








twenty-sixth, was probably the most
pleasing as to plot, most accurate as
to technic and most impressive as to
dramatization of all the recent pro-
ductions. From the rise of the cur-
tain to its final descent, it was evident
that the actors had been carefully
chosen for the various parts, most of
which required delicate portrayal of
character. The large attendance
added the final requisite for the suc-
cess of such a play.

As for the performance itself, it is
our opinion that never was a father
more efficiently, more dramatically or
more intricately “brought up.” Wil-
liam O’Neil, in the role of the rich
man’s son, outcast from his paternal

home, portrayed the character of an
optimistic young man, who regarded
no business difficulty too great for
him, even in his utter inexperience.
O'Neil's peculiar powers of adapta-

tion were called into play several
times during the performance,

Albert Litzler was the comedian of
the performance. The audience
seemed to become more hilarious as
the wversatile advertising agent be-

came despondent, and expressed him-
self in words which never failed to
bring hearty laughter. As an ingen-
ious secretary, Ara Walker appeared
to be especially fitted for the part.
Every expression and action was in
accordance with his role, which re-
quired the instinctive dramatic sense
which Walker manifested.

The principal character work was
carried by William Shea and Douglas
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A Veteran Passes
Father Neustich is dead. The first president
of the College has gone to his eternal reward.
But he has left behind a wonderful record of
service rendered that stands as an inspiration

o those who are acquainted with it.
The tale of Father Neustich’s performances
in the line of duty is ane unbroken succession
of sacrifices and courageous deeds. Scorning

* his own personal safety, he brought aid to the

wounded and dying where ,the ‘bright blade
rang on the gleaming lance and the deadly
grape and cannister screamed through the reek-
ing air. Exiled from his Fatherland by the
unjust decree of a bigoted tyrant, he sought
other fields of endeavor, and uncomplainingly
pursued hi§ holy tasks. When his superiors
commanded him to travel across half a world
and carry on his labors in a strange land, he
obeyed without question or protest.

From the cradle to the grave he trod the
paths of toil and hardship, danger and privation,
and self-sacrifice. Surely we can draw some
lesson from this fact. We cannot hope, per-
haps, to render the same perfect account that
he has rendered, but we can at least strive to
follow his example in some measure, however
slight.

He was the very incarnation of faithfullness
and reliability. His entire existence was de-
voted uncompromisingly to the glorification of
God. The world is better for his having lived
upon it. And now he is gone—

Another veteran has passed on.

The Isle of Fighting Men

“Old Erin, out of my heart of hearts
I greet you the top o the mornin’.”

This old world spins on today, much the same
as it did hundreds of years ago. The ugly
sears which Time and wars have made upon the
earth’s surface have been mercifully cofered,
so that the terrestrial form looks pretty much
as it did in days long past. Empires have fal-
len and humble villages have become world-

famous: monarchs have enacted = their brief
sketches on life’s strange stage, and have
proven no mightier than their subjects in the
great exodus. Times and nations change, but
this sphere of ours takes little note of it.

Nevertheless, there is one country which has
fixed itself so permanently in the history of the
world that it is difficult to imagine what kind
of earth this would be if that nation were an-

. nihilated. We refer to Ireland—Ireland with

its tale of sorrow and suppression, its story of

suffering and struggle; Ireland, Isle of saints
and scholars, with its line of leaders, its host
of heroes and its proud perseverence. Perhaps
any other land in the world might lose its dis-
tinetion, but Ireland,—

“Sure, a little bit of heaven fell from out of the sky
one day.
And it nestled on the ocean in a spot so far away”

Almost as inevitably as if the words of that
beautiful song were literally true, the Emerald
Isle seems to be protected by the angels who
are said to have found it there. It has with-
stood centuries of burdensome suppression; its
soil has drunk the blood of its martyrs; gray
prison walls have risen as grim spectres on
those tranquil landscapes. But Ireland and her
spirit live on, because the Irish are a fighting
people.

The “Fighting Irish;"” over the entire land
the phrase has become an appellation for all the
descendants of the heroes of that valiant people.
Small wonder that the world of football gazes
in awe at the record of Notre Dame’s Fighting
Irish teams. Small wonder that our own Car-
roll U. has dared to meet the country’s greatest
aggregations on the gridiron. The spirits of
Emmet, Parnell, McSwiney and Collins stand
with them as they struggle.

A Reward For Service

The summons from Pope Pius XI for Arch-
bishop Patrick J. Hayes of New York and Arch-
bishop George W. Mundelein of Chicago to.ap-
pear in Rome in preparation for their advance-
ment to the cardinalate, is an important event
in the history of the Catholic Church in Amer-
ica. But aside from its prominence as a hap-
pening of more than ordinary interest to the
Catholics of this country the summons of the
two prelates to the Vatican may be the source
of much pride to Americans as the advance-
ment of these two Americans is a reward for
America’s Charity and for her devotion to the
Holy See.

When making known his intention of naming
the two Americans cardinals, His Holiness ex-
pressed his great delight in being thus able to
show his admiration for America. He took it
as an opportunity to give to her some recegni-
tion of the splendid way in which she has re-
sponded to the pleas of the Church for foreign
missions and poverty stricken European na-
tions.

The lessons we may draw is that it pays for
nations as well as individuals to be charitable to
their fellow men and that faithfulness to one's
trust and the justification of the confidence
placed in one will not go unrewarded. America
can be justly proud of the promotion of her two
sons to this high office of the Church for the
honor is a reward which she has truly merited.

A Teapot Dome Moral

At least one bit of good may be derived from
the Teapot Dome investigation in the form of
a moral. If the controversy be not cleared of
its undesirable features, chiefly officials, the
people of the United States are at liberty to do
s0 by means of their votes.

Hence it should be the two-fold duty of every
college student who is of age, to safeguard the
government against aggressions such as the
one referred to by voting intelligently, and
what is still mare important, to retain and cul-
tivate that moral stamina which is inculcated
by a thorough Catholic education.

CAVIARE

By the General

With grim resolve we toe the scratch,
and chafe at the delay,

Till lo! the timer's pistol sends us
blithely on our way.

And we go, to break the ribbon where
the goal so brightly shines,

A-reeling down the column’s length,
full eighty-seven lines!

We hope you'll like our nonsense, and
our poems, and the way P

We eliminate the meaning from the
things we have to say.

Though yvou cram yourself with Knowl-
edge. vou have dined on lowly fare

Unless you've capped the banguet with
a dash of Caviare!

Lector Benevole: For the second
time in our Scotch-plaid career we
have joined the ranks of the column
condugtors. Fortunately you are not
very well acquainted with the outcome
of our first venture, so we are able to
start out with an apparently clean
record. Our glorious purpose is to lay
out a few detours along the highway
of Learring, a few welcome diversions
from the numbing grind. Our motto is,
“Don't let your studies interfere with
vour college eduecation.” Contributions
will be welcomed with open arms,

Packy Durm, one of our regular cus-
tomers in the days that were, has
broken the ize very auspiciously with
“The Captive,” which you will find
downstairs.

Yours truly,
THE GENERAL.

THE CAPTIVE

By Packy Dnrm
In the soft grey winter twilight, when
the rays of the sunset fail,

And over the white robed hillside and
deep in the snow-lined vale,
There settles a peaceful silence; the

pillars of smoke go up
From the grey stone huts in the Vil-
lage beyond the rim of The Cup.

And under the small-paned windows
with hearty and cheerful glow
The orange patches of brightness lay
etehed on the virgin snow,
While off in the purple shadows that
shroud the edge of the plain
The King of the Blizzard rages and

tosses his hoary mane.

Then out of his lair he charges, the
trumpeting winds blare forth,
And the billowing ranks sweep onward,

the great white hosts of the North.

I gaze from my latticed doorway, as
the curtain of Night comes down,

At the stately pines in the hollow and
the gleaming lights in the town;

And T yearn for the hills and forests
out there in the blinding snow,

All Nature tugs at my heart strings,
and oh, how I long to go!

But T know that my longing is useless,
'm exiled forever more—

Steel-woven the walls that hold me!
Steel-woven, the padlocked door!

No doubt vou suppose I'm a conviet,
surrounded by bars and locks—

Al, no! You have judged me harshly.
I'm only a silver fox! ;



