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EASTER-TIDE
VINCENT ENGELS.

=\, NLY a few days now, and Notre
%Y Dame will be left to the company
of wind and rain, and a few mortals,
"~ wiser than they know. For when
the tumult and bustle has faded, and all is
strangely peaceful, the spirit of the old
school will shake off its lethargy, draw ifs
rested muscles together, and, trim and fresh,
be ready to meet the spring. It may be that
the spring will miss the rendezvous, but
what of that? Cold or warm, snow or sun,
there shall be no mistaking the new and
happy atmosphere that, in a week, will radi-
ate from every nook and gable, from every
lofty turret, about the place. For there must
always be a splendid feast before the wed-
ding, and if the bride be late—n’importe—
we shall prolong the merrymaking—so much
the better! ’
There is a certain secret and elusive air
that envelopes and permeates each great
feast day, and that mystery is peculiarly its
own. Whether it is the atmosphere that
makes-the day, or the day the atmosphere,
we do not know, or care; it is enough to
recognize their intimate union. We are glad
to have lilies at Easter-time, but we know
that they are not essential to the KEaster
feeling. Thus I have seen lilies banked high
and thickly about the Christmas altar;
nevertheless, the general hint and spirit
about the church, intangible but unmistak-
-able, was such that no colossal failure of the
memory, or trick of the imagination, could

the season of the year have been fancied as’

any other than the Yule! And the spirit of
Easter is just as distinetively its own, a bud-
ding freshness, a wakening vitality, a grow-
ing confidence and power, a suggestion of
beauty—all these coming suddenly out of the

dim, grey, almost lifeless, late winter, like,
and often with the first warm blowing of the
South. :

It is true that our Lord chose the spring
in which to be crucified; but it is just as
true, and more significant, that He arose
three days later; the first sign of a spring
which should not yield until the sounding of
the last Judgment call. So behind this Easter
some twenty centuries, is that tradifion,
grown more influential and expansive with
each succeeding year. And intermingled are
the traditions of other Easters that should
have been sad; because they came when men
were hot for the blood of their fellows, and
trusted kings were doing shameful wrong,
and there was much leaving of the plow for
the sword, and little returning, even on a.
shield. But they were not sad, because the
spirit of Easter is simply Joy, and so power-
ful it is that no hatred can touch it, no disas-
ter wipe it away. But the hatred is softened,
and hope rises from the disaster—the eternal
resurrection! .

Now, because of this ,it is only logical that
the calendar year should begin on Easter
Sunday, when Nature leaps from broken
cycle into one new and.untried. Then all
things outworn are ended—the snow, the
cold, the-slush—but all things good continue
—the earth, the trees, the sky, only made
more acceptable and pleasant by the laugh-
ing spirit of the season.

And just in this period between the snow
and the violet, while the earth is-lying bare
and waiting for the caress of the sun, and
all the air is thrilling with the intimation of
coming things, the passion of the wanderlust
fills the pulse and floods the veins; desire of
far-off vistas that remain ever distant and
ever green—a wistful, never-ending mirage!

_Then it is that we would live the boisterous -

days of the Spanish Main, search for the lost
mines of Solomon, or follow the tortuous
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course of some wild northern river through
Iands untraced by man. But sometimes, too,
the distant fields lead home, and we gaze
away to the curved horizon, where the soft
haze clings and shifts above the path we
must follow, peaceful, lovely, alluring.

MY REBELLIOUS REFLECTION.
JAMES F. HAYES.

I have just had a most extraordinary ex-

perience! My thoughts upon the subject are
" rushing tumultuously through my brain to
find expression, but I must first explain that
I am in possession of all my sense, never hav-
ing bumped myself into danger of a perma-
nent injury to the brain, though I suffered
many falls when a child. I make this explana-
tion in order that you will not be prejudiced
against my experience.

To begin with, in my home I have, in addi-
tion to the usual number of small mirrors, a
beautiful full-length relic of the days when
people used to admire themselves from the
-top of the head to the sole of the boot. I
was preparing to go out. As I stood in front
of my full-length relic, full of good cheer,
preening myself and dusting imaginary bits
of thread from my clothes, my thoughts
were far from anything out of the ordinary,
unless it be that I anticipated another glass
of an inspiring liquor sent to me by a friend.
That might be considered uncommon in these
parched days. Imagine my amazement and
consternation, when upon stooping over to
dust a speck of dirt from my otherwise spot-
less shoes, 1 discovered that my reflection in
the mirror remained upright! My thoughts
instantly reverted to my friend and his bottle
of -wine. 1 dismissed the idea and straight-
ened to my full height. Looking my reflec-
tion in the face, I was surprised to see that
he was smiling. Now, under the circum-
stances, smiling was farthest from my mind.
Ordinarily I am not sure just what I would
have done, but, as I have said, for this even-
ing, at least, I was full of good cheer, and
the disturbing revelation of finding that my
reflection did not act as all good reflections
should, did not therefore affect me as much
-as it would have otherwise.

To test the credibility of my eyes (for it

dawned upon me that I might be smiling
after all, and not be conscious of it, though
I doubted such tremendous strength in my
friend’s vintage), I put my hand to my face
and pulled down the corners of my mouth
so that there could be no doubt as to my
expression. A dyspeptic Puritan would have
been a cheerful and pleasant individual com-
pared with me at that moment. My reflection
failed to follow my facial contortions. He
continued smiling, pityingly, I now thought,
and with just a trace of sarcasm, as though
gently amused at my amazement. My eyes
glanced over his entire figure, and not realiz-
ing the compliment I paid myself, I remarked
mentally upon the neatness of his attire. I
focused my eyes as nearly as I could upon
his, and searched my brain for what might
be considered the proper mode of speech in
addressing him. Never in all my life had I
ever come across in any book of etiquette,
instructions regarding this phase of deport-
ment. I thought, however, that considering
the close companionship existing between us,
it 'would only be proper to salute him affec-
tionately. This I did, adding to my affection
a trace of joviality which, under the circum-
stances, I do not think was unseemly.
“Shade!” I exclaimed, and then stopped,
for the word sounded not unlike one uttered
by a man who was under the influence of an
intoxicant. I essayed another start. “Re-
flection! Quo Vadis! or words to that effect!
Have you no sense of propriety? Are you a
radical reflection, who, like myself, some-
times feels an impulse to rebel against the

‘conventional? Answer me, and speak hur-

riedly, for I must be getting on.”

This last T added as an afterthought, for
it dawned upon me that I had an engage-
ment and already the time was growing late.

“You’ll be ‘getting on’ without me, if you
are in a hurry!” growled the man in the mir-
ror, a frown replacing his smile.

Though the situation and the ecircum-
stances could not lead me to think otherwise,
nevertheless I was surprised and startled to
find that speech was within the power of my
image. I noticed also that his speech was of
the peculiar intonation characteristic of my
own. For a moment I considered his answer,
and then realizing the possibilities of embar-
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rassment for a man without a refiection (for
how could I ever know if my tie was fastened
correctly, or that my hat was at the proper
angle), I submitted to his will.

“Your ultimatum, old shade, leaves me but
one course to follow. I await your pleasure.”
And I pulled up a chair and seated myself
comfortably in it. He remained standing for
a minute until I invited him fo be seated.
“Thank you kindly,” he replied, and from
somewhere in space produced an exact re-
plica of the chair I was sitting on, seated
himself, and crossed his legs in exactly the
same position as my own.

For a few seconds I was at a loss just what
to say, but my eyes wandering around the
room, lighted upon the bottle of liquor, and
it flashed upon me that here would be a good
chance to test the powers of my friend. “Will
you have a drink, sir?”’ I asked, reaching out
to the table and securing the tray containing
the bottle and glasses, “It is really good
stuff, and—" “Thank you,” broke in my re-
flection with a smile, sorrowful and appre-
ciative, “I never touch it. You see, we have
perpetual prohibition over here.”

Instantly my heart was moved with pity
for my poor old image. Pouring a small glass
for myself, I drank it and watched to see the
effect it would have upon my observer. A
slight smacking of the lips, and a pressure
of the hands to the stomach was the only
result.  Still holding the bottle and glass I
continued: “Really, you know, while you
have been one of my closest friends, I have
never had the pleasure of making your ac-
quaintance before. Permit me to introduce
myself.” I rose to my feet, bowed solemnly
and in the conventional form made myself

known to him. I had no sooner reseated my- -

self than my double, rising, gracefully
acknowledged my introduction and presented
himself. “I am your reflection,” said he, “and
I have travelled quite as much as yourself,
though in a different sphere. I am also a
second cousin to ‘Alice’ who in her wonderful
trip through the looking-glass stayed at our
house for some time.”

Conversation continued for the better part
of an hour, augmented on my part by fre-
quent applications of the bottle, and upon my
friend’s part, I presume, by the fact that it

665

might be some time again before he would
find an opportunity for discourse. He was
really an intellectual chap, and in this respect
far outshone his master. Perhaps (pardon
the pun) in his own sphere he has more time
to reflect. Consider for a moment. Have you
ever gone anywhere that your reflection or
shadow did not accompany you? He is never
napping. Any hour of the day -or night he
i1s ready to greet you. Imagine what a
tritimph it would be to creep up before a mir-
ror late some night and find your reflection
missing! But it has never happened to me
—he is always on the job. I digress though
—my own reflection was acquainted with
everything—“The Gumps,” ‘The Cosmic
Urge,” “Coueism,” nothing seemed too new
for him. Never did I feel more like convers-
ing than I did then, and my tongue rattled
along at a great rate. The liquor was begin-
ning to take effect and my own spirits were
rising in direet proportion to the decrease of
those in the bottle.

It was now much past the time of my en-

"gagement and I suggested to my reflection

that he accompany me upon the trip. He re-
plied “No,” and further stated that he had
no intention of going out that night, that he
would much rather sit right there in the arm
chair than go galavanting around all over
the city, appearing in shop windows and in
the mirrors of chewing-gum machines, to say
nothing of having to soil himself by acting
his part in any chance puddles we might
meet.

As I think of it now, I can’t help believing
that he-was right in his demands. But at the
time I was angry. Why should I, an intelli-
gent, able-bodied American citizen, be tyran-
nized over by a reflection whose very exist-
ence depended upon me? I repeat, I was
angered, and the spirits which a moment be-
fore had been so high, dropped, and rose
again, but in a different mood. I would show
this paltry fellow! I felt that my face was
red, and that my eyes were blazing with
anger. My reflection appeared cool and calm.
He evidently thought I was in his power and
that my manifestations of rage were directed
not at him, but at the fact that I must forego
my engagement. Well, we shall see! The ire
of my forefathers was aroused, and raising
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the empty bottle in my hand, I thundered
at my insolent reflection. “Sir, I have toler-
ated vour display of arrogance long enough!
I'will not say I have not enjoyed your com-
pany, for I have, but here it must cease.
Assume youl proper position towards me, or
by the ‘pink-toed prophets of Israel’ I'll
smash you to smithereens!” and brandishing
the empty bottle aloft, I made a gesture as
though to hurl it through the mirror.

" The transformation was complete. He
turned a sickly pale, sagged in his chair, and
I could see the beads of perspiration forming
upon his glassy forehead. “Don’t!” he ex-
claimed, “Don’t do that!” and falling to his
knees he besought me to spare him, promis-
ing to return to his proper sphere and to
bother me no more.

: “Very well,” T said, “but I assure you if it
happens again, I will have no mercy on you,
even though I must go through life unaccom-
panied by shadow or reflection.”

With this last I turned to place the bottle
on the table and when I had done so, and
turned -again fo the mirror, I beheld my
own self once more, following my every
acﬁon, and indicating to the smallest degree

my- every facial movement. Well satisfied -

-with the encounter I took up my hat and coat
and left to keep my appointment and noted
that there was no trace of dissatisfaction
upon the face of my vefiection at this display
of. victory.

CHEAP FICTION.
DENNIS J. O'NEIL.

In the literary firmament we find no fixed
stars, in the serene depths of the skies no
orh to catch the fancy. Occasionally a prop-
erly “press-agented” comet blazes its way
across the houzon but soon disappears in
the steady glow of the old stars—“native to
the realm.”

"Like the Gypsies of yesterday, the authors
of"to-day peddle their baubles of tinsel and
tell fortunes by the moon. Intellectual
nomads, who in their search for romance,
roam the highways of Philosophy, calling
eiach new field an Elysium, yet finding none
worthy of a home. Around the head of a
mah ‘with the character of a Bowery bar-

tender, of the old school, they wrap a Turk-
ish towel, call him a shiek, and give him his
choice of the marriageable women of Eng-
land. Romance they call it, romance that
like a soap-bubble, breaks when most beauti-
ful and scatters prosaic soap- suds in the eyes
of the watcher.

In the inevitable evolution of things we

find cheap fiction torn from its natural en-

vironment, of yellow paper and paper covers,
resurrected from its cache in the wood-shed,
where its devotees of a generation ago smug-
gled well-worn copies, and find it supplanting
the traditional “family album” on the tradi-
tional “library table.” This same evolution
is apparent in all medern art. Compare the
modern movie palaces with the Parthenon;
both are perhaps beautiful, but the former
with a drunk and dishevelled sort of beauty
—Ilike Beauty returning from a masked ball.

One of the “comets” that made its debut

-during the last couple of years, that is sched-

uled for an occasional reappearance is “If
Winter Comes.” As such it is an astronom-
ical oddity and deserves special mention.
When the cycle is completed, and men have
again felt the sweat of war on their brows,
they will need something cheerless like this
to cheer them up and Heywood Broun’s suc-
cessor will quote Heywood Broun’s comment
on it and “If Winter Comes” will again come
to the rescue of a disheartened race.

The big indictment against modern books
is, that they require too many stimulants to
keep them alive. Like Gilbert Parker’s excel-
lent hero, “Beauty” Steele, in “The Right of
Way,” when properly stimulated he was a
very successful pleader but was absolutely
no good without the stimulus.

The opinion of Mark Twain on talking
about the weather is well known, and if
Mark had it to say now he would probably
revise it something like this applicable to
press agents, “Everybody- talks about them
but nobody seems to do much about them.”
Ever since P. T. Barnum spun the yarn
about the love affair in his circus between
the “Human Skeleton” and the “Fat
Woman,” to the cub reporter, press agents
have flourished. P. T. is dead and cannot
retract the story now, so press agents will
doubtlessly flourish ad infinitum. .
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A PLEA TO DIVORCE DIVORCE.
HARRY W. FLANNERY.

A Chicago newspaper recently conducted
a column to which they invited a series of
articles on the subject of “Is Marriage a
Failure?” The same newspaper 1S now run-
ning a serial story, “The Marriage Flaw.” A
play, starring two of America’s greatest
elder actors, “The Circle,” deeply concerns
itself with divorce. A famous play, “A Bill
of Divorcement,” has just been filmed. Many
authors are making divorce the theme of
their books, many meore plays of the stage
and screen are being prepared.

In the meantime, some moral American
arranges his divorce every four minutes;
every eleven days America has as many di-
vorces as England has in a year; one Ameri-
can marriage in nine begins at the altar and
ends in the court room; in the last twenty
vears the number of marriages did not
donble, but divorce increased four times.

" Divorce is becoming so common that it prac-

tically legalizes prostitution, and makes the
homes of millions of children into houses.

At such a period a consideration of the
theme of Patmore’s poetry, love within the
bonds of marriage, is timely, interesting;
and perhaps, important. Other poets have
sung of love rather in the mood of anticipa-
tion than of possession, but he chose to make
himself a singer of love made captive by the
marriage tie, a

“Promise to cherish, comfort and honor;
Vow that makes duty one with delight.”
“A . . . subject loyalty which longs
For chains and thongs

Woven of gossamer and adament.”

His theme is love, says Aubrey de Vere,

“not a mere caprice of fancy, or love as, at
best, a mere imaginative passion, but love
in the deeper and softer sense of the word.
The syren woman had often been sung.
But that love in which, as he affirmed, all
the loves center, and that woman who is
the rightful sustainer of them all, the in-
spiration of youth, and the consolation of
age, that love and that woman, he asserted,
had seldom been sung sincerely and effec-
tually.”

Patmore devoted his unusual efforts to

‘The Notre ®@ame Scholastic

this one theme, made it the subject of his
principal poem, “The Angel in the House,”
and made it*the subject of his “Odes.” He
made himself the poet of love, but he has
been much misunderstood. Romantic old
maids confuse his poetry with the foolish
sentimentality of the popular love stories,
mostly because Patmore is generally too in-
tellectual, too profound. He wrote psycho-
logically, and only occasionally made himself
simple enough to be understood by every one.
But if one has his idea in mind before con-
sidering his written thoughts, the message
is clear to any one.

Patmore was attracted to the Catholic
Church principally because it sanctified mar-
riage more than any other church. He ex-
alted love to first position among all human
faculties, felt that love must be sanctified
because of its super-quality, and identified
human love with divine love, getting his idea

_from the Canticle of Canticles, where the

love of Christ for his people is likened to the
love of a man for his wife. Human love, for
Patmore, is a symbol of divine love. “Divine
love,” says St. Bernard, “has its first root in
the human affections.” Patmore sings of this
divine devotion in his “Odes;” and an essay,
“The Sponsa_Dei,” was destroyed, because it
was felt to be too daring to be placed in all
hands, being the absolute development of his
parallel. He conceives of the Deity as mas-
culine and active, the human soul as feminine
and passive, and tells the story of their com-

mon devotion in “Eros,” where Psyche, the

soul, seeks Eros, the Deity. The latter is He:

“Who woos a man’s will

To wedlock with His own, and does dlstlll
To that drop’s span

The attar of all rose fields of all love.”

Patmore was especially delig:hted in the
Church’s conception of the Blessed Virgin,
realized when he entered the Church.

“When clear my songs of ladies’ graces rang,
And little guess I ’twas of thee I sang!”

He saw a woman as the recipient of all
good, and his love was so intense that it
breeded a return in each of his three wives
in their turn. The first, Emily Augustus
Patmore, when dying, begged him to marry
again, and left her wedding ring to her suc-



e Noore dame Scholastic 669

cessor. He was able to take his next engaged
bride to the tombstone of his predecessor,
without feeling the situation too uncommon,
and there:

“All my praise

Amelia thought too slight for Millicent,

. . And the tea-rose I gave
To deck her breast, she dropped upon the grave.”

Patmore loved love in itself, loved unself-
ishly, which accounts for the sublime pro-
fundity of it in him. When he was a young
man he met the daughter of Mrs. Catherine
Gore, a popular author of fashionable novels,
and “entertained a passion (for her) of a
kind not uncommon in youths, a passion
which neither hoped nor cared much for a
return. I remember praying more
than once,” he continues, “with torents of
tears, that the young lady might be happy,
especially in marriage, with whomsoever it
might be.”

But Patmore was not silly in his idea. “Let
not my heart forget the things mine eyes
have seen,” he says in his essay on the sub-
ject. But he admitted that the passion was
not one of mere intellect, no more than a
“rational tribute of admiration for virtue
and merit.” He conceived of it, however, as
not physical and beastly, but of the soul, and
yet not possible of analysis. ‘“Love is sure to
be something less than human if it is not
more,” he wrote. And further—*Love is
only unreasonable because it is above rea-
son.”

This idea of love is one that those who ad-
vocate divorce might do well to reflect upon.
They forget the sacredness of devotion and
the sanctity of marriage, and in line with the
usual idea of progress, subordinate mind to
matter. The dethronement of the soul is
common to the commercial idea of progress,
when smug comfort is the ideal, not an ever
striving of the soul toward the good, the
beautiful.

Many are called, a few choose to get up,
and the rest are _campussed.

Perﬁaps the only reason some people never
make a mistake is because they never have
the opportunity.

EVEN LAWYERS AND ENGINEERS!
P. J. M.

“The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind,

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?”’

All, even lawyers and engineers, are poets in their
hearts when Spring returns. And if we are to be-
lieve the signs and the poets, this dainty mistress is
just stepping off the boat after wintering some-
where below the Tropic of Capricorn. The writer
observed on March 1st,—one gnat, one bluebottle
fly, one robin, and several professors coming to their
classes without overcoats. What further proof need
be sought by the superstitious?

Did you ever see a woman sharpening a pencil?
Well, it takes her a long time to come to the point.

But, shavings aside, this is the point herein con- -

cealed. It is Spring, the most natural season of the
year for poetic inspiration,—and exhalation. The
SCHOLASTIC urges every one, even the Commerce
student, to let it review the snatches of song that
are invariably found, during this time of year, on
the backs of her letters, and the fly-leaves of class
books. Maybe it is nothing but an experiment, but
who knows that it may net be worthy of even more
learned pages than those of our college paper. Some
very fine poetry has been composed by accident.
And always bear in mind, that poetry is mnever
written by design. Francis Thompson would have
died unknown if he had not sent a short poem of
his composition to Mr. Meynell. -That poem was
written on a piece of wrapping paper picked up in
a gutter. Maybe you will die unknown if you hide

your light under a bushel. Of course, wrapping

paper is not recommended.

Not all the fine things to be said about Spring
have been said yet. Answer this question in 2 poem.
Why doesn’t melting snow, since it is white, form
puddles of milk instead of water? Chemical analysis
tabooed in verse!) Spring might be described to
some length in prose; words can array her in pink
chieffon, and paint her cheek like a rosebud powder

puff. But let us have Miss Sangster’s conception in
real verse.

THE LADY SPRING.

The Spring, like a lively lady,
Creeps into the world’s sad heart,

Touching it with new magie,
Healing its hurts in part;

Thrilling dim streets with glory,
Sweeping dark ways with mirth;

The Springs like a lovely lady,
Sings to the waiting earth:

“] am a gypsy person”—
This is the song she sings—
“I am the love of living,
I am youth’s eager wings,
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I am the lute’s soft sighing, .
I am the foe of age,

I am a lyric written
On an untarnished page!

“I am all dreams of beauty”’—
This is Spring’s vivid lay—
“I am the charm of color,
I am the dawn of day,
I am the pale arbutus
Kissed by an early dew,
I am the romance stirring
Deep in the soul of you!”

Over the land she dances,

High on a hill she stands,
Holding a mass of blossoms

In her white, outstretched hands;
Singing—Dbecause she wants to—

Filled with a glad surprise,
And, like a lovely lady,

Laughing into life’s eyes!’

FANTASY.
R. R. MACGREGOR.

The little god, Eros, walked down the stair-
way of Life on a balmy day in spring. Birds
sang .as he passed, and flowers nodded their
heads and smiled, while in the skies the wind
whispered merry tales of foreign lands. And
the heart of the little god was glad, for the
world seemed a good world and made for his
worship.

Down the highway of Life rushed a great

car that man called Progress, and the driver
at the wheel was known as Mammon. In-
side the car were many people, all with eager
eyes fixed on the quiet figure at the wheel.
“Faster!” they cried feverishly. “Faster!”
And the car, travelling at terrific speed,
crushed Eros to earth. But Mammon recked
nothing, for he saw nothing, and the com-
pany in the car recked nothing, for they
kunew nothing. All save one, a young girl
whose eyes still held the glow of wonder.
“How cold the wind blows,” she ecried, and
shivered. Then her eyes, too, turned to Mam-
mon. “Faster,” she cried, “Faster.” But the
flowers bowed their heads in sorrow, and the
birds sang a mournful dirge while in the
trees the wind moaned disconsolately; for
the god of Love was dead.

- Walking very slowly down the highway of

life came a broad-browed student, with blue
eyes that looked deeply into the inner heart
of things. No traveller by fast express, this
man. He went a-foot, and saw the scenery
much the better that way. Then, too, he
loved so to lie beneath the trees and watch
the passers-by. And the car called Progress
would roar past, freighted with eager souls.
They travelled much faster than he did, but
never learned as much, nor, in the final issue
did they go so far. For the car of Progress
sometimes turned round and rushed back the
way it had come. Frequently it travelled in
circles, too, but always it was known by men
as Progress—probably because it kept mov-
ing.

Very tenderly now the Student %ouched
the tiny shattered form of love.

Sadly he sighed for the people in the car,
for he knew that they would strive and suffer
much and eat in the end of Dead Sea fruit.
And he pitied them greatly. But the philoso-
pher frowned as he thought of Mammon.
So inspiring a figure, yet so soulless. So
fast a driver, yet so careless of human lives
and human happiness. Some day, he thought,
we shall change that driver.

And then the student smiled a very tender
smile as he thought of Love’s re-birth. Fof
he knew that Love would live again, and
hope bloomed in his heart as he visioned the
dawning of a brighter day. But, again, he
reflected, the dawning of each brighter day
only awakened a restless desire for still more
expression. “Of what use, then?”’ he asked
himgelf.

Long sat the Student by the dead body of
Love and the shadows of despair fell darkly
about him, for he was human, and life was-
mainly a matter.of faith. ‘

But because he was a wise man, reconcilia-
tion came at last. Life was motion. The
greater the consciousness of things, the
greater the struggle for perfection of expres-
sion. But should the brightest day ever

dawn, the necessity for effort would cease.

“Man begins to die,” said the Student aloud,
“when all his aspirations are fulfilled.”

And the little god, Eros, seemed to smile
an understanding smile, for he was not dead,
but only asleep.

.
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OH, THESE MODERN YOUNG GIRLS!

Picture Caption In Chicago Paper: Woman Who
Routed Burgar And Daughter.
AND HERE’S A FRUITY BIT.
Local News: Orange Rau of Lemmon, S. D., is
here for-a visit of a couple of weeks.
ek

AND WHILE WE’'RE ON NEWS.

A Society News Item:

Miss Margery Leftover gave

a pleasant little party at her home on 711 Natural
St., last Wednesday night. The party like all of
Miss Leftover’s entertainments was a delightful

success, and all the young set present were especi-

ally pleased by the smoothness with which the even-
ing transpired. )
If Written Truthfully:

) The Leftover mansion,

711 Natural St., was the scene turmoil de huge last

Monday. The Miss Margery Leftover, who is one .

wild child, announced her entente to give on Wednes-
day night one spree de grande in Honaire of six of
her rough neck friends.

The Mr. Leftover then informed his daughtaire
that he would first be damne before he’d let a bunch
of Hoodlums “kick all the varnish off the floors,
break up the furniture and spoon around the house.”

The Muys. Leftover stated that if the Mr. Left-
over didn’t think his daughtaire was entitled to a
good temps he must be crazee. To which he replied
that he was “Boss around here.”

So the invitations were sent out.

seskesit

As to the actual party on Wednesday night there
is little to be said. The dates were blind ones. Two
of them didn’t show up. The food was spoiled. The
music was rotten. Everybody felt nervous, and the
games that were played were silly and foolish. This
goes without saying. The real news consists of the
Scene de Hot when the daughtaire tells papa of the
party, and the scene next day when Fathaire finds
that he is missing a box of twenty-five cent cigars,
and a pair of rubbers and an umbrella.

£

0Old Maid: Yes, I'm from one of the oldest fami-
lies.

Youth: Are they still living?

Motorinan (to conductor) :
Chapin St. transfers; Saturday night, you know.

ON THE HILL STREET CAR.

ek

QUITE SO, QUITE SO.

A Freshman
When asked what
He knew about
The “Pound of flesh,”
In the Merchant of
Venice,
Said that all
He knew was
That it
Couldn’t have been
Pork!
Bk
We have a strange bird we called Will
At night it can never keep still.
The sound is so crooney
It’s driving us looney
If. it don’t stop well all whippoorwill

Hkk

“What’s that man roasting everything for?”
“He must have been reading the Fiery Frost.”

NURSERY RIMES APPLIED TO THE DAY.

Peter, Peter, pumpkin eater

Had a wife and couldn’t keep her.
He put her in a pumpkin shell—
In it she thought she looked so well
She walked around the town awhile
And started out a brand new style.

Little Jack Horner
Sat in the corner

Eating a nice big pie;

Now Jackie -was brazen
He pulled out a raisin—
And soon Jackie’s eye was pie-eye.

Little Miss Muffet

Sat on a tuffet ,

Eating some cream and whey.

A mouse then appeared

But she didn’t act scared

For she wore cotton stockings that day. .
- " KOLARS. -

Better get a lot_ of
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Among the schools of higher learning in
the world, Louvain University occupies an
eminent place. Her learning has been ad-
mired both by the
scholar and by the
man in the street. Al-
though the traditions
which she has fostered have been Catholic
first and last, students outside the Faith
have respected and honored her. The esteem
she has won has come as a great unsolicited
tribute. We may go so far as to say that the
loss of her library during the German inva-
~sion of Belgium in 1914 was a poignant one

for the whole world. It was a loss peculiarly
keen because the treasures which the library
contained were in a general way the treas-
ures of scholars everywhere.

Following the war, several pleas reached
America in behalf of rebuilding the Louvain
library. One of the most earnest was that
of Belgium’s great spiritual leader, Cardinal
Mercier. A source of much gratification for
the renowned Cardinal when he visited the
United States was, we think, the eagerness
with which Americans offered funds for the
project. Already the great library is being
reconstructed and its walls, looted of valu-
able manuscripts and books during the war,
.are being replenished with books. The ac-
complishment is .not, however, the work
alone of the Church or of members of-the

THE LOUVAIN
FUND COMMITTEE.

-which creed was forgotten.

Church. Much of the credit for America’s
part in the achievement rests upon the
shoulders of a group of American non-
Catholics, among whom Dr. Nicholas Murray
Butler, president of Columbia University,
has been a leader. Conscious of the debt
which learning and science owed to Louvain,
the men and women who compose this group
began the work of soliciting funds at the
time when interest in the Louvain project
had begun to languish. Recently a single
contribution of thirty-two thousand dollars,
collected under the auspices of this commit-
tee, was given to Archbishop Hayes of New
York. The money was the gift of the public
school children of New York city.

At present, when so many efforts are
being made to stir up religious discord, the
work of this committee deserves the atten-
tion of Americans of all denominations. Its
accomplishment is a refutation of the charge
that America is a victim of religious and
racial hatreds. It is an answer to the appeal
for Americans to divide upon bigotrous is-
sues. Surely we cannot permit the antag-
onisms that are fostered on the soap-box to
overshadow services such as this committee
has performed. These men and women have
honored themselves. They may rightfully
take pride in an accomplishment in which

distinterested service was conspicuous, in
MOLZ.
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The Engineers’ Club, recently organized
here, promises to fill a long-felt need, and
from present indications it will be of great
’ benefit to the students
of all the different de-
partments of engineer-
ing. Its purpose, which
is to help the engineer in a social as well as
scholastic way, will find expression in regu-
lar monthly meetings at which papers on
subjects of general interest to the whole
engineering body will be read. Speakers will
be brought here to address the students.
Their talks will be designed, as far as pos-
sible, to convey to the student engineer what
he may expect in practice after graduation.
Open discussion will follow the reading of
any engineering paper and in this way in-
terest will be aroused. The authorities have
seen fit to omit a course in public speaking
from the engineer’s curriculum, so that the
club discussions serve to meet partly this
lack of special training.

THE ENGINEERS’
CLUB.

Every engineer in school is eligible for

membership, and although the freshmen
have not as yet had the privilege of attend-
ing a real live meeting of the club, they will
be admitted with blaring trumpets when the
club holds its smoker soon.

Undoubtedly .one of the greatest needs of
the engineering student in this country is a
wider range of acquaintanceship as well as a
broader view towards the accomplishments
of not only his fellow engineers, but of the
other professions at large. We hope that the
hegular meetings of the club will at least
help to promote a feeling of fellowship, and
if it accomplishes only that, it is a success.

L. A..G.
sk

The sudden death of Bourke Cochran has
removed from the service of the country and
the Church a most picturesque and distin-
cguished personage.

The veteran congressman
was, above all things, an ora-
tor. He had the oratorical and
histrionic temperament, and that helped
him to be a great speaker and leader. For
more than a generation he contended with
Tom Grady, another great orator, for the
distinetion of being known as Tammany

BOURKE
COCHRAN
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Hall’s premier orator. During the course of
his life he frequently exiled himself from
the Hall on account of differences of opinion.
He felt able to do without Tammany, if need
be, even though Tammany never could recon-
cile itself very long to doing without him.

As an orator Cochran rose to great heights
now and then. At the Democratic National
Convention of 1892 he accomplished the
seemingly impossible. Grover Cleveland was
about to be nominated for the third time. A
night session was in progress in the battered
old convention building in Chicago. The rain
dripped through.onto the stage and many
persons hoisted umbrellas. The galleries were
packed with Cleveland supporters, who
wanted action so earnestly they howled down
speakers trying to nominate other candi-
dates.

When Cochran appeared on the platform
to nominate David B. Hill, nobody thought
he would be allowed to finish his speech. He
did not try to placate the Cleveland sup-
porters, but something in the leonine manner
and mellow voice impressed them. He dis-
armed the galleries if he did not convince
them, until the crowd wanted to hear Mr.
Cochran, even though he spoke as an enemy.

It is of such stuff as the courage exempli-
fied in the above incident that orators are
made. It was in the role of an orator that
he was able to perform most of his beneficial
actions, whether it was to assist his Church
or to help his country in shaping legislation.

JOSEPH P. BURKE.

Among the things Noire Dame seems to
be lacking as an evidence of vigorous intel-
lectual life are numerous wide-awake study

clubs. We have social and
STUDY CLUBS AT fraternal organizations al-
NOTRE DAME. most to excess. “The social
life seems to be emphasized
almost one-sidedly when we recall that such
activities, indispensable though they are,
should occupy only a subordinate place in the
life of a serious student. At the present
time earnest, enthusiastic study clubs of lit-
erature, philosophy, and the social sciences
are badly needed. The true aim of college
education ought to be to seal the mind of the
student so indelibly that henceforth no mat-
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ter where he is or what he may be doing,
he will always be a student. It is study clubs,
especially, that draw out the interest, the
confidence, the originality, and the self-
expression of the student. By promoting the

- self-reliance of the student in a scholastic

way the study club places him on his own
feet intellectually and encourages and habi-
tuates him to finding his own way in the in-
tellectual avenues. ,

The worth-while work that a study club
can accomplish in a year is amazing. If a
study club in literature were to spend each
quarter in studying personally and inti-
mately the works of a single master, the
members would get perhaps what no class
could give them. If a social science club were
to spend the whole year in an intelligent and
synthetic study of some of the basic and
urgent questions that confront the world to-
day, if it were to master the Catholic point
of view and to learn how to defend it, its
work and influence for good would be simply
tremendous when the members leave the
school and enter active life. We need lay
leaders as we never needed them before, we
are told by every one. Now the study club,

by the very fact that it is even mildly sue-

cessful, implies the development of consider-
able initiative and leadership among the
students. The conclusion seems reasonable,
then, that we ought to have study clubs at
Notre Dame. F. E. DRUMMEY.

CORRESPONDENCE.

Editor, The Scholastic. -
Dear Sir:

Far be it from me td act as a critic of music but
allow me to say a few words in criticism of certain

- members of the audience at last Saturday night’s

concert in Washington Hall.

The program was good, being of the kind we hear
S0 many wish for, but who do not attend when
they have the opportunity. Among the people in the
hall were a half dozen who would not be missed.
They .are the ones who insist on helping the mu-
sicians keep time with their feet, and who feel that
talking should accompany the musical selections

Little can be done with such people. The cause
is their disregard of other pecple’s rights, and the
remedy for this selfish ailment is nét yet. Let us
hope that in some way these irritating few will
come to realize that their method of appreciating
niusic is not being done this year. )

' . Levi Geniesse.

IN MEMORIAM.
BROTHER CELESTINE, C. S. C.

On March 13, 1923 Brother Celestinel, a
former prefect in Brownson and Sorin halls,

passed to his eternal reward. He was born .

Avugust 13, 1855 in Louisville, Kentucky, and
entered religion August 15, 1899.  His re-
ligious profession was made August 15,
1902. Owing to the fact that he was in his
forty-fifth year when he took the religious
habit, Brother Celestine always retained the
formal ways of a man of the world; but this
feature was really an asset to him in the

trying duties of prefect. Brother Celestine’s

family name was James Cassin. A sister
and a father, who reside in Louisville, at-

tended their brother’s funeral.
' R. 1. P.

THE VOYAGE OF THE SONS OF SONG.

On Saturday, March 31st, the Notre Dame
Glee Club will begin the most extensive and
elaborate trip ever undertaken by a musical
organization from the University. More than
a thousand miles of mid-western territory
will be covered in a journey to and from
Niles, Ohio, where the Club will sing in the
MecKinley Memorial, featuring melodies dear
to the assassinated President. The following
towns are also included in the promenade:
Wabash, Indiana ; Marion, Indiana ; Hunting-

* don, Indiana; Toledo, Ohio, and Sandusky,

Ohio. In each and every one of these hamlets
the Knights of Columbus are sponsoring the
entertainment\; at Toledo, the Notre Dame
Club will provide a subsequent festival for
the members.

Approximately forty men are to be carried

" along: these iniclude the members of the Glee

Club Orchestra. Everything will be in the
hands of the regular Glee Club officers, who
include: William Furey, Donald Gallegher,
Edward Raub, Joseph Casasanta, and Vernon
Rickard. Professor John J. Becker will direct
with his usual verve. Some of the specialties
offered by this year’s organization include a
wonderful medley of “College Songs”; the

- work of the Quartette, which is made up

of: Raub, LaCava, Deeter, and Koch; the

sweet music of the “Mandolin Club”; Frank

bt R A rt b e
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Howland, specializing on the xylophone;
William Furey, rendering excellent solos.
This year’s club is one of which Notre
Dame may very well be proud. Their trip
will bring them back one of the most widely
recognized musical organizations in the
country. |

THE VALEDICTORY.

With this year, the oratorical character of

our Commencement will undergo a change.

Valedictory and class-poem will remain the
same, but the famous “senior-orations” will
vanish into the ‘“senior oration,” to deal with
some aspect of Notre Dame life. For the
class of 1923, Mr. Henry Barnhart will de-
liver the valedictory, while the duties of the
oration will devolve upon our leading orator,
Mr. Raymond Gallagher. These choices, as
always, have been made by a special faculty
committee. Often the question is asked, “Just
how is the Notre Dame valedictorian se-
lected ?” Not upon the basis of scholarship
alone, as in some other institutions, but upon

the combined merits of scholarship, person-

ality, student activity, and oratorical ability
manifested by the appointee. This makes
of the valedictory a most representative
honor. It has been thought interesting to
present here, for the first time, a list of those
who have said “Good-bye,” since 1868:

1868—W. T. Johnson.
1869—J. O’Reilly.
1870—A. W. Arrington.
1871—R. H. McCarty.
1872—T. O’Mahony.
1873—Mark M. S. Foote.
1874—C. J. Dodge.
1875—H. J. McLaughlin.
1876—T. J. Gallagher.
1877—William P. Breen.
1878—John G. Ewing. °
1879—(Fire; no Commencement).
1880—J. B. McGrath.
1881—Frank W. Bloom.
1882—W. B. McGorrick.
1883—William H. Arnold.
1884—Neal H. Ewing.
1885—Sydney J. Dickerson.
1886—Thomas J. Sheridan.
1887—John J. Kleiber.
1888—Philip Van Dyke Brownson.
1889—T. A. Goebel.
1890—L. P. Chute. .
1891—C. T. Cavanagh.
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1892—Nicholas J. Sinnott.
1893—Ernest F. Du Brul.

© 1894—Emil Ahlrichs.
1895—Samuel A. Walker.
1896—Richard Spaulding Slevin.
1897-—Joseph V. Sullivan.
1898—Thomas A. Medley.
1899—John F. Fennessey.
1900—Vincent D. Dwyer.
1901—William J. O’Connor.
1902—Francis F. Dukette.
1908—F'rancis J. Barry.
1904—John M. Quinlan.
1905—Bernard S. Fahy.
1906—Alexander W. McFarland.
1907—Robert A. Kasper. :
1908—Francis A. Zink.
1909—John McDill Fox.
1910—Jesse H. Roth.
1911—Arthur John Hughes.
1912—Cyril J. Curran.
1913—William E.. Cotter.
1914—Joseph Walsh.
1915—Emmett G. Lenihan.
1916—Timothy P. Galvin.
1917—Bernard John Voll.
1918—John Lemmer.
1919—George Dewey Haller.
1920—Thomas J. Tobin.
1921—Michael Joseph Tierney.
1922—Joseph Rhomberg.

- CAMPUS COMMENT.

Phide