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When, after his shower and rub-down, Dick joined his 
father and mother and Francis, the elder Ransome congratu
lated him, and then said :

“ I have reinstated Francis in my good graces and have 
given him his regular allowance again. A boy who can root 
for his brother as he did for you is not all bad. Mother 
thought he had gone mad.”

When Dick left his father and mother to run to his room 
for his overcoat, Frank followed him.

“ Dick, I can’t thank you for what you have done for me 
today,” he stammered,” but you know how I feel.”

“ Don’t try to thank me, Frank. Just keep your promise.
“ You can bet I will,’ said Frank fervently, “ I have learned 

my lesson.” And he meant every word of it, for when a 
Ransome gives his word it is as good as his bond.
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HE LORD made to him a covenant of peace, and 
He made him a prince, that the dignity of the 
priesthood should be his forever. O Lord, re
member David, and all his meekness. These are 
the words of the Introit of the Mass of today, in 
honor of St. Charles Borromeo. They are words 

of the inspired volume, taken from the 30th verse of the 45th 
chapter of Ecclesiasticus and the 1st verse of Psalm 131.

We are assembled here today, in this college chapel, dio
cesan officials, priests and laity, professors, students, and 
friends of a neighboring seat of learning, St. Vincent’s Acad- 
emy,—all with one object in view, that of honoring the holy 
patron of our beloved college. , ,

What’s in a name, is a question that was asked with dra
matic effect, long ago. Various have been the answers re
turned to that query as to the significance of a name; but, be 
the reply what it may, this much is certain, that whatever of


