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BADGES
Wm. R. Brown Co., 33 Eddy St.

BAKERS
Capitol Hill Home Bakery, 286-288 Smith St.
Clark’s Bakery, 183 Smith St.

Piche's Bakery, 661 Smith St.
Tommy Tucker Baking Co., Delaine St.

BANKS
National Exchange Bank, 63 Westminster St.

Industrial Trust Co., 49 Westminster St.
BARBERS

Elm Barber Shop, 997 Smith St.

Pietro Pesaturo, 1917 Smith St.

Leo Venegro, 426 Smith St.

Jack Volge, 229 Smith St.
La Salle Barber Shop, 1007%2 Smith St., cor.
Academy Ave.

BOILERS
Wholey Boiler Works, 95 Whipple St.

BOOKBINDER

Walter E. Horton, 661 Westminster St.
BOOKSELLERS

Preston & Rounds Co., 98 Westminster St.
The Book Shop, 4 Market Square

BOOTS AND SHOES
F. E. Ballou Co., Weybosset and Eddy St.

Thomas F. Pierce & Son, 173 Westminster St.
Sullivan Company, 159 Westminster St.

BUILDING MOVER
Fahey Company, 137 Willow St.

CHURCH GOODS

William J. Feeley, 181 Eddy St.
W. J. Sullivan, 53 Eddy St.
Jonph M. Tally, 506-512 Westminster St.

CIGARS AND TOBACCO

Costello Brothers, Pawtucket
Morse Tobacco Company, 53 Eddy St.

CLEANERS AND DYERS
Pequot Cleansing Co., cor. Dexter and Ford Sts.

CLOTHING
Affiliated Clothiers, 94 Washington St.
Bolton, 213-214 Woolworth Bldg.
Browning King & Company, 212 Westminster

Cox Sons & Vining, 131-133 23rd St., New York

City.
Fintex, 135 Wevhosset St.
Franklin Clothing Co., 220 Westminster St.

Howell, 75 Westmlnster Street

Kennedy Company, 180 Westminster St.
The A. Nash Co., 385 Westminster Street
Wolfe Brothers, 383 Washington St.

CONTRACTORS
James H ynch & Co., 75 Westminster St.
U. S.

& Tucker, 72 Weybosset St.
te & Roofing Co., 321 Grosvenor

CONFECTIONERS (Retail)
J. Fred Gibson Co., 220 West Exchange St.

COSTUMERS
Fletcher Costume Co., 524 Westminster St.

A. Slocum & Son, 37 Wevbosset St.

DAIRY PRODUCTS

Providence Dairy Co., 157 West Exchange St.
Turner Centre System. 135 Harris Avenue

DEPARTMENT STORES

McCarthy’s, Woonsocket
McDevitts, Pawtucket
QOutlet Company, Providence

DRUGGISTS

J. Fred Gibson Co., Westminster-Snow Sts.
O. J. Hannaway, 675 Smith St.

Haskins Drug Store, One Block Down from the
College

Hillis Drug Co., 306 Smith St.

La Salle Pharmacy, 1009 Smith St. cor. Acad-
emy Avenue

McLaughlin’s Pharmacy, Chalkstone - River
Avenues
John J. Neilan, 143 Smith St.

DRY GOODS
Gladding Dry Goods Co., 291 Westminster St.
John Curran, Znd Floor, Arcade.
ELECTRIC SHOPS
Narragansett Electric Lighting Co., Eight in
Rhode Island

ENGRAVERS

Bickford Engraving & Electrotyping Co., 20
Mathewson St,

Thomson & Nye, 212 Union St.

EMPLOYMENT AGCENCY
Arcade Employment Agency, 70 Arcade

FENCE BUILDER
E. C. Church Co., 136 W. Exchange St.

FISH DEALER
Cook’s Fish Market, 216 Smith St.

FLORISTS
T. F. Johnston & Co., 204 Washington St.

FUEL
Petroleum Heat & Power Co., 1210-1211 Turks
Head Bldg.

FUNERAL DIRECTORS
J. Will Carpenter & Co., 1447 Westminster St.
T. F. Monahan & Son, 207 Wickenden St.

FURNITURE
Burke-Tarr Co., 270 Weybosset St.

GCGARAGES
Elmhurst Garage, 558 Smith St.
Orms Street Garage, Union 2042
Smith St. Garare, 193 Smith St.

GAS COMPANY
Providence Gas Co., 100 Weybosset St.

GENERAL MILL SUPPLIES
W. E. Larmarine, 144 Westminster St.

GIFTS AND NOVELTIES
The Butterfly Box, 121 Empire St.
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HARDWARE

J. F. McGlinchey, 420 Smith St.
Belcher & Loomis Co., 83-91 Weybosset St.

HOTELS

Narragansett Hotel, 97 Dorrance St.
Healey’s Hotel, Weybosset & Snow Sts.

ICE CREAM

Lappen’s Ice Cream Parlor, Smith St., Opposite
Calverly St.

INSURANCE

Gallivan & Co., 608 Turks Head Bldg.

Joseph H. Kiernan, 171 Westminster St.
O’'Donnell & Co., 48 Custom House St.
Edward Slavin, 603 Union Trust Bldg.

James J. McGrath & Sons, 341 Grosvenor Bldg.

JEWELRY
Cummings Ring Makers, 44 Health Ave.
G. H. Emerson, Room 221 Howard Bldg.
Tilden-Thurber, 292 Westminster St.

KITCHEN FURNISHINGS

Fairchild's, Arcade
LABORATORY SUPPLIES AND

APPARATUS
Geo. L. Claflin & Co., 72 South Main St.
LAWYERS

Joseph W. Grimes, 312 Hospital Trust Bldg.
O’Shaunessy & Cannon, 821 Hosp. Tr. Bldg.
Christopher J. Brennan, 333 Grosvenor Bldg.

LEATHER GOODS

Ideal Leather Goods Co., 93 & 95'% Stewart St.
LUNCH EOOMS
Pat's Lunch, 995 Smith St.
Waldorf Lunch, Most Everywhere.
MEATS AND PROVISIONS
R. H. Burley, 279 Canal St.
Fred O. Gardiner, Inc., 255 Canal St.
John E. Martin, 213 Canal St.

John J. Rourke & Son, 261-267 Canal St.
MEN'’S FURNISHINGS
Mathewson Toggery Shop, 127 Mathewson St.
Charlie O’'Donnell, 60 Washington St.

MOVING
Maguire Bros., 189 Eddy St.

NEWSPAPERS AND PUBLICATIONS
Providence Journal, 203 Westminster St.
Providence News, 50 Weybosset St.
Providence Tribune, 2 Weybosset St.

MUSIC

Axelrod, 7 Snow St. (Near Washington)
Place Music Co., 15 Arcade, 120 Empire St
385 Westminster St.

OPTICIAN
John F. Murphy, 171 Westminster St.
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PHOTOGRAPHERS

Alwin’s Portrait Studio, Telephone Gas 2200
The Bert Horton Studio, Boston Store, %elety
The L. H. Bellin Studio, 256 Westminster St.
Ye Rose Studio, 385 Westminster St.
General Photo Co., 131 Washington St.

PLUMBER
Robert H. Berry, 453 Smith St.

Joseph A. Murray, 336 Webster Ave.
PRECIOUS STONES

Arthur Henius, 503 Union Trust Bldg.
PRINTERS
Wm. R. Brown Co., 33 Eddy St.

‘Thomson & Nye, 212 Union St.

RADIO
B. & H. Supply Co., Inc., 116 Mathewson St.
REAL ESTATE
Dennis Real Estate Co., Taunton Ave., E. Prov.
RESTAURANTS

The Rathskeller, Eddy St., Alongside City Hall
SHOE REPAIRING

Aggie’s Shoe Rebuilding Shop, 82 Candace St.
Hub Shoe Repairing Co., 62 Washington St.
La Salle Shoe Repairing Co., 999 Smith St.

SPA
Academy Spa, Smith St.-Academy Ave.
SPORTING GOODS

John F. Cashman, 24-35 Excharge Place
Dawson & Co., 54 Exchange Place
Wright & Ditson, Inc., 82 Weybosset St.

STAGE LIGHTING
Providence Stage Lighting Co., 12 Moulton St.
ROOFING
Superior Roofing Co., 232-236 Wickenden St.
STATIONERS
E. L. Freeman Co., 77 Westminster St.
TAILORS

Louis Halpern, 673 Smith St.
Adolph Del Rossi, 1001 Smith St.

TEA AND COFFEE
Brownell & Field Co., Providence
TUXEDOS

Narragansett Tailoring Co., 73 Weybosset St.
Royal Dress Suit Co., 112 Mathewson St.
Waldorf Clothing Co., 212 Union St.
TYPEWRITERS AND OFFICE SUPPLIES

Nellan ;‘ypewriter Exchange, Inc., 43 Weyboe-
set St.

VOICE CULTURE
Kathleen O’Brien, 110 Lauderdale Bildg.
WINDOW CLEANING
R. I. Window Cleaning Co., 447 Westminster St.
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McCARTHY’S

Woonsocket’s Greatest Department Store

ALWAYS MORE FOR LESS HERE
McCARTHY'’S

BOYS—TIME FOR HIKING
The Roads Are Clear
Well shod feet will best stand the strain, old shoes with WHOLE SOLES

—RUBBER HEELS will make hiking a real enjoyment

HUB SHOE REPAIRING CO.

62 WASHINGTON ST. NEAR CITY HALL

JOHN CURRAN

2ND FLOOR ARCADE
“Famous for SILKS and WOOLENS”
DRESS GOODS WOOLENS COATINGS

SILK HOSIERY AND UNDERWEAR
LOWEST IN THE CITY PRICES

ADOLPH DEL ROSSI
Class A Tailor Shop, Catering Specially to College

Students
Clothes For College Men
1001 SMITH STREET OPPOSITE LA SALLE ACADEMY

’
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Authentically Correct

UNIVERSITY CLOTHES FOR SUMMER

We Are Featuring

HART, SCHAFFNER & MARX
STEIN-BLOCH AND
GOODMAN & SUSS

MEN’S STORE

DESK LAMPS

WITH YOUR COLLEGE SEAL, $5

We are showing an attractive desk lamp in three
fine finishes with your college seal on the base.

Practical for your study room or as a gift.

THE ELECTRIC SHOPS

NARRAGANSETT ELECTRIC LIGHTING CO.

TURKS HEAD BUILDING

Warren Olneyville E. Greenwich

Bristol Washington Park : Arctic
E. Providence
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Litany in Spring

A truce I cry, release, O Spring!

From meadows that murmur and fields that sing,
From falling blossom and fruitful tree

And the age-old ache of memory,

From little virtue and greater sin

And the piercing pain of the might have been;
From the heartless dusk and the ruthless rain
And a mocking moon through the window pane—
O could the winds of Winter bring

Release from these, a truce O Spring?

A truce I cry, release, O Spring!

From all the dreams that your wonders bring.
Of the star-stained eyes and the moon-kissed hair
That beckoned through an April fair,

Of the laughing leaves in the street-lamps’ glow
And the mirthful May of a year ago,

Of a lilting song to a tinkling tune

And the broken vows of a jesting June—

O could the gray December bring

Release from these, a truce, O Spring?
Gerald J. Prior, '27.




MONTALEMBER'T

MONG the erroneous educational theories that are preva-
lent in our times, the one tha tmost fascinates the poli-
tician is that of a federalized system of instruction. The
adoption of such a plan would monopolize learning and
subject it to the whims and fancies of fickle public officials. His-
tory offers abundant proofs to show the evil results of these enter-
prises.
In France, by the Imperial Decree of 1808, exclusive control
over educational establishments was given over to the University
- of France. But if revolutionary ideas could dream of such oppres-
sion, Catholic France, aroused by the brilliant eloquence and zeal of
a model layman, knew how to combat tyranny. That worthy Catho-
lic leader was Charles Forbes Rene de Montalembert, a descendant
of the French nobility. The land of St. Louis had been the glory
of the Churcd for centuries, but in Montalembert’s time Catho-
licity in France had been humiliated, Catholics had become passive
in the face of constant persecution. And so Montalembert set out
to show the world that “men can be Christians without being ret-
rogrades” and that they can serve God with the noble humility of
free men. His public career was devoted to secure liberty of edu-

cation for the Church.
In 1881, together with Lacordaire and de Coux, Montalembert

opened at Paris a school without the authorization of the infamous
law of education promulgated in 1806. As a result, the school was
closed and the three teachers were summoned for trial. Since Mon-

i7fy talembert had then succeeded his father as peer of France, the trial
ff;"#-‘ was transferred to the bar of the Chamber of Peers. There, before
3 his judges, with a courage and sincerity that characterized his public
- utterances, he cited the injustice inflicted upon the Catholics by

~ the educational law. “If I were a father,” he said, “I would rather
TR a thousand times see my children remain all their lives in ignorance
: [-'Fﬁﬂd idleness, than expose them to the horrible risk which I myself
med, of purchasing a little knowledge at the cost of the faith
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of their fathers, at the cost of all there was of purity and freshness
in their souls, of honor and virtue in their hearts. .. ..

Ah! for us liberty has never been more than a mockery! Fif-
teen years ago a great man, N. de Maistre said: ‘The Gallican
Church is free in the sense that it is free not to be Catholic.” That
is the resume of our history. We are free not to be Catholics, not
to be Christians, and in return free to be perjurers and renegades.”

We are free to offset the faith of our childhood by the wicked-
ness of our life, free to repay the benefits we have received from
God, by disobedience and ingratitude and apostasy, but, iree to
obey in all things and everywhere His holy laws? No. Free
to devote our lives to Him? No. Free to practice all the duties
of our religion, and all the commandments of our faith? No. The
effect of the speech was well expressed by the words of Sainte-
Beuve when he said:

“It was thus, that M. de Montalembert, suddenly succeeding
to the position of a peer on the very eve of the abolition of its
hereditary character, made his debut as an orator at the bar of the
noble Chamber at the age of twenty-one, and in the position of
defendant. But his youth, his ease, his grace, the elegant precision
of his style and diction veiled this fact; and his judges were the
first to forget that the speaker before them was one accused at their
bar. From that day M. de Montalembert, though formally
condemned, was borne in the very heart of the peerage—he was its
Benjamin.” Montalembert was fined one hundred francs, but the
case was not really lost, for the question of the freedom of teaching
aroused public attention—a question which was destined to be
solved 1n 1850.

In 1836 Montalembert laid the foundation of a Catholic party.
His ability combined with his religious fervor made him a worthy
leader of his persecuted fellow countrymen. His courage and au-
dacity must have surprised that band of radicals who had been
reared in theenmity of all that was Christian. When in the
Chamber of Deputies the elder Dupin was urging the government
to act with unsparing vigor against the Catholics whose voice was
being heard again, Montalembert with his usual eloquence replied:
“When we were silent under oppression, it was asserted that we
were conspiring in darkness, that we were engaged in subterranean
intrigues. In the days of the Restoration you cried: ‘Ye Blacks,
come out from under the earth!” When we presented ourselves and
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announced what we were and what we wanted, you exclaimed ‘what
audacity! what insolence!...... Well, be ‘implacabie’ if you wish.
Do all that you desire and are able to do! The Church replies to
you through the mouth of Tertullian: ‘You have no need to fear
us and we do not fear you' As for myself, I proclaim in the name
of the French Catholic laymen of the nineteenth century, that amid
a free people we are unwilling to be Helots. We are the successors
of the martyrs and we shall never tremble before the successors of
Julian the Apostate. We are the sons of the Crusaders, and we
shall never quail before the Sons of Voltairs.”

For the cause of liberty, Montalembert, in collaboration with
Lacordaire and de Lamennais, had edited at Paris the ‘“Avenir,” a
politico-religious journal. The criticism of I’Avenir by some of the
French bishops, led the editors to seek the approbation of the Holy
Fathers for their sincere opinions. The excesses of 1’Avenir, how-
ever, caused its condemnation by Pope Gregory XVI. The blow
was terrific. Disappointments took the place of cherished hopes.
De Lamennais was hurt and revolted, while Lacordaire and Monta-
lembert humbly submitted to the decisions of the Holy See.

In 1852 Montalembert was elected a member of the French
Academy. The year 1857 marked the termination of his public
career when he failed to be relected to the Assembly. The rest of
his life was devoted to historical and literary pursuits, the most
valuable of which is the famous “Monks of the West,” Montalem-
bert died at Paris in 1870 after a notable career consecrated to the
cause of liberty, and the defense of the rights of the Church.

Anis Samaan, 27
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Eleanor’s Counsel

{ the deepening twilight, his head bent slightly forward
as though he were looking into the dusk for something
which he alone could see. Indeed, although she was not
greatly anxious to meet him, she would be slightly disturbed if he
failed to appear. Resentful, perhaps. And yet it would make things
so much easier for both if they should never meet again. Still,
she did not wish to hurt him in any way; she would, in fact, be
as pleasant as she could tonight; but one grew tired of things so
quickly. It had been amusing at first, his gay and rather brilliant,
she thought, conversation, his habit of laughing at the slightest
incongruities in himself or others, their common interest in so many
things. Still a year was a long time and even the best of jests

become wearisome through repetition.

She gazed down into the valley, now bathed in the softness of
the afterglow. The outlines of houses and trees were growing dim,
appearing to come together and mingle in the dusk. She had heard
twilicht called calm, peaceful, but somehow it had never seemed
so to her. Tragic, she would say, this swift moment of beauty
which passed all too soon. No, twilight was never peaceful. Per-
haps, that was what was the matter with her, she reflected, why she
could never be content with anyone or anything for long. She
wanted beauty and rapture all the time; never peace or calm
or comfort. She heard the faint, silvery tinkle of bells sounding
through the stillness as they called the peasants to services at the
little church in the village. Then a few notes of a song reached
her ears, some farmer boy returning from the fields singing the
charms of his adored one. Yes, it was beautiful. How often had
they stood there, he and she, stricken into silence by the loveliness
of the scene. He had tried to catch the spell of it in a verse and
had succeeded poorly. One could not write of such moments, he
had said, one could only live them. Well, there would be no more
of them for her, she reflected, or for him either. Tonight would

“Well, milady.”
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He had stolen upon her softly as if unwilling to disturb her
reverie sooner than was necessary.

“Good evening,” she said, smiling in the way which- he had
come to know so well.

He paused for a moment before speaking and looked at her.
Somehow he could never become accustomed to her beauty. It
seemed always a revelation to him, the soft waves of her dark hair
surrounding the perfect oval of her face, the calm unruffled brow
rising above the deep, brown eyes that were forever a mystery and
a wonderment, the gleaming curve of her slightly disdainful lips.
He stood in silence, a grotesque figure, gaunt and stooped,
the loose garments which he affected flapping in the gentle breeze.

“Of what were you thinking, my friend?” She shattered a
stillness which was becoming embarrassing. “You are looking quite
serious tonight and I fear that I am in no mood for seriousness.
Come, what new things have you heard?”

He started.

“Pardon me. Have I been silent long? My thoughts are, as
you feared, rather gloomy and would not interest you. But much
has been happening. Have you heard...... P

They talked as usual, she, Eleanor De Beaucortais, daughter
of the Lord High Seneschal of the district of Beaucortais, and he,
Raoul the Troubador, whom men called the “Lyre of Provence.”
Their conversation took the course that a thousand other con-
versations were taking that night in the lilac scented air of old
Provence. It ran from this man’s scandal to that man’s verse and
touched upon countries and castles near and far.

They had met a year ago, a meeting which was inevitable
since his fame as a maker of verse had spread far and wide, and
Beaucortais was gathering pace for the brave and brilliant of the
century who came to pay homage to the power of its lord or honor
to the beauty of his daughter. It was inevitable also that, having
met, there should arise more or less of an attachment between them,
for the Lady Eleanor, in addition to her oft-sung loveliness, professed
quite an interest in belles lettres. These meetings had occurred
occasionally, then frequently, planned for the greater part by Raoul,
who found that here was a being possessed of a rare combination
of wit and beauty, refreshing to one who had tired of the light and
meaningless chatter of a dozen courts. Gradually, however, he
discovered that this was none of those pleasant and trivial affairs
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which, young though he was, he had experienced so often. Rather
it had become the dominating passion of his whole existence, a
passion which he had come to realize was hopeless of fulfillment.

He was speaking now.

“Strange, is it not, milady, that two persons, who have never
before known of each other’s existence, should meet, and that one
should discover life without the other to be utterly impossible, in
fact, to be nothing more than an ugly dream in which one performs
a series of uninteresting and purely mechanical actions? And yet
I have heard of it happening.”

“Of such things I, for one, know nothing,” she answered. ‘“My
friend, if you look for advice upon such a matter, I fear you have
come to a poor source. I cannot ever recall having been in such
a predicament and consequently, feel unqualified to speak upon the
subject.”

“No,” he continued, after a short pause during which he gazed
intently at her and she stared down into the valley, “I did not think
you would. But I know of someone who is faced with a similar
situation, an utterly worthless fellow to whose credit there is nothing
in the world but a few hastily strung together rhymes which men
hear with a show of tolerance. I wondered if you and I together
might not be able to counsel him and, thereby, lighten his burden
somewhat.”

“It would seem,” she said, ‘“that what your friend lacks is that
something which I admire so much in yourself, a sense of humor,
the ability to meet the little comedies or tragedies, if you will, of
life with an appropriate laugh. He errs, no doubt, in taking himself
and his present situation too seriously.”

“Yes, poor dolt, that certainly is his fault,” said Raoul, “and
what is most humorous in the whole affair is that he once imagined
himself eminently possessed of that gift. In fact, he has told me
that the object of his adoration has time and time again commended
him for it. But now it seems to have vanished completely, and he
is lost without it. He realizes that there is much ground for laugh-
ter in his present plight, but, himself is unable to so much as smile.
When I last consulted him, he was on the verge of revealing his
passion to the lady. A sorry fellow, indeed. What think you?”

“He is guilty, I think, of the folly of self deception,” answered
Eleanor. “The passion of which you speak is, no doubt, purely
artificial. He has created it himself and it has grown through
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wounded egotism or some such cause until it has become an ob-
session with him. It will pass in a short time and your friend will
laugh as of old at his madness and at the fact that he in common
with the rest of men is capable of appearing ridiculous.”

“And yet they say that you are sentimentalists,” said he, rather
sadly, “that it is you and not we who cherish secret treasures of
lavender and old lace. Another example of the folly of generaliz-
ing. But to return to our subject. My friend 1s at present iIn
what he considers a hopeless situation and I fear that, real or arti-
ficial, it may lead him to something desperate. He talks madly,
when in his cups, of going to the wars and finding for himself a
hero’s grave and various other noble and exalted forms of seli-
destruction. All of which would pain me greatly, for I must confess
to a certain liking for the fellow, weakling though he is.”

“I would not worry about that, if I were you,” said Eleanor
with a smile half cynical and half pitying. “It is a common delu-
sion with persons in the condition which you describe. They
imagine that, deprived of the presence of their affinity, life will seem
utterly worthless to them. Yet in a few days they are living with
as much zest as ever, entirely forgetful of the sorrow which seemed
endless.”

“Could you but see him, milady, and hear him talk, I am sure
it would amuse you greatly,” Raoul began with pretended non-
chalance. “Only last night he went on something after this fashion:
‘From other men she has taken gifts of all kinds, jewels and silks
and rare ivories from the East. But from me she has taken nothing,
for T had nothing to give. Nothing, that is, but faith and hope and
the love of living, nothing but life and laughter and the solace of
song. Oh, there are times when I am able to forget it all; when
I am seated at the festive board with the red wine coursing through
my veins and mingling with my blood and all the noble company
laughs at my brilliant jests. Then I think of what a fine, witty, self-
sufficient fellow this one is. But with the cold, gray sobriety of dawn
all these fade and pass away leaving nothing but a disappointed
dreamer beneath whose artless hands all things crumble into dust.’
It was all very humorous and delightful, milady, but somehow or
other, sentimentalist that I am, I had not the heart to laugh.”

“Yes,” said the lady, reflectively, “I can see where one might
be led to pity him, my friend, but I tell you he does not need your
pity. In a short time he will escape from this net of his own making
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and will go his way, singing his little songs with his former reckless
abandon. Cease your worries concerning his plight. Soon you
will discover that I have prophesied correctly.”

The night had stolen across the sky as they were speaking
and now the valley below was a dark abyss dotted here and there
with a few twinkling lights. A star appeared in the west, flickered
for a moment of indecision and then, as though having reached
a conclusion, settled down to a night of steady shining. An orange-
coloured moon, swollen to unsymettrical proportions by a day of
feasting on the beauties of Cathay, strode slowly and pompously
upward on its heavenly path.

Said the lady, shivering slightly, “It grows cold these spring
evenings and I fear that I must be going in now. It has been very
pleasant, this conversation, and, as to your friend’s affair, I hope

that it will turn out as I predicted.”
“My friend thanks you,” said the Troubador, though without

a great deal of expression, “and, as to the outcome of his affair,

I do not know. Perhaps, if 1 were to tell you............ #
“Good night, my friend,” said the lady, rather abruptly and

turning toward the castle.
“Or better, good-bye, milady,” said Raoul with a laugh which

was that in name only.
* X * * *

And they tell in old Provence of how Raoul the Troubador,
whose verses men still sing, departed suddenly one morning from
the Castle of Beaucortais to enlist for service against the Saracens.
They tell also of how he perished in the front rank of battle, a
position where he was to be found from the beginning of his brief

period of enlistment.
Gerald J. Prior, '27




The Child Labor Evil

T the beginning of 1903, it is estimated there were in

the factories of the South 20,000 children under 12.
These children were not the children of foreign immi-
grants, but, for the most part, the offspring of the purest
American stock of the continent; and some of these children were
at work 12 or 13 hours a day. The South is by no means the
exception, though it has of late been more conspicuous in its em-
ployment of child labor than other sections of the country. How-
ever, in not a few iInstances, it is northern capital invested in southern
mills that shares the responsibility for the conditions named; and
then again, while the proportion of child to adult labor in the South
1S greater than anywhere else in the country, the absolute number
of children employed is greater in the industrial centers of the
North. This condition has not been mitigated; rather, it has been
aggravated since then.

Wherever investigation is undertaken, wherever the surface is
even scratched, we are shocked to find to what an extent the
disease is eating its way underneath, even in those states in which
legislation is most ideal. The laws are admirable, but the enforce-
ment is defective.

In the state of New York, which, in point of legislation, is in
advance of all the rest, the infractions of the law that occur are
frightful enough. In a single one of the canning factories, the
foreman himself estimated the number of children at work in viola-
tion of the law to be 300. Children as young as ten, nine and
even seven, were found to be at work side by side with their mothers
from 9 a. m. to 9 p. m.

Let us briefly consider some of the arguments that are advanced
in favor of child labor and the grounds upon which they are to be
rejected. The first argument is, that necessity knows no compunc-
tion:; that, however undesirable it may seem to harness young chil-
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dren to the yoke of toil, it is impossible to do without them, because
if child labor laws are enforced, certain important branches of
industry will cease to be profitable. For instance, it is said that
the textile industries of the South cannot be carried on without the
aid of young boys. This argument is as old as human avarice, and it
appears again and again in modern economic history. It is falla-

cious for the reason that cheap labor is not really cheap and that
higher paid labor—in this case the labor of adults as compared
with that of children—is not really more expensive. The prohibition
of the cheap labor of the child is favorable to the invention and use
of labor-saving devices; it promotes a more efficient organization of
the business; and it imparts a higher value to the product, because
of the greater skill, vigor and interest of the labor that enters the
product. As a matter of fact, at the time when the two principal
industries of ngland—the textile and the coal mining industries—
were prohibited from employing children, there was a tremendous
roar of disapproval and it was freely predicted that those branches
would no longer be able to compete, in the matter of textiles and
coal, with foreign markets. Yet, England is stronger today in just
those two branches of industry than she was at the time when those
sinister predictions were uttered, not in spite of the fact, but because
she has forbidden child labor.

A second argument is the attempt to block a humanitarian
movement for a seemingly humanitarian reason, the reason being
that the labor of these little hands is necessary to relieve the pov-
erty of their families, and that it 1s cruel to deprive the poor of
that increase of their weekly earnings which little children are
able to supply. In answer to this plea it must be said that the
actual state of the case is different than is supposed. For instance,
I have in mind the case of a boy, who, though 15 years of age, was
sadly overworked, his hours being from 6 a. m. to 10 p. m. The
father of this boy earns from six to seven dollars a day. Surely
this is not a case in which the necessity of the parent excuses the
overtaxing of the strength of a young boy. In other cases parents
are found to lead a parasitic life, reversing the order of nature, the
adults living at the expense of the children. Economically, it is
brought home to us that the wage earned by children is not really
an increase of the family earnings; that where there is competition
between children and men the wages of the men are surely reduced;
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thus a family in which man, woman and child are bread-winners
may not earn more—sometimes earn less—than the income gained
by the man when he alone was the bread-winner. And again, in
those cases of genuine hardship which undoubtedly occur, especially
when women have been left widowed with the care of a family upon
their hands, and where the small earnings of children ten and eleven

years of age do make an appreciable difference; in such cases it i1s
better for society to send these children to school, and to follow
the example of Ohio, which has a law providing for the public
relief of destitute families of this kind.

Not only must the children be considered, but there is also a
vast social interest at stake, the interest of American civilization,
of human civilization, of all those generations that are to succeed
us. Premature toil is a curse. The child must develop physically,
and to do so it must play; the child must develop mentally and
to do so it must be sent to school; the child must develop morally
and to do so it must be kept within the precincts of the home.

The physical effects of child labor are arrest of growth, puny,
stinted stature, anaemic, thin, emaciated limbs, sunken cheeks and
hollow eyes, and diseases of all kinds—of the lungs, of the joints,
of the spine—for arrest of development does not mean mere arrest,
but means malformation.

The mental effects are arrest of mental development; and this,
too, means not only a stopping-short, but a development in the wrong
direction. The brilliant but short-lived intelligence of many news-
boys, their high-strung excitability, their sinister anticipation of
world knowledge, followed often by torpor and mental exhaustion,
later on, are instances in point. We laugh at and applaud their
sallies of wit, their quick repartee, their seeming ability to play
the game of life on a par with adults; we do not look beyond the
moment nor count the cost they pay.

And the moral effects, as is to be expected, are of the same
sort; loosening of family ties, roving the streets, familiarity with
vice and dens of vice, a startling independence before the moral
nature is fit to maintain independence, a process of selection so
trying that while sometimes it leads those subjected to it to dis-
tinguished achievement, more often it leads to ruin.

These claims are substantiated by records compiled in regard

to health education and morals. We learn of the great percentage
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of criminals who were uneducated because of premature toil. In
fact these three branches are in a way allied. The child goes to
work at a tender age. What follows from this? His intellect is
neglected, he receives only the education of the street. This toil
exacts a penalty from the body. The youth turns to vice or crime.
Finally, in a great many cases, we find a young man who 1s ignorant,

physically weak and morally rotten, and these results have accrued
because the great god Mammon was served at the cost of the child’s
intellectual, physical and moral welfare.

Samuel Gompers, President of the American Federation of
Labor, says, “It should be entirely superfluous for me to say that I
am in hearty accord with the purpose for which the National Child
Labor Committee and the various committees throughout the country
are organized.”

How is this evil to be remedied? It has been seen that the evil
is not local or sectional, but national. The remedy, then, must be a
national one, a national, uniform code, adopted by the Federal
Government. This will benefit the children, posterity, the cause of
civilization, and the whole of mankind.

The following code was drawn up in the District of Columbia,
and appears to be a step in the right direction. The code, as sub-
mitted, provided that: no child under fourteen years of age may
be employed in any occupation while the public schools are in
session. During the time that the schools are not in session, no
child under 14 may be employed in any factory, workshop, mercan-
tile establishment, store, business office, telegraph office, restaurant,
hotel, apartment house, theatre, bowling alley, or in the distribution
or transmission of merchandise or messages.

Children 14 years of age, but under 16, must obtain an age
and a schooling certificate. The child must also be in good health,
and physically able to do the work at which he is to be employed.
No child under 16 may be employed more than eight hours a day,
or 48 hours per week, or between the hours of 7 in the evening and
6 in the morning. '

How would such a law remove the evils that now exist as
the result of the employment of children? It would prevent the
employment of very young children in occupations which must be
classed as harmful, because of their physical, mental and moral
effects on the development of the child. Thus, during the time that




The Child Labor Ewvil 261

the public schools are not in session, children under 14 may not be
employed in factories, where the physical strain is apt to be too
severe, or in stores, or in the messenger service, where the influences
of street life are morally dangerous. The employment of very
young children in the street trade is perhaps the greatest of the
child labor evils existing today; this and the uncalled-for working
of children at night will be prevented by the above-mentioned law.

Daniel Spaight, "21.

fher Twilight

As evening’s shadow slowly darkens all,
And warming sunshine gently fades away,
A final burst of glory in the West
Emblazons on the sky the “Queen of May.”

As Nature bows her head in holy awe,
A pure angelic spirit fills the air,
And Earth adores the splendor of the Spring,

It is the spirit of our Lady, fair.
Joseph Lannen, '29




Golden Hair

IMMY ROUNS was a philosopher. Even his degree
Q) which he obtained from a western university stated that
,!:3 he had completed the prescribed studies necessary to
) merit this honor. Moreover, Jimmy had the zeal of all
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philosophers and, perhaps, being at a loss for a more suitable place
to ply his trade, he chose Central Park in which to do his phil-
osophizing.

It was on one of these occasions that Jimmy saw, some fifty
yards away, a woman in whom he became greatly interested. Be-
cause of the intervening space and a gray motoring veil which
fitted tightly about her face, Jimmy failed to discern her features.
One thing, however, remained indelible in his memory. It was a
lock of golden hair sticking from under her hat. This little tuft
of hair had quite an effect on Jimmy. He was sure that it was
not the result of any chemical preparation but, rather, a gift of
Midas himself. Jimmy’s mother had golden hair and, because of
the perfection he perceived in her, he was naturally prone to think
that all golden-haired women could be judged by her standard.

With these thoughts running through his brain, Jimmy waited
patiently for his lady to appear. It was about the usual hour,

but she had not arrived as yet. Jimmy felt quite injured and drew
his face into a sullen aspect. Rising from the bench on which

he had been sitting, he proceeded to his Park Avenue home where,
he knew, there was a tea in progress.

Jimmy abhorred teas, for many reasons. Most of the sippers
were matrons with marriageable daughters for whom he realized
he was a “catch.” He knew all the convenient conversations
backwards, bridge, the new golf professional at the club, and the
latest brides. These untiring subjects held no interest for him, so
he contented himself with gazing at his mother (in her he visual-
ized what his golden-haired girl might be). Then he began to
plan how, on the next day, he might approach this girl without
appearing rude or too anxious to form her acquaintance. Since
he had never undergone such an experience, he lacked the material

x;
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for the conquest. He finally decided to allow events to mature as
they would.

Midafternoon found Jimmy as his post. His features were the
direct antithesis of the preceding day. He was a little flushed,
more neatly groomed than usual, and a slight quiver shook his
entire body. He reminded one of an ancient warrior waiting for
the paean which would send him to mortal combat. His gaze
wandered aimlessly, but brightened suddenly. The object of his
quest was approaching with a slow and dainty step. Jimmy could
not see plainly. He was blinded by an inner emotion, but he
marched up to her and stammered, “Ah—Ah, pardon me.” He
got no farther. Lifting the gray veil, his mother said, “Why,
James, what is the matter with you?”

George P. Earnshaw, '29

Enowledge

We’ve learned a lesson of little worth
Through sorrowful hours and long,

To garner from dreams that die at birth
And gather from out a moment’s mirth

A halting strain of song.

We've read a text book written by time,
And filled with an ancient truth;

So while we weary of joy sublime,

We gild with metre and rouge with rhyme

The fading roses of youth.
Gerald J. Prior, '27



Mother’s Day

The world has already admired and always will admire heroes.
The press, the theatre, all forms and modes of publicity are used
to narrate the deeds of gallant men. But there is a heroine whose
story appears in no glaring headlines; there is a brave soul whose
deeds are seldom recorded in the public prints; there is a glorious
martyr to the cause of humanity whose life is spent in obscurity,
enveloped by that modesty which had forever been one of woman’s
greatest glories; and that heroine we call the “Mother.”

A true heroine, indeed, is that mother whose loving care and
solicitude has watched over us from our infancy and childhood to
youth and manhood, whose love survives the ravishments of division
and even death. “A mother’s love, says Bovee, 1is, indeed, the
oolden link that binds youth to age; and he is still but a child,
however time may have furrowed his cheek or silvered his brow,
who can yet recall with softened heart the fond devotion or gentle
childings of the best friend that God has given us.” Through
sickness and despondency the mother has ever been our help and
counsellor. The world may have scorned us for our failures, friends
may have turned from us in our days of sorrow, but no mishappen-
ing, however serious, has succeeded in closing for us the way to our
mother’s heart.

Innumerable are the sufferings that are borne by the mother
for her beloved ones. Who can describe the heartrending anxiety
of vigils spent at the bedside of a sick infant? Who can measure
the depths of the sorrow which a mother endures for the misfortunes
of a beloved child? Who can write of all the privations silently
suffered by a mother in order to secure happiness for those whom
God has entrusted to her care? It seems as though human under-
standing is incapable of realizing fully the majesty and grandeur

of maternal love.

But in spite of the selfishness which tends to dominate the
hearts of men, grateful sons can never forget this loving idol of the
home. Though many years may have passed since the time they
left her knee, though weary miles may stretch between them and
the home of their youth, though they may have wandered far from
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the paths which she, with gentle guidance, has pointed out, there
lingers within their hearts the memory of her undying love. It is
for the purpose of giving outward expression to this inward re-
memberance, it is as a testimonial to the loving care and glorious
self-sacrifice which will ever be associated with the name of mother,
that we set apart the second Sunday of May in her honor. Let
us hope that this day may not pass by unnoticed, but that it will
always exist as an occasion for proving to our mother that her
sacrifices on our behalf have not been forgotten, that her labors
have not been in vain, and that her love is still remembered and
cherished.

Many elements in modern times are tending to desecrate the
glory of motherhood. To mention them would be to desecrate the
sacredness of the name of mother. Let us remember that the holy
maternity of the Blessed Virgin Mary has elevated the mother to
a high rank and station, and, for that heavenly Mother’s sake,
let us respect and reverence all womanhood.

“Unhappy is the man,” says Richter,” for whom his own
mother has not made all other mothers venerable.”

Anis Samaan, ’27.
7



ARABESQUE

EeElz=m HILE journeying through Europe last summer. I had
J occasion to visit the famous ruins of the Alhambra.
My imagination had been pricked by the vivid pictures
Washington Irving had painted of it, and I was deter-
mined to see the historic place for myself. Accordingly I set out
one sunny afternoon from my lodging place in the nearby town of
Granada. :

Once there, however, I discovered that the long walk up the
hillside had tired me. Therefore, after I had scrambled around
the delightful place for several hours, I very rudely sat down upon
an old cask of Arabic origin, and blinking my eyes in the warm
sunlight, I looked around me. By chance I happened to be in the
atria, or sun parlor, of the room of the Two Sisters. That this
room was made for one of authority was quite evident by the creamy
golden frescoes upon the walls, the exquisite mosaics on the floor,
and the sybaritic paintings upon the ceiling. Indeed, the place
was distinctly Moorish in character.

As my eye wandered from place to place, ever delighted by
beautiful objects of art, I became conscious that a pair of eyes were
fixed upon me. I tried to persuade myself that it was imagination;
but the gaze was so insistent that I slowly—and fearfully—turned
around. My heart stood still when I beheld, peering around a
corner at me, a very fierce looking face. Still keeping his gaze
fixed on me, the owner of the head slowly stepped from his hiding
place and advanced towards me threateningly.

His slow approach fascinated me, but I took note of his garb.
It was strange, being peculiar to that of a Moorish warrior of the
fifteenth century. His large, colored turban capped a mahogany-
colored, leathery face. A curved, wicked-looking scimitar hung at
his side, alternately clanking on his corsleted hip and heel as he
strode towards me. By this time the man was quite close to me,
and as I shrunk back before his formidable appearance, he ad-

dressed me thus:
“Who art thou, O stranger, who darest to enter the quarters

of Zayda, the daughter of our Sultan Aben el Bakr?  Knowest
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thou not that the penalty of such a deed is death? Answer, dog of
an infidel, ere I strike thee dead!”

Here he half drew his scimitar, but I interposed hastily, “Please
sir, I did not mean to intrude. Pray pardon me, and let me depart
in peace.”

He considered me a moment from darkling brow and said, “I
will excuse thee on one condition. Seest thou the chest upon which
you sit?”’—I noted that it was made of costly sandalwood, studded
with gems of all kinds, and covered with hieroglyphic characters, the
significance of which I did not know—“It was once the magic-chest
of Ahmed Al Abou, in ancient times a powerful wizard at the court
of Boabdil. Because I had thwarted him of the love of the court
minister’s daughter, he caused me to be put under a spell, from
which I cannot be loosened until some stranger dissolves the charm.”

So sad were the warrior’s reminiscences that tears rolled down
his leathery cheek and dropped to the floor. At this I was so moved
that I offered to help him on the spot. The result was gratifying.
His face lit up with a smile, and he cried out,

““O thrice blessed stranger. Am I to be released at last? Allah
keep thee! Now do as I say and I shall soon be free. Make haste;
touch yon knob”’—pointing with his finger. The lid of the box
flew up, revealing to me an interior exquisitely lined with rich,
colorful silks—“Touch here,” and he revealed a small indentation
inside the box—“In the space underneath the bottom of this box
there lies a small alabaster bottle. In this bottle there is a magical
fluid, which must be poured over me to break the enchantment.
But (here his face grew terrifyingly stern)—take care that you
do not drop the vase, for if the liquid be lost, I must remain charmed
another hundred years. If you do destroy the jar, I swear by the
Beard of the Prophet that I shall kill you. Now, hasten to do as

I told you.”
But the necessity of keeping the vase intact and the dreadful

threat of the Moor combined to shatter my tensed nerves. Just as
I was about to gain an upright position, and as I was stretching forth
the vase over the Moor’s head, it slipped; and for an eternity of
one minute, I juggled it, and then dropped it.

Horror of horrors! I stood gazing at the fragments at my
feet. But, s<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>