENCE COLLEGE STUDENTS

489 WESTMINSTER STREET

William F. Casey

MEN’'S AND YOUNG MEN'S WALDORF LUNCH
CLOTHING, FURNISHINGS
HATS AND SHOES
EAT OUR LUNCHES AND
LIVE FOREVER
With

KENNEDY'S

Located in 35 Cities

Westminster and Dorrance

Streets

CHARTER BREAD IS GOOD BREAD

BATASTINI BROS. CO.

PROVIDENCE, R. I.



MODERATELY PRICED
STUDY LAMPS

Here, in The Electric Shop you will find
just the study lanp that best suits your
requirements.  Best of al, they are
moderately priced to suit every purse.

$2.00 up.

THE ELECTRIC SHOP

Narragansett Electric Lighting Conyany
Turks Head Building

CHOCOLATES AND BON BONS
PROVICENCE MACE—HRESH DALY

PROVIDENCE
PANTUCKET VACONSOCKET



THE HOTEL DREYFUS

CORNER WASHINGTON AND MATHEWSON STREETS
ALONGSIDE OF THE EMERY THEATRE

THE ARCADIA CAFETERIA
(SBFFME)

UNDER THE ARCADIA DANCE HALL
ALONGSIDE OF THE STRAND THEATRE
Cormer of Washington and Clerence Streets

Qen o 8p m (Oreyfis neregener)

THE CASINO
NARRAGANEETT PIER

CPEN DECCRATION DAY TO LABCRDAY

PLANTO SPEND YOURVACATION
AT THE PIER THIS SUMMVER

THE MOBT BEAUTIRUL, LIUXLRIOUS AND ENTRANCOING SPOT
ONTHEATLANTICEABOARD  LESSTHANDMLES
FROM PROVCENCE



20 Mathewson Street

Providence, Rhode Island

Save on Heating

Hati hone is 1 emﬁ% Narragansett
Hotel
Ar I-&ter Weyhosset and Domance Streets

W s S
%Jm% M‘ﬁ% ZDR H%m

el &%% 5 o0 by e
Richardson “Perfect” Tﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁ%ﬂg

Warm Air Heater Qnvetionard B et Hills

Braky & McLaughlin Teedhore Lhion 7120
BAMS  Podde R

JOSEPH H. GAINER
MAYOR



NORTON?'S

NO CHARGE FOR EXTRA PASSENGERS

UNion 7000

JAMES H. LYNCH & CO.
CONCRETE CONTRACTORS
75 Westminster Street

Providence, R. I.

O’'DONNELL & CO., INC.

THOMAS E. ODONNELL JOHN F. O'DONNELL
President Treasurer

INSURANCE
OF ALL KINDS
48 Custom House Street

Providence, R. I
Established by Thomas E. O’Donnell in 1894
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The Gift of the Cross

A ribbon, a palm, and a metal cross,

A nation’s gift for a mother’s loss.

A dull, dead thing for a young, bright life
Seems weak return as the dark, keen knife
Of awful grief cuts quick and cold

To rob a life of all it holds.

A ribbon, a palm, and a metal cross!
A heartlesss missive, and life is dross.
And yet this cross is more than all.
"Twould seem to be to you, who call
It dull, dead thing and weak return

For a heart that throbbed and loved and burned.

A ribbon, a cross, and a golden palm
Are proof to me that naught can harm
A boy who fought and died for right.
For from the cross there shines a light,
Which as | gaze, makes small the loss

Of life, and great the Gift of Cross.

W. Harold O'Connor, '26.



The Way to Prosperity

HILE wishing all our friends and neighbors a

Happy and Prosperous New Year, little do we

realize the happiness and prosperity that would

result by bringing labor and capital to work co-
operatively and with greater efficiency. Our industrial prog-
ress for years has been hindered by industrial tyranny and the
decadence of labor’s independence.

This problem affects all vitally, for nearly everyone be-
longs to one or the other of these two classes. And when
we reflect that this conflict—not of modern origin, but ex-
isting for centuries—has inflicted the most severe hardship
upon the laborer, and has sometimes caused serious financial
difficulties and losses to the financier, then do we realize how
fundamental to our well-being, will the union of these two
factors prove to be.

The distinction between master and workman is as old
as history. With history's advance we see the introduction
of the Guilds, merchant and craftsman. The former was com-
posed of traders who arranged prices and regulated com-
merce ; the latter of laborers who arranged methods of work.
In this time the laborer used his own tools; was more his
own master, with greater independence than his descendent
of today. We find that when his independence was lessened,
the gap between master and workman was widened. With
the rapid growth of industrial enterprises the “Guild System”
was found inadequate and was replaced by the “Domestic
System." By the introduction of machinery, man was de-
prived of the rights he had enjoyed under the Guild System
by using his own tools. The workmen were now placed in
shops furnished by wealthy men; were at their command and
easily imposed upon. Now the workers made a feeble at-
tempt to organize and protect themselves. It was that same
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belief “In Union there is Strength,” which led craftsmen to
combire; professors and students to unionize, in early uni-
versity days; that induced these workers to combine for
their protection and security against perpetrated wrongs and
agitate for better social and industrial conditions.
_ With the inception of the Mechanical Age much of man’s
skill has been erented tSJ%/ mechines o that the inde-
ence of the laborer wes still lessened.  The disgraceful
oconditions under which labor had to work—minimizing its
utility—forcing the workers to be at their places of employ-
ment as early as four or five olock and remain within the
confines of the workshop until eight or nire in the evening,
Were obstaclers\ert]o industrial pr%grﬁ.pp ) red

Picture then, if you can, the iness that rei in
the homes of these t?/rgjd men. What of their mnitieﬁ
for pleasure, enj and abowe all, education? How cruel
it seens today, that mere infants of seven and eight years,
were forced 0 enter these factories, lacking a%mserrblame
of education! These appaling conditions have been elimin-
ated, but only after years of agitation and legislation.

The idea had dawned upon the laborer, that as his pre-
decessors had gained little ex  combination, he should
also enter into a society to better his condition. How well

have acoonplished_their aim is wwitten history, but
what we wish to know is how they can continue théir line
of action and eﬂ;:gwsh the spark of dissension and dispute
between capital and labor, that burst into a great con-
flagration threatening the life of the nation.

To bring prosperity and happiness, as permanent charac-
teristics cfngA?mrPc%nt%ndwttr?g]Iife, vvi_llp‘raequire that em+
plg%ers assume a more democratic attitude when dealing
with their workers; and. Iaboagglve its greatest energy, agi-
) Levcn, S, e rely oy et by

uardi el oratory di radi-
cals, %\Jmn%rggg] is “\/\hatg][))/tywrs is r?/ine.’
~ Too often have our Captains of Industry ruled with an
iron hand, and while reaping limitless forfunes have pre-
vented the rays of progress to illumine the weary hour of
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the worker. It seems every forward movement is heralded
by these men as detrimental to our own well-being. In Eng-
land during the eighteenth century, manufacturers claimed
that to reduce the hours of labor would mean the surrender
of England’s industrial leadership. Despite the predictions,
the hours were shortened, and Britain still retained her
leadership.

The nineteenth century saw greater advancement, but
only after a great struggle accompanied with hardships for
the workers and many financial troubles for the employer.

The recent experiences of the Coal Mine, Railroad, and
Cotton Mill Strikes, have given us a sad, but true spectacle,
of the suffering, pain, privations—unescapable in such times
—of the laborer, and the plight of the owner with millions
of dollars in machinery at a standstill producing nothing.

At times we have the manufacturer arrogant, selfish,
refusing to listen to reasonable demands, and labor too in-
flamed to compromise; too biased to reconsider. Here lies
the root of our trouble, and the greater the degree in which
these opposing forces work together the greater shall our
purpose be attained.

We are not to consider labor and capital only in the
aspect of the young man who views capital as the Gibraltar
of Power; and labor as merely the trudging routine by
which a worker ekes out his existence. Later, as the youth
grows older, he discovers more worthy motives: the former
is a business corporation seeking returns for invested capital;

the latter conscientious men striving to sustain and educate
their families.

Lincoln says, “Labor is prior to and independent of
capital. Capital is only the fruit of labor and could not have
existed if labor had not first existed.” Labor then, is to be
dealt with at least fairly, and since labor has contributed
to the surplus profits of concerns, it is just that they receive
a part, to the extent of human working hours and reasonable
wages.

It is our sincere belief that when man is considered not
as a producing automaton, or a cog of machinery, but as a



1% Providence College Alerrbic

social being and factor, an i rtantllrklnttechalnof
prosperlty then, and not until then, will al plans be

With regret we have seen the passing of labor’s
ﬁreat dwle?t?gﬁ ggrmel passrﬁas
|s entlre life to Iabor and its progress Sad it is, that we
his great services that al tended to
br|n gl and laborinto closer relation. t he has
done for industrial pr ress maK never be equalled by man.
A& hope that Iaborwl ut forth another courageous leader,
that_ e will, with the great suooess of Gormpers as his in-
centive, strive to meke nore amicable the feeling between
laborer and nrester.
Let the enployer treat labor as an important social factor;
and labor raglrlgt%vmrkl enert |ncalPl(3)/, repelling the ex-
of radicalismand cI05| thelr ears to their wailings.
ws have mutual agreement; Sides considering
tlons on their merit, and our modern age will take great
strides toward happlnass and prosperity.

Frandis V. Reyndds, "6



On Reaching Twenty-One

How anxious | have been to see this day;
Have thrilled with all its glory in my dreams.
A man of twenty-one! How old it seems

When innocence is young and heart is gay.

The sight | phantomed in my childish way
Of how the moon would shine with silver gleams
Of smiling hope amid the stars, soft streams

That sent their benedictions with each ray.

Alas! The time is come and all is dark.
There is no glowing star to greet my eye;
The moon is hid behind a passing cloud.

But why should | expect this night to spark,
Or wait to see the moon light up the sky,
When | do naught to help dispel its shroud.

Thomas P. Carroll, "25.



Revenge Was Sweet

HE 6 o'clock bell rang out. The tense feeling
which had prevailed all day in Wichita's Biggest
and Best Store gave way to one of relief. Tired
faces lost their care-worn look. Last-minute sales
were hurriedly completed. Covers were thrown over the
merchandise remaining on the counters. Lights were dimmed.
Groups of clerks were soon leaving the store. All seemed in
a great hurry to get home, for this was New Year's Eve and
they desired to start their celebrating as early as possible.

That is nearly all, for there was one who appeared to be
in no hurry to leave the store. He stood in the office balcony
looking down over the now empty store. He contrasted its
present quiet with the noisy bustle which had predominated
during the last three days. He was justly proud of that com-
motion, for he knew that it was the result of his work as ad-
vertising manager. It was he who had brought such crowds
to the big sale, held annually by the store. His glance rested
on the huge sign which hung below him, “Happy New Year
to AIl.” To him it seemed but an empty thought. He was
alone in a big city, at least big as Western cities go. He had
arrived in Wichita but a few short months before, coming at
the request of his friend and former classmate, Bob Murray,
who had inherited this vast business.

He wondered why he had left little old New York to
come to such a one-horse towns as this. Yes, Bob had
been a good persuader, he had pointed out what a host of
friends he would make; how much greater were his chances
of rising to the top in the West than in crowded New York,
where everyone was engaged in the mad struggle for success.
He had been a little fed up with New York, and to a man just
out of the service, it did seem like a good opportunity. No,
he wasn’t really sorry that he had come, but where were all
those friends that Bob was so sure he would make? True,
he had been out with Bob many times but somehow he had
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never had the time to allow these budding acquaintances to
reach the full bloom of friendship. He had been eager to
make a success of this sale and had spent many hours devis-
ing ways and means of putting it across.

“Well,” he thought grimly, “I sure made good on the job,
but a lot that means tonight. | crave excitement. Suppose
I may as well go in and see what Bob has on for tonight, may-
be we can kill a couple of hours together.” His thought be-
came action, and he strode across to the office, which had that
awe-inspiring word “President” written on the door. Dis-
daining to knock, he thrust open the door and found his friend
sitting at the desk looking over some reports of the day’'s
business.

“Hello, old boy,” he said, looking up with a smile, “judg-
ing from the way you put this sale over, | won't have to ap-
ply for a suite in the poorhouse right away.”

“Yeh, it went all right, but | didn't come in here to receive
the laurel wreath. | want some excitement, kind of fed up
with work. What say to stepping out tonight?”

“Sorry, Jim, but | am all dated up to go to a dance with
Tess.”

“Well, what of that, can’t you fix it up for me? You've
dragged me out many times before, why not now? To tell
the truth, this New Year’'s Eve feeling has sort of got hold of
me, so | am not anxious to be alone tonight, and you know
how sociable that gang is where | have my rooms.”

“Gee, Jim, | am sorry, but | don’t think it can be done.
You see, this is a sort of a special dance. The girls have a
little club which they call the Spinsters’ Club, for no reason
at all, unless it be that almost all of them are engaged. Well,
every New Year's Eve they run this dance and each member
invites some friend of hers. The fellow isn't supposed to
know by whom he is invited, as all he receives is an invita-
tion to attend, which states that on his arrival, he will be
handed over to the unknown hostess.”

“1t sounds like a good time, isn’'t there anyway you can
get me a bid?”

“Of course | can try, but | am afraid the chances are slim.
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Being engaged to Tess, | know from whom my invitation
came. There has to be just an even number. However, I'll
ask Tess and see what she says. There may be a chance and
if there is you can be sure she will do so. | am going to meet
her in about 10 minutes and I'll ask her then. Suppose | call
you up at your rooms and let you know how | make out,
how’ll that be?”

“Great, but try hard to make it, for you have aroused my
curiosity and | sure would like to go there tonight.”

“Oh, I'll try hard enough, but remember it is only a slim
chance, so don’t count too much on it. | must beat it now, or
I'll be late for my date. [I'll call you about 7:30. Take care,
till then.”

With this remark, Bob grabbed his coat and hurried out.
He was soon followed by his triend, who, now that he saw
a chance for an entertaining evening, was once more feeling
right with the world. It was so pleasant outside that he
walked home, enjoying the clear crisp air of the December
evening. Arriving at his rooms he was surprised to see that
he had taken over an hour for his walk home. Bob had al-
ready called up and had left word that he had been unsuccess-
ful in his attempt. Jim broke off his whistling in the middle
of a bar. Once more all the joy had gone out of life.

He slumped into a chair and sat gazing out at the stars.
He thought of other New Year's Eves he had enjoyed; his
last one he had spent in the home of some French peasants.
How happy he had been that night. His regiment had just
received orders which would bring them back to God's coun-
try once more. He thought of the New Year’'s Eves he had
passed while at college. What fun he had had. He smiled
as he recalled his last year at Harwood. He had gone with
the Glee Club on their annual trip during the Christmas holi-
days. That fall he had been the captain of the most success-
ful football team ever produced at Harwood, and as a result
he had received a royal reception everywhere the Glee Club
gave aconcert. Especially was he welcomed by the girls.

Girls! wouldn’t he like to be with some of them tonight.
They sure had filled his cup to overflowing that trip. Sud-
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denly, out of the haze of mental pictures, one became quite
distinct. It was the image of a girl he had had a dance with
that trip, or rather only part of a dance, as someone had
dragged him away in the middle of it so that he might not
lose the train. And he hadn’t even got her name. What a
chump he had been to forget that. But altho he had forgot-
ten to obtain her name, he had never forgotten those blue
eyes which had been the cause of his forgetfulness. What
eyes they were, always smiling, no, rather say, laughing,
dancing eyes; eyes that seemed to sparkle with the very joy
of life. How many times he had seen those eyes in the pic-
tures brought up by memory. If only he had known enough
to get her name, things might be different. Then, maybe, he
wouldn’t be spending New Year’s Eve alone. Well, he had
forgotten, so why dream about it. ’

Shaking off the fit of depression which had come over
him, he switched on the light, and getting up, changed to
lounging clothes. Selecting a book and lighting his pipe, he
settled down for a quiet evening, when a sharp rap was heard
at his door. On opening it, he was confronted by a small
messenger boy, who handed him an envelope.

“Well,” he thought, “I wonder what this is?” Breaking
the seal, he drew out an engraved card which read:

“The pleasure of your presence is requested by the
Spinsters” Club at their ANNUAL NEW YEAR’S EVE RE-
.CEPTION, to be held at the Wichita Country Club on De-
cember the thirty-first at 9 o’clorik,

“Good old Bob,” he exclaimed, “he did get me a bid after
all.”

“Any answer, Mister?” interrupted a plaintive voice.

“No, I guess not. But wait a minute, who gave this to you
to bring here?”

“Oh, there was a lady came in the office and told me to
hurry with it.”

“Do you know who she was?”

“Gee no, mistgr, didn’t I tell you she just came in and give
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it to me and told me to hurry. She sure was a swell looker
though.”

Seeing there was no chance here of getting information
as to whom had invited him to the dance, he slipped a bill into
the hand of the waiting boy, and was given “Thanks, a Hap-
py New Year, Mister.”

Once more his spirits were up in the clouds. He glanced
at his watch and saw that he would have to hurry to get to
the club on time. Rushing thru his dressing, he was soon
ready, and calling a taxi, he gave the driver instructions to
drive to the Country Club with as much speed as possible.
When he entered the club he was directed to the smoking
room, where the male guests had assembled. Spotting his
friend Bob in the crowd, he hailed him and thanked him for
securing the invitation.

“Don’'t thank me, Jim, | didn't get you any invitation.”
“You didn't! Then who did?”

“l don’t know. Must be some girl in the club who knows
“But | tell you I didn't even know the club existed until
you mentioned it tonight.”

“Well, you have one and you are here, so why worry?
You'll be given a number in a moment, and then you must
find the girl who has the same number. She will be the one
from whom you received your invitation, and she will be
your partner for the evening.”

Just then the numbers were handed out. Jim found his
to be thirteen. Well, that didn’t mean a thing to him. His
luck was good, and no thirteen could spoil it for him. They
were requested to form a line, each one taking the position in
the line that accorded with his number.

The orchestra started to play “Hail, the Conquering
Hero.” As the line entered the ballroom, each guest was
joined by a member of the club, and after promenading
around the hall, the orchestra shifted from the march strain
to a popular fox trot and the floor was soon covered with
dance-loving couples.
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As Jim was joined by his partner of the evening, he asked
to whom he was indebted for the invitation.

“Why surely you know me. You haven't forgotten me
have you?”

“l must confess that you have the better of me. That
cute little mask you have on, spoils what little chance | had
of recognizing you.”

“Be patient, you know everything comes to him who
waits. We will have to unmask at supper.”

“Well, I suppose I shall have to be patient, but tell me,
why did you send me the invitation?”

“Oh, revenge is sweet.”

Revenge! Ye gods and godesses, what had he ever done
to this fair young maid. As the evening progressed, he stud-
ied his companion. Who was she? Surely he knew her. He
had heard that voice somewhere. But who was she? The more
he tried to find out, the more those eyes laughed at him. Who
could she be? Where had he known her? Why had she in-
vited him? Such thoughts as these bewildered his mind for
the next couple of hours. But at last came the signal for the
supper, and what was more important to him, the time for un-
masking. Now he should find out who his unknown friend
was.

He was so anxious to help her unmask that his fingers
seemed all thumbs. But finally the trick was done, and he
saw a smiling face lifted up to him.

“Well, Mr. Anxious, do you know who I am now?”

The look of puzzlement which had been on his face all
evening gave way to one of bewilderment. Who was this girl ?
There was something familiar about her. Where had he seen
that smiling face before? It wasn’'t anyone he had met since
coming to Wichita, and he was equally certain that it was not
anyone he knew at home. Who could she be? Might as well
throw himself on her mercy and confess that she had him in
a hole.

“Say, who are you, anyway ? | know | have met you, but



144 Providence College Alembic

when and where, is beyond me. Your name slips my mind.
Try as | will, I cannot recall it.”

“Recall it, why you never knew it.”

“Oh, but, I must have, | am sure | have met you some
place.”

“Yes, perhaps | can help your memory. You know once
upon a time, there was a girl who went to a dance given for
a college glee club, and during the evening she met and
danced with the famous football captain, but he had met so
many girls that evening, that he didn't show enough interest
to ask her name.”

“1 know who you are now. | knew those eyes had smiled
at me before. I must thank you for the invitation. But how
is it | haven't met you in Wichita before?”

“Oh, | have been away teaching school, and only came
home yesterday. | was talking with Tess tonight. She told
me about Bob trying to fix things up for you. | found out it
was the famous halfback of other years, so not saying any-
thing to Tess, | sent the invitation. Are you glad?”

“You're tooting | am; but where does the revenge come
in?”

“Oh, | said ‘Revenge is sweet.’ See?”

And he saw.

Charles H. Young, Jr., '25.



Spectre

When once at eve | walked alone
In twilight's fairy afterglow,
From out the dusk there came a moan
Quite sad and weird and long and low.
And through the stillness of the night
Came hitter words, so filled with hate
They sped the fleeting ray of light.
“Youth I am, he who flees from Fate.”

John J. Hayes, '27.



HAPPINESS

T seems to me that all men, after a fashion, are
simply other Ponce de Leons, persistently search-
ing for some greatly desired object. We all crave
the much-sought-for Spirit of Happiness, and we
are willing—oh, greatly so—to go miles and miles out of our
way in order that we might satisfy our primary longing.
Even as far as poor Ponce went if we thought that, in the
end, we would be able to attain our single ambition.
Ponce de Leon believed that he would find real Happiness
in Eternal Youth, so he sought the Fount which he
thought would forever keep the gray beard from his chin.
Possibly he was right in so thinking, but, since no one has
yet found this Fount, it is impossible for us to know whether
or not true Happiness is to be enjoyed only by the Eternal
Youth. Others, such as Aquinas, have resorted to books as
the genuine dispensers of perfect Joy, while numerous others
follow Dante into the realm of Poetry to search for the
Treasured Quest. Then again, we hear of many pledging
their allegiance to Art as did Raphael, or to Architecture or
Sculpture as did Michael Angelo, all imbued with the same
ardent feeling—to obtain Happiness. Many others felt—
and so do many now feel—that the elusive Spirit must be
captured only in the study of the Sciences or in the office of
Teaching, just as Albertus Magnus was impressed. To the
class of Charlemagne many another belongs, since he is of
the opinion that only Rulers know what it is to be truly
happy, while opposed to these we have the champions of
Napoleon, who believe with him that only the gratifying of
selfish ambition can induce the Retiring Mood to share it-
self. Then consider the mighty host of Shakespearian ne-
ophytes, (whom | oftimes deem the most disillusioned of
all)—seranading the Universally Beloved with their humble
pens.
Nor are these all, for we have the Columbuses, the
Luthers, the Raleighs, the Lenins, the Washingtons, the
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Lincolrs, the Wilsons, each of whom seeks Happiness in his
particular field of endeavor. To these must be added the
glorious Unknown Hero and his innurerable Warrior Com
panions and their archenerry, the Wartime Profiteer.  Also,
in days, we have the Gompers and Rockefellows and
Fords and Bryans, al longing for the Happy Spirit, but each
seeking it in"a different sphere of enterprise. )
Does it not strange that all these men—each in
the same quest—should have' chosen such varied labors in
which to find Happiness? _Sure%,)rreal Jgel cannot possibly
be found in every occupation.  Nor can it be said that the
Happiness of the Student will be similiar to that of the Sten-
%pmr,_ or of the Athlete, or ineer, or Clerk.  The
vict, if he has iness, cannot conpare his to the
Saint’s, nor the Plumber to the Banker’s, These thoughts,
then, copel us to question ourselves: what is real Happi-
ness? Do all experience the sae degrees of the feeling?
Does it arise from differert sources? it not a common
and special origin? o
IT ve were not asking what real Happiness is, the an-
swer to the first question would be as varied as there are
different characters in the world. But, since we do not ask
for one individual’s definition of Iness rather than the
universal meaning of the word, we find ourselves somewhat
at sea to pick out a comprehensive explanation of the term
The first understanding we cone to is that the word nust
inply a certain contentrent with life in general; and, of
course, that means that the happy one is essertially at peace,
first, with his Cod, and second, with his fellowren. It is
inpassible to conceive a real, true iness in which either
of the above qualities is lacking. urally resulting from
cortentrrent with life there has to be a particular joy in liv-
;r;tf; it; that is to say, since we are content—not necessarily
isfied—and since we find a joy in living, we must have a
desire to live | in this state of iness.  This is so
We are at peace with men. ,. N0 matter how
much we may want to live because of this joy, we must
never be impressed that it were better to live than to die
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And this is true because we are friends with our Meker. It
would indeed be a queer kind of Happiness which would re-
iect the joys of an eternal Heaven In preference to the de-
|ghts€faer2i)rtal Earth. Thusmetlmeto theﬁrstmlg
sion that r iness is primerily dependent upon t
condition of our pgoody beraowptgﬂtthe
evil never.

We then query wether everyone feels the |den:|cal
amount of Happiness. At first thought it must be appar
that not all experience the same degrees of the feeling, but
that the sensation is depemlent on circunstances of enviom-

ment and intelligence. Granted that two-girls—ene very
poor and the other ionall wealt re identical in
goodn&ss of heart, does i at, when both were

presented with aflfty dollar wnst watd1 both would ke pos-
sessed of the similiar degree of iness? 1S it not more
natural to believe that the poorer child would find greater
oy in her gift, since it is possibly the first wetch se ever
| while the daughter of the ri have received three
or four sich gifts before this one? too, & an ex-
pected outcoe of the conditions ofervvlomrrmt we have the
questlon of intelligence taking an active part in deciding the
|on of the sensation of Happiness. It is more than

evident that a cannibal would never enjoy flyi

in an alrp ane, while a Wl Street banker could never reli
a meal mixed by the foot of the camnibal’s wife. Then, we
draw our inference—that an identical degree of I—bp-
P not produced in two individuels by the same sensa-
ion, but that the proportion of the feeling depends on the

enviomment and intellectual attainments of the individuel.
The next question is, “Whence Happiness?” Of course,
|ts first source is found in God, but is there not some act on
g)art that induces the Creator to bless us with this prized
Indeed there is and this act is labor. It is when we
busy in sore sort of work that we find we are most
|IkE| t0 be in a happy mood, because contentrment cannot
where there is laziness, and contentrment is the prere-
qU|S|te of real Happiness. Havmg our mind engaged pre-

glft
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cludes the passibility of lacking action, but, if we were not
active, it must be apparent that we could not be cortent, for
restlessness sets in where there is inactivity, and not being
content we could not be . SOwe core to the decision
that the secondary source of this greatly desired quality is
to be found inwork.  But is there not some special kind of
labor that will produce Happiness_ nore effectively than any
other kind? To this we answer in the affimmetive.  Since
there are different degrees of this quality there must be cer-
tain activities that result in a more marked degree of the
mood.  After a little thought we corre to the gpinion that the
Bgspeaal 1 r)of labor nea;nt IS sacrifice. thmﬂi \I’Aﬂ% smuIE it
Sacrifice’ , plain enou% is | work is
nue_pleasirg%(%ﬁ tﬁe AXt_hor Happiress, since by
working for others at the sagrifice of our own interests we
are but p_ractlg:%; those qualities of unselfishness, hurrble
mortification, and brotherly love, which Christ taught us.
Hence, to our firel point.  If we wish to be geninely
while on earth, we must, first, be at with G
i our humen brothers.  And then, provioed we labor in
loving sacrifice, will we find the only true and lasting Happi-
ness—ot the kind the world knows, but the sincere Happi-

ness of Peace.
Sephen M Murray, 27,



Celeste

Some fairy princess sweet

Art thou, Celeste;

Or Helen’s kin to greet

This Paris’ quest.

And more; a violet lone

With beauty fair and charm untouched! Pure flower
From Venus sent, or Juno’'s bower,

Thou art, Celeste, my own.

E. George Cloutier, '27



THE OBSERVER

S a rule, we respectfully listen to the words of a
noted educator. Because of the respons Wltm
he has attained, we assure that his ledge is
fairly broad. Possibly, then, it becomes that edu-
cator’s duty to think twice before he speaks, since his dic-
tates are as so meny articles of faith to a multitude of people.
1 speaking on delicate topics he must be doubly careful;
especially if he desires to maintain his authoritative position.
A men who chooses for his subject of discourse, the
question of the relative worth of peoples, and their achpta-
bility to American citizenship standards, Is treading on un-
certain ground.  As yet, mankind has not learmed, thorough-
ly, how to tread on uncertain ground, and certainly
perfection of this undevel , does nat lie within the
province of an individual educator, regardless of his
and local greatness. This educator, speaking in an eastemn
city, asserted that a certain race does not assimilate, and
that another stock has not yet been assimilated into the
American nationality. Aside from the fact that one can fird
countless members ‘of both these maligned peoples who are
model Aericans, there till remains, apart from the falsity
of the gentleman’s statement, the puerile practice of dis-
cussing racial worth.  To avoid such method of discourse
is to appIsY in a universal menner, the admirable practice of
tending strictly to ones own affairs.

~Who is a capable or fit arbitrator to set a criterion by
which model Americans are to be judged?  What men is
there, ijﬁuat%credd%, who will"point his finger at ag?/
ore stock, and declare that they are genuine Americans; all
others but infringements on their holy copyright? There
is no men sufficiently wise to act in the former case; and
none o0 foolish, as fo attempt the latter. Every stock of
people is an integral factor in the maintenance of our Re-
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public.  Every stock is fully capable of producing men whom
we are proud to call fellon-Arrericans, In fact, every race
hes produced them A men, who in public address, attempts
to adjudicate the worth of various Ipe%lg to America,
should either be silenced or qg:d. t does not take very
'Itongtakfor petofgledange mrtlds_ arﬁ%'re fl Ie'brt ch
0 take wp this rous topic, pply laming tor
Sfeohacml h?t/\;enldlto the American tnka'et;/onal %tructure. hea&{/lTle
e are unawere when are trampi

on dangerous gr)o/urd. They need to be_\/\arargg—n\g/ery_e[x
phati andy The country has had a surfeit of these individ-
uals and organizations, whose only aim waes the segregation
of the very races that meke up the American national unit,
Educators, as well as others, can leave this question severely
dlore. BEvery men hes it In his r to becone a
American, and it matters not what blood flows in his \eirs.
Do not criticise harshly the.\g% Your neighbor sings the
Sarsiagedl?ﬁrer. Try eam the second verse
yourself.

_ Weare used to the simile of the melting pot in describ-
ing the manner of racial assimilation into the American unit.
Such, in a way, is inexact. A men can be just as truly
American if he remenbers and cherishes the traditions of
his native sail, than if he had these remembrances boiled out
of him The ideals that mede him a loyal subject of a former
sovereign, Will meke him a true_ Anerican.” The result of
the melting pot isa mess devoid of individual color and
characteristics.  This country is enphatically not a melting
Fa. A& are not a group of colorless individlels, expression-
ess, and inert.  The same spirit that prompted our ancestors
to form lasting traditions In a foreign land, must be kept
alive, to enable us to produce a fervent national ardor here.
~Anoted educator—not the sae one who made the in-
judicious remarks described previously—ence likened this
country to a fabric, in the weaving of which, the children
of every clire O&rtaken. They are colorful threads that
are conjoined to others to form & beautiful design.  Here
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every national characteristic is preserved, and all are woven
together into a picturesque whole. This figure is more aptly
drawn.- We refuse to be a melting pot into which is dumped
every conceivable ingredient. Here, where there is no care-
ful plan, no worthwhile design results. The melting pot
idea would put all its trust in fate—and a nation does not
succeed when it trusts solely in fate.

We have thus far mentioned two gentlemen whose
business it is to educate the young. While we are still in
the mood, let us deal with another. This third made certain
remarks concerning that which is his job. He was suf-
ficiently discrect not to talk about things of which he had
but a confused notion. This man is a Commissioner of Edu-
cation—an important and responsible position. He recently
advocated that the teaching of religion be placed in the cur-
riculum of the public schools. There never was a greater
mistake than that of making the school system God-less. In
an attempt to tolerate every religious teaching, they for-
bade all. Today it is a grave misdemeanor to mention the
name of the Creator in the classroom. It might offend some
child’'s sensibilities to be told that he, and the world, was
created by an infinite God. The action of this official cannot
be praised too highly. His next step should be to exert
every effort in making his idea practicable. The sooner that
morality and moral responsibility are infused into the pagan
minds of the school children, the better will be the country.
To consider that the children of certain religious denomina-
tions be taken in charge each week by their particular clergy-
men, and drilled, in their religious fundamentals, gives one
satisfaction. It is a better cause for elation than the institu-

tion of a third party or the passage of a half dozen new
Constitutional amendments.

T. Henry Barry, '25.
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New Year’'s Day will have come and gone
THE NEW by the time this issue of the ALEMBIC is
YEAR read, but nevertheless it is necessary to men-
tion the New Year, at least. Countless resolutions will be
made on New Year's Eve and countless resolutions will
be broken on New Year's Day. So it has been for
a long, long time, and so will it be for an equally long
time. And after all, what do resolutions amount to, in the
average life? Especially New Year's resolutions? Some
cynic once remarked that laws were made to be broken, and
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the more one sees of resolutions, the more one becomes in-
clined to think that they serve the same purpose.

When a man—-or woman, reaches his or her majority,
his life is usually firmly moulded, either one way or the
other. It is orderly or disorderly, slovenly or systematized,
right or wrong, according to environment and the strength
of character of the one living it. As the sapling is bent, so
groweth the tree, which is trite, but true. All the resolutions
in the world cannot bring about a change in a man'’s life un-
less the man himself has the power and the will to change.
And that is why so many resolutions are broken, because
man, collectively, has not the power and the firmness of will
to mend his ways. Where the transformation to be brought
about is great, there will human nature show its weakness,
its woeful weakness. There have been exceptions, and there
will be exceptions, and the power for reformation will con-
tinue to struggle, but on every hand there will be the result
of man’s first weakness. If the sapling of youth is straight
and true, and seeks the light of the sun, so will the tree of
later life be sturdy and strong, nor will each year mark an-
other series of broken resolutions.

A word to the Freshman! It seems al-

THE FRESH- most painful to have to record the fact
MAN that this year's Freshman Class has the
least college spirit of all the classes. They

started out magnificently by adopting the wearing of the
Freshman caps and forming their own debating society, but
after these activities their enthusiasm waned and they seemed
to retreat into their shells, tortoise-like. To our knowledge
the interclass football game was not played; an unheard of
thing at Providence. The annual Freshman-Sophomore game
was always an outstanding event of the scholastic year, not
only to the members of the competing classes, but to the upper-
classmen and factulty. Either the Freshman class is composed
of carpet-baggers (those fellows who take their bundle of vol-
umes and rush downtown to a theatre, or stand on a corner,
and never engage in any collegiate activity) or they are stu-
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dential jellyfishes, caring not a whit which the world
qoes, V\agsf followingn%he crond. vvay

I the Freshmen who refuse to take part in extra-cur-
riculum activities, were leaders in their classes, or lived in the
library, or worked after class hours, then there would be a
legitimate reason for their not being represented in these en-
dea\mmﬂ . But nEchey atr)? % Eitl rtggy have b%l:%egforéty

lexes or inferiori lexes or they are a

Van Winkles.  Listening to sore of their conversations soorq
dispels the idea that they have inferiority conplexes, but on
the other eh(aj]rd#1 %Iqsq iscloses tmoffa% that they ar_erhe not
overpovered with their own sense of self-importance.  There
is but one conclusion.  They must be sommambulists, under
the sway of hypnasis, and needing someore to bring them to
CONSCIOUSNESS.

In former years, the ALEIVBIC has received some very
fire writing from the Freshman classes, but this year not oe
Freshman contribution has been printed. The” Sophormore
class writes the bulk of the verse, and is ably assisted by the
Juniors and Seniors, while the articles and stories are nmeinly
submitted by Seniors. It seerrs that the Freshman class is
the only student group that is shirking. 1t had been the
of the present staff of editors to Pr.‘%llsh ore issue of t

IC, written and edited solely by Freshmen, but at the
present time, this looks inpossible.” SO far, not one menber
of the Freshman class is on the Staff. There are but five
months left in which the Freshmen can redeem thenrselves.
Let us see what the Class of 28 can—and will—b.

Bewarel \What corresponds to the Ides of

CAVE! March approaches, In a very short time, the first
~ semester examinations will bé upon us.  Last year,
examinations left some painful memories and a_number of
ng men found themselves devoid of a college in which to
pursue the even tenor of their way. This year history may re-
t itself—elisagreesbly. There'is only one way to stave off

he attack, and that is, attack first, %odofferse is the best
defense, as any pugilist or football will tell you. Every
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oollege in the country is becoming more stringent in its schol-

astic requirements, and as a comsequence, the student bodies

will have to study more and work a little harder. Vhich will

rt}ot h)grt ntthe menbers of the student bodies to any apprecia-
e extent.

The faculty has more than half warni
those _needir%\;/\_y/aming% it most certainl mb%heir QZ%
fault if they Tail to heed the kind advice. [n the few remain-
ing weeks, study methodically, not in long stretches and then
nore at all, but mep out your work according to a fixed sched-
ue. Put forth an honest effort and your conscience will be
satisfied.  Aword to the wise is sufficient. Take this preach-
ment for what it is worth.



COLLEGE CHRONICLE

. On Tuesday, December 16, a solemn Requiem
Reqwem Mass was sung in the college chapel for the repose
Mass of the soul of Michael J. Galliher, father of the
Reverend Dean of Providence College. The celebrant was the
Rev. Fr. Noon, assisted by Fathers Jordan and Howley.

The students of Providence College take this opportunity
to express their condolences to the Rev. Fr. Galliher on his
great loss.

y On Sunday evening, December 7, the annual
Elks . Elks Memorial services were held in Providence
Memorial and Pawtucket, at which the Rev. Fr. Kein-
berger, O. P., professor of history, delivered the orations.

Th On Thursday, December 17, Dr. Browning
R (ej C addressed the Senior and Junior classes in behalf

e ross of the Red Cross. He impressed upon the
students the necessity of knowing how to render first aid.
His talk was accompanied by practical demonstration, and
was of great interest to his listeners. At the conclusion of
his instruction, the students gave evidence of their apprecia-
tion by the outburst of applause accorded the speaker.

Th Classes were suspended on December 19, in
Ho?idays order that the students might celebrate, in a fit-

ting manner, the feast of the birth of Our Divine
Saviour. Many were the “Merry Christmases” and “Happy
New Years” that were heard on the day that the student body
scattered to their respective homes, in joyous anticipation of
the great feast to come.
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On January 5, the students returned to
their classes with happy smiles and good reso-
lutions implanted firmly in their hearts. From

now on, their time will be mostly taken up in preparation for
the mid-year examinations. To those who have done their
work diligently, the test of their knowledge appears as noth-
ing more than a common incident. To those who have not
performed their duty, it will be a real hard trial.

Walter E. Reilley, '26.



RESIDUUM

THE WORLD WAS HIS—I GUESS

She sighed and softly whispered “Yes”.
Just then, the world was his, | guess.
He tried for months to pass the test,
To gain the object of his quest.

He called each night and brought her flowers;
They passed many happy hours,

But when he’d try to say the word,

He couldn’t make himself be heard.
When e’er he'd start, he’'d stop and stutter;
He'd try to talk but only mutter.

He'd say, “Fair maid, | want you so
To—to—well, I guess it's time to go.”
And thus he acted day by day;

It seemed he'd used up every way,

But then he hit the very thing.

He went right out and bought the ring.
He called that night and felt so brave.
Warm was the greeting that she gave.
They talked a while, till half past nine;
He gave the ring and said “Be mine.”
She sighed and softly whispered “Yes.”
Just then, the world was his, | guess.

Fred Foley, 27
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A PHILOSOPHER’'S STONE

(A Short—But Too Long, Story)

In old Egypt where dates are dates, and Fords are places
in a river, there lived a great and grandiferous king. His
name was King Thesis the First, and he reveled in philos-
ophy. A noble intellect and a bulging forehead had he. The
intellect was due to inheritance, and the bulge in his fore-
head was due to a kick from an abbadabba, which is Egyp-
tian for mule. In his case it was white mule. In other cases
it is Ethyl Alcohol.

The King was in search of the Philosopher's Stone, that
segment of rock which would be as open sesame to the pro-
foundest of foolosofical secrets. He searched Hither, Thither
and Yon, but it was not in any of those countries, so he came
back to the Land of Nile Green and Mud Brown, and he con-
sulted the outstanding members of his royal retinue. Among
the outstandingest members was the Major with the Undis-
tributed Middle. The Major had an Undistributed Middle be-
cause he was too lazy to do anything to distribute it. When
it was too hot to remain in his gilded tent, the Maje used to
have to journey to the site of the Great Pyramid, because
that, and that alone was large enough to cast a shade com-
mensurate with the gargantuan bulk of the Major's Undis-
tributed Middle. But the Major was a Philosopher; he was a
philosopher not per accidens, but substantially, realiter, non
compus sui, and cold turkey.

“Oh, soporific and somnambulant Major, great man of the
huge personal acreage, wottest thou not of the Philosopher’s
Stone?” said the King.

“l don’t know' wot you're talking about, Bolony, Old
Boy,” answered the Major. He always called the King, Bo-
lony, Old Boy. The King was deaf. He could read lips only
through the sign language, that is, id est, i. e., by waving a
lipstick. At this, the King was pleased. He shouted, “On



162 Providence College Alembic

with his earlaps, and off with his head!” But then the King
changed his mind.

“Hold,” he said, “instead, you will have to draw a con-
clusion from two particulars.”

“1 cannot, King. | never took drawing lessons! And
besides, yes, there are no particulars, that is, universally
speaking.”

“A vast, ye varlet! Operatio sequitur esse. (Which trans-
lated fluidly from the original Egyptian means: Operation
follows consulation—and embalming closely follows both.)
Tie a millstone about his scrawny neck and cast him into the
Nile with the rest of the crackerdiles. If his neck stretches—
why—why—it’'s rubber!

And from that day to this, boys and girls, the philoso-
pher’s rock has been a millstone rampant on a human neck.
Id quod est; id quod agit, tempus fidget, ana I'll have coffee.

Henry C. Nyl, '25.

And what is Life after all, but a long, long sidewalk
thickly strewn with fresh, banana skins.

Reporter to City Editor: Say, a fella is going to be
swallowed by a whale in Times Square this afternoon. Shall
| get a story on it?

City Editor: No, don’t bother. That ain't news. Now if
he was going to swallow the whale, that would be different.
That would be news.

Wonder what Ben Turpin would do with a crossword
puzzle?
OUR OWN X-WORD PUZZLE
What is it that comes in a letter—but not frequently?
Checks from home.



Residuum

OWED TO A SNOWBIRD

I am the Snowbird!

Strange, uncouth; unknown to majesty

| bear upon my broken frame the print
Of needle keen.

Sometimes the stuff I snuff, deep-laden

With pleasant dreams.

And journey, scarlet-winged, from earth.

| am the Snowbird!

Maddened, venomed scorpion am |
I swallow junks of poison

In my chimerical maw,

And hurl my hopes of happiness
Upon a Styx-like shore.

A gasping, fluttering thing, a slave

Am |, the Bird that blooms in the Snow!

163

Joseph A. Pierce, '26.
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THE TONGUE OF ART

Greek, Greek, Greek!
How I loath thy name and thee!
And | would that | might sputter

The hatred inspired in me!

Oh, well for the carefree fellow,
Who idles the moments away;
Oh. well for the sportive youth
Stepping out with his sweetie in play.

And the tide of life sweeps on,
Bearing them to happy domains,
But I, poring over the Grecian page,

Am repaid with a flunk for my pains.

Greek, Grek, Greek!
What a curse to the race and me!
With the squandered time that on thee | have spent,
What a whale of a poet I'd be!
John L. McCormick, '27.



EXCHANGE

THE OZANAM

EVERAL college publications have included in their

written concerning the life and works of Joseph

endeavors, articles and essays on the two leading

literary lights who died recently. Much has been
Conrad and Anatole France. Many authors retain a warm
place in their hearts for Conrad, while France is athematized,
derided, and assigned to a most fitting repository where all
of his ilk ultimately find repose. One of the best we have
received up to date, and let us assure you patient reader that
we have received a goodly number, was an article on Conrad
in the first quarterly of The Ozanam. A very interesting
article this is! Conrad deserves all the laudation rendered
him. He was a meticulous writer. He was hailed as a
supreme artist by his fellow craftsmen. John Galsworthy
declared, following the publication of his first dozen volumes,
that their writing is probably the only writing in the last
twelve years that will enrich the English language. In May
1923, Mr. Conrad paid his first and only visit to the United
States, a visit that was curtailed by illness. After returning
to his home in England he wrote that he had “left his heart
in America.”

The treatment that Anatole France received in The
Ozanam was similiar to that accorded him in many such pub-
lications. One paragraph was brought to a sudden conclu-
sion by promising us that the literature of Anatole France
“may live to do harm, it cannot do good.” Are you skeptical
as to whether or not his works will survive? Such self as-
surance of the final destination of the literature of France
is consoling. We admit that it is salacious and it well
merited its place on the Index, but we have never witnessed
such an exhibition of confidence in its termination. France
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was heir to the ironic tradition of Voltaire and Renan. He
believed neither in God or man.

Our interest was sustained in The Morals of The Screen.
The power to boycott cheap movies and unbecoming, real-
istic musical revues remains in the hands, or rather in the
pocket books, of those who patronize them. Will they do it?
We cannot commit ourselves. “The moral standards of the
screen but reflect the mentality of our people.”

The variety of versification was of good quality. At
Elevation was a well written piece of verse. However, we
take exception to the line, “To fire our smouldering faith.”
The figure of speech was undoubtedly well intended, but we
consider our faith something more than smouldering. The
Wandering Fisherman drew a fine comparison between the
regular fisherman, who with his crooked poles and knotted
lines, earns his livelihood from this honorable occupation,
and the city fellow, who, with fancy paraphenalia, fishes
merely for pleasure.

THE AQUINAS PATRICIAN

The Agquinas Patrician has enjoyed a metamorphosis
from a monthly to a quarterly publication. We are told that
it is published for the purpose of developing the “power of
expression in our mother tongue among the students.” The
first quarterly, in many respects, obtains its end. Of the
articles, we enjoyed the one advocating the popularization of
the Word of God. With the exception of a contraction, which
we believe was a typographical error, a discrepancy liable to
occur in the best of magazines, it was an excellent piece of
literature. Literature can become a potent factor in making
the Word of Christ popular. Catholics should recognize the
need of making their writings appealing, as the author says,
“present the compelling logic and eternal beauty of Truth in the
alluring, comprehensive terms which Error uses.”

Many people tell us that our Catholic publications, par-
ticularly the periodicals, are saturated with Catholicism and
soaked with the superfluous. When the students of one of the
leading Catholic universities in America, were asked what
Catholic book they liked the best, only 229 students essayed
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an answer. Some replied that they did not like the ones that
they had read; others said that they were dry; and one in-
dividual announced that they were neither interesting nor
plentiful. Now we are not seeking to deviate from the or-
thodox path, but there is need for Catholic literature, for
literature that will appeal to the people. Certainly it would
have great cogency in dispelling many of the modern er-
ratic tendencies, were it written in the alluring style advo-
cated by the author. We congratulate him on his broad
minded attitude. “We should not go about knocking people
down with crucifixes or strangling them with roasaries. Our
method should be that of Christ; He expressed Himself in
terms which would appeal and convince."

The short stories were good. We really got a kick out
of them. Under the title of one we noticed in print, A Story.
Did you fear your readers would fail to recognize the fact,
or were you underestimating their pespicacity? A surveil-
lance of the joke department showed that the wits and wags
lack originality. Poetry, evidently has taken flight. Cannot
poetry, the expression of the true, and the beautiful, develop
and enhance the power of expression of the students?

THE SCHOLASTIC

A very fine weekly reaches us from the internationally
renowned university of Notre Dame. We take for example,
The Scholastic of the week of November 21. The frontis-
piece, Calvary, was beautiful. Mr. John Chapman, who en-
deavored to involve Cardinal O'Connell in an historical error,
was justly reprimanded in a well written and well constructed
editorial. Originality manifested itself in the information
given us concerning Papini as a biographer of Christ. We
are told that “ The Life of Christ' is a great book, a great
Catholic book, and its influence is widely felt. To the un-
Christian it may mean hope of salvation—to the Christian it
may mean salvation.” The “bits” of versification were re-
markable for their tenacity to the strict metrical form. Book
Leaves is always interesting. It gives knowledge in a laconic
way on modern literary points.

James C. Conlon, '25.



THE 194 LEADER

N review of the football year that now takes its place
alongside three previous ones, “can be regarded as corplete
that leaves out of consideration and congratulation the cap-
tain of the team, Frank L Alford.  The glowing fire of his
leadership; the more than his best that he put into every play
on the field; and the following that he has enjoyed by virtue
of his thsonal netism, now stand out &S one of the
bright features of the 1924 season. Defeat is defeat. Win
or fose, a men of Alford’s calibre is an inspiration to all Provi-
dence athletes. He was the dominant figure on the field and,

lorious in spite of defeat, he gave the spirit of Providence
lege a higher and finer interpretation in the minds of all
those people, friends and foes alike, who sawand cheered him

THE CAPTAIN-ELECT

Hen id) Reall, regular guard on the Providence
teans forry trse@p'd) three seeea%ws V\%S elected captain of the
195 eleven sentiment of 20 letter men wes divided on
choice of a successor to Frank L Alford, the election disclos-
m two candidates for the laurels. John anlar
[foack, backbore of the elevens offense and . and
teammete of Reall’s for three years, wes defeated for the
honors.. Election of Reall to the captaincy mekes the third
sucosssive linermen to be selected for leadership of White and
Black gridiron tearrs. Alford paired with Reall as a guard.
William_Connor, inspiring_chief of the 1923 machine, Wes a

tackle. The first captain, Joseph MbGee, wes a halfback.
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While the season, ending in the 67 to 0 victory over
Cooper Union, was far from successful, the new leader for-
sees a broad ray of hope for the next campaign. He admits
the schedule arranged is the hardest yet drawn up for a
Providence eleven but optimistically prophesies a reversal of
form, a reversal to winning form. An entire first team, with
the exception of Alford, will return to constitute the nucleus
of the next team. Success is wished the new leader, as praise
is bestowed on his predecessor.

Players on the 1924 team awarded letters were Frank
Alford, '25; John Grourke, '25; Patrick Vallone, '27; Henry
Reall, '26; Vincent Connor, 28; Chester Sears, '27; John Mur-
phy, '27; Timothy O’Leary, '28; Peter Manning, '27; Joseph
Smith, '28; Thomas Cullen, '26; Hector Allen, '28; Edgar
Wholey, '26; Francis Kempf, '26; Francis Ward, '27; James
McGeough, '26; John Triggs, '26; Thomas Bride, '27; Thomas
Delaney, '27, and Manager Vernon C. Norton, '25.

1925 SCHEDULE

Providence College will take to the road in 1925, playing
each of the games arranged with leading Eastern collegiate
institutions on foreign gridirons. The schedule, far more am-
bitious than that which characterized the 1924 campaign, at
present embraces eight contests. Syracuse University pro-
ducing yearly one of the leading football machines in the
country, will entertain the White and Black on October 24,
one week before the annual battle with Boston College.

After opening the Eagles’ campaigns for two seasons, the
White and Black was given the sixth date on the Chestnut
Hillers’ program. Meeting both of the Jesuit Colleges in
New England, Providence will play Fordham University on
October 3, Holy Cross College a week later, and Boston Col-
lege on October 31. The meeting of Holy Cross follows a
year’s lapse in gridiron activities, while the engagement with
Boston University is the first in three years.

The schedule, two open dates of which are tentatively
filled, is as follows:

Sept. 26— Open.
Oct. 3—Fordham University at New York
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Oct. 10—Holy Cross at Worcester.

Oct. 17—Open

Oct. 24— Syracuse University at Syracuse.
Oct. 31—Boston College at Boston.

Nov. 7—Colgate University at Hamilton.
Nov. 14—Boston University at Boston.
Nov 21— Springfield at Springfield.

Nov. 26—St. John’s College at Brooklyn.

THE COACHING SITUATION

Retirement of Fred H. Huggins as coach of the Provi-
dence College football team, made known two days before the
mentor himself announced to the general public, through the
press, that he had resigned, concludes the first era of devel-
opment of White and Black teams under the guidance of a
collegiate gridiron luminary who was not a product of the
institution which enlisted his services. A span of four years,
bridging the White and Black’s auspicious entrance into grid-
iron competition with its unsuccesssful exit of the season just
closed, marked Mr. Huggins’s coaching. For the first three
campaigns he produced teams that planted the Providence
colors firmly in the collegiate spotlight. His fourth year did
not maintain the average he built up in the previous three.
While the retirement of Mr. Huggins marks the passing of
the coach who devoted four years’ work to upbuilding White
and Black football machines, it likewise points the way to the
divide—the road to the left leading to continuance of the
present system of having the mentor produced from a leading
Eastern institution; and the road to the right leading to adop-
tion of the graduate player coaching system.

Although many of the students favor adoption of the idea
of turning to the right, it is generally conceded that a first-
class schedule demands a graduated player who has had ex-
perience in developing smooth-running gridiron machines.
Anyway, before the students create pre-season interest in the
baseball team, they will be told the 1925 coach of the football
team.

Vernon C. Norton, '25.



WHEN u THINK

GOOD SHOES
HOSIERY AND NECKWEAR
THINK ! Il BALLOUS

Established

1880
Weybosset and Eddy Streets
Collar Attached
SHIRTS
PLAIN WHITE AND FANCY
Shirts, Ties, Jewelry for
Evening Wear. THE OLD RELIABLE

DAWSON & COMPANY

“Outfitters to the Sportsman Since

Charlie O’Donnell Headquarters for

Bicycles, Guns, Ammunition, Fish-
ing Tackle, Golf and Tennis Goods,

60 Washington Street Athletic and Sporting Goods of

Every Description
54 EXCHANGE PLACE
(Next to Butler Exchange)
Providence, R. I.

Union Barber Shop

LEO VENAGRO
Hair Dressing Parlor

426 SMITH STREET PROVIDENCE, R. I



ROYAL THEATRE
Olneyville Square
World's Best in Motion Pictures at Popular Prices

J. Fed Lo, Mireger
McDEVITT'S William J. Feeley
JEWELER AND
PANTUGKET SILVERSMITH
Distributors of Eodesiestical WWares in Gid Sher
ad Bome
KUPPENHEIMER Mis, dess Entblens, The
Good Clothes Reay in Fre Jnds

Milay  Fowres Fire Nustrated List on Apdication
His dos HAmsing BEYI PRoide RIL

SAY YOUR “HAPPY NEW YEAR’
—Al—
GREENE’S COFFEE HOUSE
AFTER AJOLLY EVENING
Open 41130 P. M 18 College Street



McCarthy's

Woonsocket's Greatest Department Store

Always More For Less Here

McCarthy's

The Brownell & Field

Bert Horton Studio Company

(G. Wurth, Successor)

BOSTON STORE

The best in
Artistic Photography

Special Rates to all Students Providence, R. I.

Style Headquarters for Young Men
And Men Who Stay Young

Hart, Schaffner & Marx—*"Society Brand” — Stein-Bloch






