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DR. F. S. KELLER
Dentist

4-5-6 Lyric Theatre Building

Bell Phone, Main 989 Home Phone 13617

BRIEN, GREENE & CO.

INVESTMENT SECURITIES

MAIN 791-HOME 6274

CALLAHAN BANK BUILDING
DAYTON, OHIO

S0t YEar GOLDEN BUSINESS JUBILEE

HOLLENCAMP’S
SPECIAL SALE NOW ON

Stylish Men’s and Boy’s Overcoats and Suits $25.00 and up. Gray, Brown, Oxford
and Black. All Wool Goods. A-1 Quality. None Better.
Railway, Police and Firemen’s Uniforms and Caps. Raincoats,
Trousers, Hats and Furnishings
BOYS’ SCHOOL SUITS—AGE 9 TO 18
Let us take your measure for a Tailor-Made Suit or Overcoat

Low Prices have been our Succcess since 1873. We seek your business.
13 S. Jefferson St., Near Market DAYTON, OHIO

50tH YEAR

PARK YOUR HEAD UNDER A

Cody’s Town Talk Hat

Dayton’s Only Exclusive Hatter

5 and 7 Arcade, Third St.

You will get the Real Effect
of Beauty if you Paint
your car with

EFFECTO

Fvou gt it wire 11e POEPPELMEIER Go,
‘ ﬁ' t 412-414-416-418 Wayne Ave.
Bell Phone 1620

Spalding athletic goods
are Official and
Standard

i; Catalog on request
S .

119 East Fifth Ave. CINCINNATI

FELLOWS

For A-1 Service and Sanitation try

Harry’s
Barber Shop

206 S. Ludlow Street
Near Fifth

Shop Supplies

Micrometers, Screw Plates, Steel
Tapes, Ivory Rules, Tool Chests,
Hand Drills, Braces, Vices, Squares.
Everything in Tools, Machinery,

The Patterson Tool & Supply Go.

Both Phones 123-125 East Third Street

The Reynolds & Reynolds Co.

Manufacturers
TABLETS, COMPOSITION AND
STENOGRAPHERS’
NOTE BOOKS
PADS and SCHOOL PAPERS
OF ALL KINDS

DayTon, OHIO

Buckeye
Barbers Supply Co.

Is the place to buy Razors, Strops
Hair Tonie, Toilet \zaters, Perfumes
Pocket Knives, Shears, Hair Brushes,
Combs, Etec.

CLARENCE S. WIGGIM

No. 214 East Third Street
Opp. Public Library




Home Phone 3441 Bell Main 441

Bell Main 835

“Red Wing”
Ice

Cream

THE RED WING
CORPORATION CO.

The W. L. Adamson Co.

WHOLESALE
GROCERS

444 East Third Street
DAYTON, OHIO

H. F. PAFF
A. W. PAGENSTECHER

Paff &

Pagenstecher

Importers and Jobbers of

China, Glass and
Kitchen Ware

Always the best and newest
for the price

Our Specialty Practical Dinner Ware

Phone Garfield 849

115 S. Jefterson Street DAYTON, OHIO

The HOMESTEAD

LOAN & SAVINGS ASS°N

“Safety First”

“Service Always”

ASSETS $2,500,000.00

6 ;O DIVIDENDS

ON SAVINGS
RESERVE FUND 8$130,000.00

“SAVE BY MAIL”—We Solicit Your Inquiry

O. F. DAVISSON, Secresary ELLIS J. FINKE, Ass’t Secretary
27 West Fourth Street, DAYTON, OHIO

W. H. WINDLE CYRIL E. HOCHWALT

When in need of Razors, Strops, Hair Tonic, Toilet
Waters, Perfume, Pocket Knives, Shears, Hair
Brushes, Combs, etc., try

W. H. Windle Barber Supply Co.

1-2-4 ODD FELLOWS BLDG.
ABOVE MERCHANTS NATIONAL BANK
Home Phone 5255
Third and Jefferson Sts.

DAYTON, OHIO
e

EAT

Laurel Butter Crackers

BEST ON EARTH
Manufactured only by

THE DAYTON BISCUIT COMPANY
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS

OLT’S

SUPERBA

MALT EXTRACT

This high grade product is useful in many ways for home use.

Fanéy Pacific Coast Hops

Always kept in cold storage—therefore no loss of
aroma or drying out

Delivery to all parts of the city.

THE OLT BREWING CO.

East 860 Home 81164-81174




What we do claim—

We don’t claim to make the most pictures, nor to
be the only photographer, but we do claim that
our work stands in the front line and that our
patrons are well pleased with the results.

Don T allace Studio

137 South Main Street Main 940

The F. A. Requarth Co.

MILL WORK, LUMBER
and BUILDING MATERIAL

Monument Ave. and Sears St. Both Phones

“FOR QUALITY AND SERVICE”

The H. Office & Bro. Co.

ESTABLISHED 189%

Receivers and Fancy Fruits and Vegetables

Distributors of
Phones Bell Main 1655, Home 3695
SPECIAL ATTENTION TO OUT-OF-TOWN ORDERS

135-141 E. Fourth St. B. & O. Produce Yards DAYTON, OHIO

A Schoolhouse in a Factory

The National Cash Register Company
and its employees have never ceased
to go forward because “they have
never stopped going to school. In
our Schoolhouse we study the needs
of those who buy our product. We
learn how to build machines that will
answer these needs.

We offer our workers many oppor-
tunities in our Schoolhouse to learn
and to advance themselves.

Our Schoolhouse has a seating capa-
city of 2,500, a fully equipped stage,
one of the largest pipe organs in the
country, and the most improved ap-
paratus for showing motion pictures.
When in Dayton, visit The N.C.R.

THE NATIONAL CASH REGISTER CO., Dayton, Ohio

Offices in all the principal cities of the world

A. C. Giambrone

WHOLESALE
FRUITS

Bell Phone East 2472

112 COMMERCIAL STREET

- South End Pharmacy

DRUGS

CIGARS—SODAS
FILMS

CORNER BROWN AND WOODLAND AVE.

Bell Main 1429 Home 4839

Albert Pretzinger
Edw. P. Musselman

ARCHITECTS

1125-28, 1138-39 Reibold Building
DAYTON, OHIO

Robert Colburn

THE POPULAR

Barber

Union Avenue and Brown Street

Ben Westbhrock

UNDERTAKER
718 South Wayne Ave.

Auto Equipment for
Weddings and Funerals

Extensive limousine serviee for weddings

Office Phones: Res. Phones:

Home—2485 Home—4142
Bell—E 485 Bell—E 207%




“Annual
“B’uyers
“(C’orporation

Wants to Declare a Dividend— Get Behind It

“A

B

C”"—You've seen the signs all over the city of Dayton. They were nothing more
than an advertisement for the Annual Buyers’ Corporation, of the University of Day-
ton. And say, gang—they're giving you chance one to gobble up all the limited
amount of special preferred which they have placed on sale. Common stock is an
unknown quantity in this corporation.

Coming down to brass tacks—it’s your annual, it's your beaming countenance that
greets the eyes of gentle reader as he turns the pages of this unsurpassed production—
it’s your business to decorate the mahogany
with a little helpful filthy lucre—a grand
total—to be cxgct*of two simoleons. And B he ol Gkes ot onc
what’s two Irish potatoes compared to a If each guy shows two measley bucks
masterpiece containing myriads of reminis- Our battle’s one-half won.
cences of the days you spent at the U. of D.? You know the knocker we despise,

While the booster we all prize;

In years to come you'll be kicking So get a memoir of Dayton U.,
yourself all over the mud thoroughfares of C’'mon, dish out, you guys.

Oshkosh, Boston, Xenia, Tippecanoe, or el Pk
Philadelphia, or any other hamlet to which

you may have migrated after years of bliss at the U. of D. if you are forced to re-
member that you squeezed the said cartwheel so hard that Liberty’s eyes watered,

instead of investing it in stock which is so far above par you'd have to take the “T-2”
to determine the margin.

Each guy should buy an annual

Why, fellas, stock in the Annual Buyers Corporation has got “Piggly Wiggly”
knocked for a roll of Mongolian pie-pans. So hear ye, gentle reader of this epistle,—

dig down into your trousers’ pocket, and don’t think of the dentist when you extract
the gold. :

Send in your order today to your class representative. Address all communica-
tions to the—

BUSINESS MANAGER
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Our Blessed Lady

By Lawrence J. Tebbe

Into the stillness of the solemn chapel
The evening sunbeams stretch their tired fingers
And wandering o’er the pews in lazy silence
Faintly tinge them with a docile red.
The sinking sun in pharisaic boldness
Throws a bright stream full on Our Lady's face—
“My God,” I whisper, “what sorrow’s in those eyes!
What dolour fills the tender mother heart!”
In raptured awe I kneel as the fading beams
Portray the beauty of that heavenly face—

My Mother of Sorrows.

The day’s last embers melt in the purple West

And an even stillness fills the dreaming chapel.
The very benches hush in sacred reverence,
For through the dusk there comes the sober gleam
Of the tranquil face still radiant with the beams
That long have faded into the creeping night.
“Dear: Jesus,” -1 prayed;  {orgive ‘us-who have
sinned”—

[ thought the Mother smiled :—it had been our sins
That had nailed her only son to the cruel rood!
Yes, I really think she smiled,—

A\l_\' Mother of Ju_\'.&
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‘The Crusade Calls

>

By Rt Rev. Msgr “Francis- | Beckmann. 51 L. D.

MEMORIES OF 1921

S we are approaching nearer to the date set
for the Fourth General Convention of the
Catholic Students’ Mission Crusade, to be
held at the University of Notre Dame, there is once
again awakened within us the happy remembrance
of the last Crusade convention, which assembled
in the summer of 1921 at the University of Dayton.
[t was a meeting made ever memorable, not only
by the achievement of the delegates, but, in no less
degree, by the sterling seli-sacrifice and energy con-
tributed by the good priests and brothers of the
Society of Mary and by the most praiseworthy zeal
of the students under their charge. To these fac-
tors, above all, is the material success of the 1921
convention due. To the unfailing courtesy and ex-
emplary generosity of these men all Crusaders are
deeply indebted.

THE SPIRIT LIVES

The enthusiasm enkindled at Dayton has not been
allowed to smolder or die down. We aré on the
eve of another great convention, and we are
stronger and better trained Crusaders than we were
two years ago. We more fully realize the grave
and critical need of our missionaries, both home and
foreign. The wheels of the organization’s machin-
ery are running more smoothly and we are emerg-
ing from the experimental stage. Many impedi-
ments to our progress have disappeared and we
can begin to concentrate on the attainment of our
blessed aim: ‘““The World for the Sacred Heart.”

And, in accord with this slogan, we have adopted
another, especially chosen for the coming conven-
tion: “Notre Dame—to Defend the Cross.” As
the heroic Crusaders of the Middle Ages fought for
the preservation of the Holy Land to Christianity,
so we must fight that the symbol of Christianity,—

the Cross of Christ,—may not be outraged by the
attacks of infidels.
TO DEFEND THE CROSS

“To Defend the Cross!”
days, could be more appropriate; on every hand,

No slogan, in these

even in our own land of freedom, the Cross is be-
ing subjected to jest and insult, and the sublimity
of following the One who died thereon is dispar-
aged and ridiculed as vain or fanatical. So, Catho-
lic Crusaders, your work is clearly outlined before
you. Upon you, the leaders of the days to come,
depends much, and through our Mission Crusade
you can prepare yourselves to take your rightful
place in the army of Christ. Your task is a mighty
one and requires a thorough preparation. The
spread of the Faith, through the support of the mis-
sionaries,—those self-sacrificing men and women
solely dependent upon the help of others,—is a God-
given task, than which there is no nobler given man
to perform.

THE CALL OF THE HOUR

The spirit displayed at Dayton is the spirit that
will triumph at Notre Dame, and it is our fervent
prayer that this spirit will never languish or decay ;
that it will spread with the rapidity of inspiration
to those institutions and students who are not yet
fully alive to the meaning and possibilities of the
Crusade.

The present call of the Crusade has the Fourth
General Conclave as its objective. Crusaders who
would have an active part in plans for the further-
ance of God’s interests must burnish their armor
for the march to Notre Dame. “Notre Dame—To
Defend the Cross.”

May 4, 1923.

Written for The Exponent by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Francis
J. Beckmann, S. T. D., Chairman of the Executive Board,
Catholic Students’ Mission Crusade.
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The Blue, the Gray and the Olive Drab

By F. Leonard Canavan

don’t suppose that I could find the place again.

[ chanced on it by mere accident, but, that

accident was a lucky one in that it gave rise
to a bit of a historical incident and also a story of
patriotism. However, I shall relate it as it actually
happened.

Last spring 1 happened to be touring a rather
sparsely populated tract of our own dreamy South-
land. 1 was headed for no place in particular, just
following any road that appealed to my fancy: I
was hugely enjoving myself in that roving way in
which I choose to spend a few months. I knew I was
in the state of Tennessee, just where I couldn’t say.
Somehow or other 1 got switched onto a road that
sure hadn’t been listed on the Division of Highways’
schedule for improvement. It was awful! Mud!
Mud! Mud! I determined to find what lay at the
end of the road and so chugged painfully ahead. I
had gone perhaps ten miles, ten long miles, the long-
est I have ever traveled, when I came to a hamlet.
It comprised four tumble-down shacks and two
rickety houses. I decided to stop and then found I
had to stop because it was the end of the road, and
ten miles back wasn’t a pleasant prospect.

As I drove up the “main street” three people
came out to meet me. A short business looking
character (the marshall, the postmaster, and the
governmental head) ; two old bearded men wearing
the garments of olden days, one the gray jacket of
the Confederate Army, and the other the blue of
the Union. I asked the short gentleman if I might
obtain lodging for the night or for a couple of
nights (I saw here real characters worthy of study.)

“Well now, lemme see,” answered the marshal
and after a pause continued, “I can’t very well put
vou up but (with a sly wink at me). I guess either
Sam or Bill could stan’ yu fer a coupla days.”

“Sir—,” began Bill.

“Suh—,” interrupted Sam.

The fat fellow chuckled and giggled.

“Permit me to introduce myself,” 1 interposed,
“I am Charles Dent and I'm just riding around the
C(luntl‘_\‘.”

“Well,” replied the fat fellow, “I'm Augustus
Crowell and (with a sweep of his hand) I bid you
welcome to our city. This (indicating Bill) is \WVil-
liam Fitzgerald, Union soldier, and this (pointing
to Sam )is Samuel Marson of the Confederate
Army.”

Both old men bowed low.

“Mr. Dent, I would be pleased to have you stay
with me for a few days,” said Bill.

“Mr. Dent I beg the honor of your presence,”
argued Sam.

The old men glared malignantly at each other.
Here Crowell interrupted with another wink.

“] guess, Charley, you had better stay a day with
each?”

Thinking that 1 had bumped into something real
and possibly feudish, I agreed. Crowell seemed to
be some kind of a judge, for he decided that I should
stay with Bill that night. So I went over to stay
with Bill.

The minute that I was alone with the old gen-
tleman, I perceived that he had something important
to tell me. His very mien accented it. He would
look at me and study me to determine perhaps if
I would listen. T decided to draw him out. It was
not until that evening that I got the story.

“Charley, I suppose you wonder a lot since you
have been here. There ain’t much to wonder about
‘cept Mr. Marson and me. I suppose you noticed
how we act? Well, sir, we are enemies. He’s a
Southerner and I am from the North. Damn the
South. I wouldn’t be a stickin’ here if I could get
out. No siree! I love the North and my nephew,
one of the last soldiers to leave Germany, is comin’
to take me away tomorrow. Mr. Marson loves the
South as much as I hate it. He was at Antietam
and Gettysburg, and so was I. He was with Lee
and I was with Grant. He still calls me Yank and
he’s nuthin’ but a Johnny. Yet he maintains that
the South was right. It was not. The Union cause
was just, it was God and the North who kept this
nation from the destructive hands of the South.
God and the North, sir, and we were in the right.”

The old man paused. I sat very still and looked
straight ahead. Bill cleared his throat and con-
tinued.

“Y’know our nation was founded on democracy
and yet the South wanted aristocracy. It seems to
me that the Scuth ought to be satisfied that they
are alive. 1 don’t see why we didn’t kill every one
of them. They deserved it. What right had they
to stand for slavery? Why should they try to
wreck all our hopes for advancement? Dern them,
The dogs, the low-lying critters, Would steal from
a child. I hate the South, sir, [ hate the South, it
is wrong and will always be wrong.”

3ill arose and went inside. For a long time I
could hear him fumbling around, looking to see that
he had everything packed for his exodus from the
South. Bill was interesting,—I wondered how Sam
would be. Well, I would see Sam in the morning.
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Sam saw me coming and came to meet me.

“Good mornin’ Mr. Dent,” he said.

“lI hope that Yank Fitzgerald hasn't crammed
vour head full of distaste for the South. Suh, the
South is par-ee-mount.
was right. And believe me, 1 would rather see the
Stars and Bars any day than the Stars and Stripes.
Them murderin’ Yankees came thunderin’ down.
They won the war, but they never destroyed the
spirit of the South; we are still carrying our ideals
with us and we always shall.
shall separate us from them.”

We had arrived at Sam’s house and upon enter-
ing I was astonished. All over the walls hung pic-
tures of the old South. The battlefields of Bull
Run, Vicksburg, Antietam, Gettysburg; the gen-
erals, Lee, Jackson, and others. Sam offered me a
seat and went on with his story. :

“There’s a man suh, a man’s man. General Lee
never stooped to any underlying Yankee trick.
Jackson, the North had no man like “Old Stone-
wall.” They all had to admire him. 'The manhood
of the South is the manhood of the nation. The
soul of America is the South. We have ideals suh,
and the North tries to crush them. Damn the
North, I hate it.”

I stayed with Sam for the better part of the day
but about four in the afternoon I heard another auto
bumping up the road and I surmised that it was
Bill’s nephew. I went out to meet him. I was in-
troduced to the younger Fitzgerald. He was an
impressive person wearing the uniform of a Major,
the olive drab that won the World War. After
some time I had a chance to speak to him alone.

“Mr. Fitzgerald,” I began, “you have come to a
strange place. In the last few hours I've heard all
the battles of the Civil War rehearsed. I've en-
joyed every bit of it. I hope that you will get a
chance to hear both sides of it.”

“I've heard it all, Dent, I lived here off and on for
a while. I came with the purpose of taking my
uncle away but I'm not going to do it. He'd be dis-
contented if he would see the North of today. Jazz
bands, syncopation, murders and scandals. That’s
not his North. It would be far better for him to
stay here.”

As he finished speaking Bill emerged from the
house.

She was right, suh, she

The grave alone

“Come on uncle, we are going over to see Sam.”

“See that Southerner? Never, nephew, never.”

“If you don’t come with me vou will never see
the North. I'll leave you here.”

“Well, nephew, If T must go I must. I’ll stay
here no longer. Not in this hotbed of rebels.”

“Come on, uncle, we’ll go over to see Sam.”

So we went. The younger Fitzgerald and myself
~ leading the way and old Bill bringing up the rear

and at each step wishing new malediction upon the
South.

“Well, if it ain’t the boy,” exclaimed Sam grasp-
ing the extended hand of the major, “I sure am .
glad to see you, suh, won’t you come in?”

“Sam, I came down here for a purpose, I came to
tell you and my uncle something. I don’t want you
to say a word till I have finished.

“You all know that I have been in France a long
time and that I've seen things that it doesn’t do
men good to see. But I'm going to relate to you a
story and when I've ended—well, here goes the
story.

“I belonged to a rather mixed outfit. We were
gathered from all parts of the country. We had
what you call Northerners and Southerners, we had
them from the Fast and the West. But we all went
over to France with but one idea in our hands, and
that was to lick the Germans. We did that job up
proper and in accomplishing that task this is an in-
cident that occurred, and many happened like this
but you can still hear talk of Andy Lee Campbell, the
All-American Ace. We had been transferred from
one end of the line to the other, there was not a
spot of the entire country that we didn’t see. The
Air Service of the United States made a greater
part of the history of the A. E. F. One July day a
call for two planes was sent into us and Andy and
myself responded. We were soon in the air and
headed for the German lines. Andy was flying high
above me and to my right. I was to brook all the
fire of the Germans when he was to slip by and do
the dirty work. I had been gone perhaps an hour
and the Germans were responding to the ruse finely.
I had lost sight of Andy. Just how the next inci-
dent occurred I am at a loss to relate but I know
that I was surrounded by three German planes. It
meant almost certain death. I started a rapid fire
on the first one, and got in response the return fire
of all three planes. Things looked bad. I deter-
mined to flee and try to draw the planes over our
own lines where I could give the artillery a chance
to get in a little work. It failed to work. One
plane cut me off and they slowly surrounded me. 1
could go higher but I oculd never escape them.
Then to make things worse my gun went out of
commission. I was doomed to die. When things
looked the blakest along comes Andy. I could see
him tearing to my aid and I sure felt a whole lot
better. How that little devil came! Words cannot
describe how he tore into that German formation
and cut them to pieces. He looped and dodged and
looped again, there was one plane left at the end of
fifteen minutes and then Andy’s gun went on the
What else could T do?
There we were, two crippled planes being peppered
by a German gun and unable to put up a fight. 1

bum. Talk about cuss.
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signalled to Andy to head for our lines just as soon
as I could. How we went, we had everything in
those planes in play. Would they stand the test?
We were now about five miles from our line when
it became evident that the German would get us.
I had an awful time trying to keep my ship up. On
and on the German came. He went passed me and
began firing at Andy. I saw Andy look around.
Then occurred something that I shall never forget.
Andy took a big loop and came above the German,
he had no gun and, boys,—here the major paused—
boys he dove right into the top of the enemy ship.
They both went crashing to the ground together.
Andy threw his hand up to bid me goodbye.”

The major stopped and wiped the tears from his
face, the old men stirred uneasily, I stared straight
ahead. 'The major looked around and then con-
tinued.

“We were a happy lot with all our joking. We
used to call Andy ‘General Lee’ and we kidded the
life out of him about the South. But when he went
West like he did, there was not a man who wouldn’t
stand up for him and the South. Sometime when

vou are in France and near the great American

cemetery at Argonne you ask the guide about Andy
I.ee Campbell. He'll take you to a little mound of
earth surmounted by a small white cross. There is
where the remains of Andy lie and above the grave
they have placed this inscription :

“‘He was from neither North or South. But he
was from the United States of America. The North
and South are one.

“Boys, I've been through some awful scenes and
every time I think of you two fighting about the
North and South it makes me mad—there is no
North and South, there is but one United States
of America.” :

There was a long pause, Bill moved uneasily, Sam
figited about on his chair, finally they looked at
each other.

“Sam,” 'began Bill, “have you got a little to-
hacco?”

“Sure,” answered Sam, “and say Bill, you're not
going away and leave me here all alone?”

The Major looked at me and smiled. Bill sat
silent for a long while, then a smile began to spread
over his face, at length, he said,

“Nah, Sam, I was only foolin’.”

Shadow

By Frank Potts

Come, gentle evening, gently fold
Your dusky cloak about the meadows;
Melt out the blue skies and the gold
With darkness and with shadows.

Send breezes down to lull to dreams,
And bless in peace, the throbbing bird,
That sends his notes in silver streams,
Not wondering if his songs are heard.

Come, drop sweet stillness o’er the dell,
[Fading in the hueless light,

And let your murmurs, with the bell,
Announce the closing arms of night.

Suffuse with haze the sleepy glow,
Bedim the silenced plain, that rides
In stillness to a vale below,
Where silence evermore abides.

There crush the incense and perfume
From hanging vines around the stone,
And drop soft whisperings on the tomb,
Where only heated winds have blown.

I'here, shadow, flit in silent course,
Singing sweetly from above,

Not songs of sorrow and remorse,
But pains of everlasting love.
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The Legacy of Patrick Henry

By Michael Eikenbary

T has been most aptly remarked circumstances
are the creator of great men; from this might
be deducted that lack of the same, has resulted

in ability and genius lying dormant or unheralded
throughout its life. Therefore in touching the life
of Patrick Henry and the great scenes in it, we
must quote historical circumstances. To tell of his
labors in detail would entail volumes, so in a short
article the object may plainly be said to excite in
the heart of a reader the wish to read of these stir-
ring days when Patrick Henry and a host of others
plaved the role.

It may here be mentioned that it is a lamentable
fact that biographers seem to gloat in expounding
contradictory facts concerning their subject matter,
which may be partly excusable, when their zeal and
adoration for the eulogized is raised. Hence, any
contradictory statements will be but a testamentory
to the biographer’s fervor or originality.

Henry was born in Virginia, Hanover County,
May 29, 1736. That portion of the colonies now
stands much in precedent, bathed in the light of the
generation of leaders it produced during the eigh-
teenth century. As a boy he attended one of many
private schools, somewhat irregularly, probably ow-
ing to his love of all outdoors. It being told how
he would roam his father’'s wooded farms and oft-
times reclining on mossy couch he would whistle
a march tune as he reviewed the battalions of fleecy
clouds parading overhead. His was a carefree life,
and his enjoyment of it was brimful.

At the age of fifteen he began clerking in a coun-
try store, and a year later his father bought him and
his brother William a stock of merchandise and set
them into one of those prime educational agencies,
the country store. Here indeed was to be his uni-
versity, where he was to experiment the most com-
plex and seldom mastered branch of learning, name-
ly, human nature. And here it was he weighed both
character and sugar, measured calico and men and
drew conclusions and molasses at the same time.
Jut his program of studies was destined to be

short, for while Henry profited greatly in the carry-

ing out of his life slogan “Study-men,” his ledger
showed deficiency while dealing with their purses,
and although he, like Samuel Pepys, was alive to
every quilp of human nature and comedy, played in
so rare a setting; he was also asleep to the tragedy
of his customers crediting his ledger, they doing it
so melodiously, till failure closed the final scene and
left Henry alone to hear the dirge of his creditor.

We next view him as a farmer, with wife and
babes to greet him as he returned sunburned and
sweaty, from directing his few slaves, but not for
long, as the flames one night consumed practically
all of his earthly lot and so at the age of twenty-one
with what little he recovered from the sale of his
servants, he obtained another country store, operat-
ing it alone until 1758 when he failed again, due to
the bad tobacco crops of his customers. At twenty-
four he stood in a foreboding world in debt. Oh!
Such, as we know now, was the world’s way with
genius, for nothing had he vet exhibited to give her
a foreknowledge of the divine spark which he
knew not, glowed within his breast.

Almost as a last resort his mind turned to law,
and biography tells us that after a six-week gallop
through jurisprudence, he presented himself (al-
most a country bumpkin, unpolished and unknown)
before the board of examiners at Williamsburg,
Va.; what a story it would have been for Charles
Dickens to compare Henry to the smooth elegance,
ruffles and velvet, which surrounded those vehem-
ent and almost contemptuous examiners who final-
ly decreed that his knowledge of law was fairly
weak, yet if he would but promise to keep on study-
ing that his personality might bridge the defects,
which he promised to do.

And we, now near his maiden leap to fame, pic-
ture the Hanover Court House of Virginia, crowd-
ed with parsons and laymen with the new-born
Henry revealing the rights of the clergy and their
duty to their peoples and to God. We cannot de-
tail this narrative, and let us hope that we have
but proved the fire of his tongue, when we say
that the name of Henry at once became synonym-
ous with the advocacy of liberty.

It is spring, warm breezes blow and shad in-
habit the streams, and all nature seems conducive
of repose with man and God. Up the hill on which
is situated James Church of what is now Rich-
mondshire, plodded the delegates of the first Revo-
lutionary Convention of Virginia, and there were
townsmen, among whom were Thomas Jefferson,
George Washington and John Marshall, Sr., who
rubbed elbows with the sturdy farmers who com-
plained of leaving spring planting, little dreaming
the reaping would feed their farms’ defenders. Yet
their scemed a terseness in both atmosphere and
demeanor as if a foreboding of the great brewing
storm, so into the low wooden structure they
crowded while the river James sparkled far below.
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Another apt remark is that every teacher has un-
doubtedly one crowning achievement of his career,
and it is upon the apex of the days this “Demos-
thenes of the Forest,” that therein lies stimulation.

With the procedure begun and business progress-
ing there arose a man, tall, a forehead high, while
his shoulders contained a stoop. Possessed of a
strong voice through which ran a strain of melody,
he read three resolutions, all of which had been
heard at different times before and in different
phraseology, yet the third was something distaste-
ful as it called men to a state of defence against
George III of Britain. Having read, this member
returned to his seat and listened to its objectors,
while debate ensued.

Men were clinging to peace;—yea, at any hour

might appear an English sail, bringing news of bet-
S - b=l >

ter dealings. Oh! How deceitful is the phantom
of hope; men see not the battle until the cannon’s
roar is heard. How little knew these colonies that
but yesterday (on the 22nd) the words of Edmund
Burke, words which men were to remember, and
which would be studied by their grandchildren as
embellishing the highest mental effort, and with but

simple justice as their keynote, declaring man’s in-
humanity to man, had fallen on the ears of a mute
parliament.

So Henry re-arose, this time to give birth to a
classic, and to proclaim sentences which shall stir
the blood of freemen or slave as long as manhood
exists. He was a picture of forlorn hope and lib-
erty defamed, and how fiery was his question, “Is
life so dear or peace so sweet as to be purchased at
the price of .chains or slavery?” On and on he
swept molding dissention into accord, fear into lion-
heartedness and doubt into determination, and as a
captain he faced his resolution’s staunchest object-
ors and asked, “I know not what course you gentlemen
might pursue, but as for me, give me liberty or give
me death.”

To tell of the effect of his words would be but to
recite the history of the Resolutions, and their de-
livery may be better imagined than described.

So, American, when foreigners accost you with
the fascinating tale of vine-clad abbey or skeleton-
lined moat, ask him to pause, and then tell him the
story of Patrick Henry and that little band with
whom he lived in those chivalrous days of our coun-
try’s birth.
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Mother

By F. Leonard Canavan

fully upon the imprisoned hospital. The heat
was unbearable. Nurses sat on cots fanning
the sick and the dying. Then they came for me.

I T was the sixth of July. The sun beat unmerci-

Long hours afterward I awoke very weak and
very sick. A cool, soft hand was laid upon my

brow. .

“Mother,” 1 whispered, “Mother—Mother!”

I opened my eyes; a nurse was seated by the bed
and in a low voice was talking to me. She told me
that the operation had been a success,—I would
live.

Despite these words my mind contained one pic-
ture. It was my mother. 1 could see her seated
near the window, knitting. What a marvelous
touch the twilight added to her features! It brought
out all the beauty of womanhood, of motherhood,
sorrow and joys. I can still see her a few days be-
fore I sailed for France. How she cried as I held
her in a powerful embrace.

A month passed; 1 was swiftly recovering my
strength. One day I was informed by the doctor
that on the morrow I could be moved. I was trans-
ported to Paris. After a week in a Parisian hospital
I was sent back to America.

During this period I had frequently written to
mother but had received no answer. Presumably
she had addressed the mail to my old quarters and
it would be weeks before I would receive her letters.

When the day for sailing arrived, and we had
already boarded the ship how our hearts beat with

uncontrollable joy; each pulsation of the mighty
Closer to
mines for some, to sweethearts for many, but to

engines brought us closer to home!

me—closer to my Mother.

At New York we were greeted with cheers and
prolonged applause.
blowing, and everybody seemed mad with joy at
our return. - They called us “heroes” and many a
tear was shed as they gazed at a “hero” blinded or
hobbling along on crutches; they were frightened
by the hideous grins on the faces of some of us
whose visages were rendered weird and grotesque
from shell explosions.

Willing hands aided me in securing transporta-
tion to the mid-western town where I lived. On
arriving there, the first acquaintance I met was an
old friend of mine and of the family. His greeting
was hearty and congenial, yet I saw in his face
something strange and indescribable. When he had
finished, I inquired about my Mother. Sad ques-
tion! Instead of his face kindling into a smile, two
large tears crept from his eyes and rolled slowly
down his withered cheeks. He turned a little to-
ward the West, pointed to a grove of trees sur-
rounding the village cemetery.

An old, old sun flung its mellow rays upon a
newly heaped mound of earth.

“My boy,” said the old man in a broken voice,
“your Mother died on the sixth of July at two
U’Cl()ck.”

At two o’clock on the sixth of July 1 had passed
the crisis.

Jells were ringing, whistles

By Carl ]J.

MERICA today holds fourteen aeronautical
A records, which, by the way, leaves one or
two to foreign lands. But what are these

records? What is their significance and why has
so much time been spent in their pursuance? Are

they not merely passing scintillating bits of the
American spirit to hold a dominant position in
whatever she undertakes? Hardly that. The rec-
ords that America holds today and of which she is
so proud, and justly so, of possessing are the result
of a fusion of the earnest efforts of pioneers, the
thought and perseverance of science, the untiring
labor of a far-seeing populace, the skill of American
pilots and a fundamental patriotic zeal which feels
that America, the birthplace of aviation, should be

Mistress of the Air.

Economics

Crane

The world in general and America in particular
has realized that aeronautics is a rising economic
force that flows into the crevices of lack, which
heretofore have not been filled by any means of
transportation. Notwithstanding the difficult and
arduous evolution through which aeronautics has
had to proceed, we find it today assuming an ever-
increasing role of importance in the economy of
nations and in the progress of its people. Aero-
nautics today is at the dawn of a new era in which
no doubt America will take part to an extent that
will keep her foremost in the air among the lead-
ing nations of the earth. To those who have
watched the development of aerial progress from
its inception comes a conviction that the new sci-
ence and art of aerial navigation has waxed strong
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Lieutenants Macready and Kelly who piloted the T-2 to a successful non-
stop flight across the continent.

and is to become one of the earmarks of an ad-
vanced civilization. At the present time an ever-
increasing number of thinking, intelligent people
are rallying to the support of aeronautics and their
reasons for such hearty support may be summed up
as forming a true, impartial and unbiased insight
into the advantages of aeronautics. Indeed aero-
nautics is receiving an impetus at the present time
which is destined to make it a leading factor in the
lives of not a few but of many. Before the close of
the present generation aeronautics will have taken
its place, the place which belongs to it by right of
succession, a place which recognizing conservatism
is so reluctantly releasing. _

Expedient it is to consider for a moment the de-
velopment of aeronautics in general and some of
the phases in its evolution to the place it holds to-
day as a dynamic force which has come to solve
problems of world-wide importance; problems con-
cerning the well-being of nations and municipali-
ties. Beginning in the imagination and emotions
of a few like in all other forms of natural conquest,
aeronautics at first was considered as a foolhardy
creation of man’s restlessness. Aeronautics did not
stand alone in that respect, for it was the oft-
repeated story compatible with innovation and
progress. Indeed we can say in all firmness that
the scientific progress made by aeronautics has far
outreached the popular support given it and con-
trary to most fields of advancement its pioneers
are men who today take active part in the success
that aeronautics is beginning to be characterized
by. Unlike Clermont whose most optimistic

dreams could not picture the giant steam vessels of
today, Wright has a visible guarantee that his pio-
neering was not in vain but on the contrary a con-:
tribution to civilization which is being brought
forth in strong relief. When flight of a few mo-
ments’ duration was effected in the early days lit-

°

Through the courtesy of ‘““Slipstream”

tle hope was held by the “I told you so” organiza-
tion for aeronautics. They could not see in it a
semblance of rational progress. When the light-
powered flimsy aircraft of 1905 were demonstrated
in the air by daring pilots the majority could not
sense the value of the newborn mode of travel. But
similar to all other projects which require a begin-
ning the minority and not the majority is the factor
for advancement. So aeronautics struggled along
in the best way it could, gradually evolving from a
state of dormancy to a position where it began at-
tracting the attention of the more conservative and
soon we find the United States government.invest-
ing in aircraft. These two first airplanes purchased
by the government were required to pass a gruell-
ing endurance and speed test which consisted of
sustained flight of something like a fraction of an
hour and a minimum speed of about 35 miles per
hour. The tests were passed. Commercial aero-
nautics began. However, up to the time of the
World War little more than experimentation was
carried on and America’s part was below par. But
surely necessity is a masterful force and four years
of war brought out one very vital fact,—the world
needed aircraft. America was caught napping which
was probably good when considered as a valuable
lesson learned. After the war much was planned
and little done for a period of a few years until to-
day finds the aeronautic industry really beginning
to take an active part in the normal national life.

Considered from the commercial point of view it
may be well to analyze the usefulness of aircraft
and to lay bare the practical value of aeronautics.
Before enumerating the latent qualifications of air-
craft for commercial utilities let us get an idea of
what has been done in the way of aerial transpor-
tation. A short time ago the writer hired an auto-
mobile, one of the variety that is manufactured so
extensively, paying for the rental fourteen cents per
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mile of travel. Compare that charge per mile with
the cost per mile of aerial passage on the Cross
Channel Air Routes between London and the Con-
tinent at nine cents per mile. Baggage up to a cer-
tain weight is transported free and the time con-
sumed in the trip is 1-24 the time of ordinary pas-
sage. Engaged in cross channel transportation are
British, French and Dutch lines. Together they
carried 12,365 passengers netting 630,000 miles in
1922, Besides this 500 tons of mail and luggage was
transported with no fatal accidents occurring on
the regular British lines. At Le Bourget, France,
the world’s largest airport, over 50,000 passengers
passed through its gates since August, 1919. Dur-
ing the same time 1,650,000 pounds of freight were
transported with arrivals and departures of aircraft
amounting to 12861 up to January of this year.

The Army-Curtiss racer piloted to a new world speed
record of 236.5 miles per hour by Lieut. R. I.. Maughan.

This gives some idea of the practical value of air-
craft for commercial purposes and no doubt will
astound some who are not aware of the figures. In
the city of Dayton, Ohio, as in other cities a very
prosperous commercial airport has been in opera-
tion for over two years. The Johnson Airplane
and Supply Company operating passenger service
has carried over 3,000 passengers in local and cross-
country flights aggregating a total of well over
325,000 miles of air travel without injury to any

one. Besides the business of aerial transportation.

the concern carries on a business of the sale and
repair of airplanes and parts. The foregoing is a
meagre outline of the possibilities of commercial
aeronautics but gives an idea of what may be ex-
pected in the near future from the rapidly increas-
ing industry of commercial aeronautics.
Responsible for the success of aeronautics in re-
cent years we find another factor, namely the sci-
entific and practical research carried out by the
military and naval departments. T'o them goes
much credit. America owes to a large extent, a

great deal of gratitude to military and naval aerial

activity for placing our country in the position it
now holds in aeronautic achievement. During the
World War the need of aircrait became apparent
and today the nations with the most efficient air
service stand best protected against foreign inva-
sion. This form of national protection is of great
value to a country like the United States, which
covers such a vast area needing protection. In-
deed, from a military point of view aeronautics is
fused into the program of national defense so se-
curely that it is a question which should receive the
utmost attention.

Not only the government and private interests
are taking an increasing active interest in aeronau-
tics but civil authority as well. Hon. John C.
Lodge, Mayor of Detroit, says: “This city recog-
nizes the great future that lies ahead of aviation
from civil, commercial, and military standpoints.
Its principal interest is in the inseparable relation
[t believes
that this country needs as a prerequisite to prepar-
edness in the air, a substantial use of commercial
aviation and the necessary industry to support such

of aviation to our national defense.

use.” Civil authorities in all sections of our coun-
try are confronting the problem of supplying air-
ports and suitable municipal facilities for the con-
venience of aircraft so that in a short time air
routes will form a network of systematic inter-
state travel.

Let us now consider some of the uses to which
aircraft are applied as likewise other possible ap-
plications. The majority of people familiar with
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