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Noted angler ANDREA L. HAMMER agrees:
“In fishing—and in cigarettes too—
EXPERIENCE IS THE BEST TEACHER!

SMILE OF VICTORY —~
Back on shore, Mrs.
Hammer lights a Camel
and poses with her
trophy. Like so many
smokers, Mrs. Hammer
has tried several differ-
ent brands of cigarettes
—and compared. Camels
suit her best!

OFF PALM BEACH —Andrea Hammer has hooked
a big one...and the battle begins. Here she
gives him line as he jumps and tailwalks.

INTO THE BOAT—after a 40-minute bat-
tle. This blue-and-silver beauty measured
seven feet ten inches. It's another hand-
some catch for Mrs. Hammer . .. an en-
thusiastic angler for several seasons.

MORE PEOPLE ARE SMOKING CAMELS THAN EVER BEFORE!

R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., Winston-Salem, N. C.

ITH smoker after smoker who has tried
different brands of cigarettes —and com-
pared them for mildness, coolness, and flavor —
Camels are the “choice of experience”! And no
wonder! For Camels are made from choice tobac-
cos, properly aged and expertly blended.
Try Camels yourself. Make your own compari-
son — in your “T-Zone” — that’s T for Taste and
T for Throat. Let your taste give you the good

| CAMELS ARE
THE 'CHOICE OF
EXPERIENCE’
WITH ME TOO.
SO MILD AND
cooL!

I'VE LEARNED

news on Camel’s rich, full flavor. Let your throat FROM

t Camel’s cool-smoking mildness. See if SR TNt
report on : o g it CAMELS SUIT ME
Camels don’t suit your ““T-Zone” to a “T. BEST!

T for Taste...
1 for Throat...

_ that's your proving
__ground for any
_cigarette. See if
.~ Camels don’t suit
your “T-Zone”’
== 0y 4
toa T. ‘

: o
Accordmg to a NahonWIde survey:

Mm smb &mds Three leading independent
research organizations asked

113,597 doctors what ciga-

than any other c«qaretl:e st ey imaked, Th bl
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4 Message from the President

My dear Students:

- How I wish we had an auditorium

in which you could all assemble
and I could speak to you. I am
sure I would be inspired in looking
into your faces, all rather young, but
serious and alert. As it is, I hereby
bid you welcome to our ninety-
eight-year-old institution. I hope
you will find some inspiration in
what follows.

Whilst college degrees have been
conferred for over fifty years, we
have stressed higher education es-
pecially during the past quarter of
a century. In the beginning, this
was a school for very young bovs.
For quite some time, it was a school
for boys and young men. Now it
is a college for men and women
with an enrollment of 2525 in the
day classes and over 900 in the night
classes. Our pre-war peak enrollment
in the day classes was 750. We
are happy in being able to serve so
many more students.

Whilst this is my fifth year us
President, it is my twenty-fifth in
the Administration and my thirtieth
as a member of the staff. There was
a time when I knew almost every
student by name. I won'’t this year.
I will not be able to meet most of
you personally. I would like to so
much. However, the Deans, Heads
of Departments, members of the
staff, other members of the Ad-
ministration, Chaplains, Supervisors
of Dormitories, and the personnel
of the Guidance Center will do this
for me. If you will only ask, they
will give you every assistance pos-
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Rev. George J. Renneker, S.M.

sible. We all need that some time o1
other. I want you to know that I
personally am at your disposal.

In my years at the University
there have been many incidents,
changes, and adjustments. Whilst
I have the general picture of these
years, I am not inclined to recall
the past; in fact, at times, I have
difficulty in doing so. I have found
the present always so interesting—I
would say even enchanting—and the
future so challenging, that there is
no time to be reminiscent. At the
very beginning of a school year, we
have already planned for the end,
and are thinking of the year after.
In fact, just now we are dreaming
of what the University will have to
be within the next decade. It is
just as well for all of us to forget
the past, excepting when our pre-
vious experiences can prompt s
to make better use of the present
and to suggest a happier future.

Dr. Kenneth I. Brown, President
of Denison University, recently
asked his students, “Are you worth
$480?” His estimate of the educa-
tional cost per student for one year
is $570; the tuition for the year is
$450; the remainder is provided by
friends of the institution, living and
dead. They make an investment of
$120 for one year or $480 for four
years. There is a great investment
in the college education of each one
of you, personal and from others,
other than money; your years of
preparation and those of the staff;
provisions for the professional
growth of your teachers; so much
effort, thinking, planning, on the
part of all participating in, and co-
operating with, the educational pro-
gram of the University; thousands of
years of religious consecration to
the work of education of the lives
of the present and past religious and
non-salaried members of the staff. I
would rather stress these elements
of the investment in your college
education. Considering your super-
natural origin and destiny and the
work which God has in mind for
you to do in life, you are worth all
of the investment. What is im-
portant now is that you be fully con-
scious of your responsibility of mak-
ing the best use of the investment,
and your best efforts to do so. This
will mean success for you in time
and perfect happiness when time
for you has ceased.

Yours sincerely,

Rev. Grorge |. RENNEKER, S.M.

President.

The Exponent
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The Paradox of the Pilgrim Virgin

This story of Fatima is very appropriate for October.

® By Aucust BienL

Television, radio, grocery de-
liveries, even roof-top airplane ser-
vices characterize our age as one
in which the product is taken to
the consumer, the pleasure brought
to the lover of entertainment and
the thrill of world news carried into
our own parlors. It is an age of
independence for Americans; so
many things have come to them
that they are loathe to travel dis-
tances to obtain the goods they
need. The Wisdom of God has
permitted this in the material order,
and now God Himself acts upon
us spiritually in an approach adapted
to our day. Time was when the
faithful made pilgrimages to wisit
the shrines of Our Lady and the
saints.  'Who has spoken of
“Lourdes” without immediately as-
sociating the name with the idea
of pilgrims and pilgrimages? Is it
possible for any one in the north-
eastern part of our country to speak
of “St. Anne de Beaupre” without
forming a mental link between the
words “shrine” and “pilgrim”? And
so stands the case of Guadalupe, La
Salette and a hundred other sacred
spots. It must be agreed that the
scenes of divine grace have always
drawn hundreds and thousands of
the faithful to the spot of heavenly
manifestations. The faithful have
always flocked to the points of our
globe where divinity has deigned to
visibly touch humanity. But Fatima,
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the paradox of our age, is different!
The “Pilgrim Virgin” has come to
us! The Queen of Heaven and
Earth has taken the most expedient
means of reaching the faithful, so
that it is through her own carved
image that she effects the accom-
plishment of her bidding. At Fa-
tima, Mary pleaded for reparation
to offended divinity; now she tours
the world, first drawing men to
herself, inspiring them to prayer,
and then granting the grace of con-
version to the full Christian life of
love and reparation.

To realize fully this aspect of the
Creator’s condescension to the hu-
man mode for the salvation of the
creature, one must be familiar with
the story of Fatima, the gripping
narrative of prophesied war, shep-
herds, poverty, divinity, and world
sin. These incongrous elements
have shaped themselves into a rec-
ord which demands only intellectual
acceptance of facts . . . in this testi-
mony of divine favor there is seem-
ingly no need for faith. Who can
doubt the veracity of half a hun-
dred thousand souls who were pres-
ent at the miracle promised by Onr
Lady? The throng of faithful was
assembled on October 13, 1917, at
Cova da Iria, the scene of the ap-
paritions, awaiting the fulfillment
of the promise. Gradually the sun
grew pale, lost its normal color and
appeared as a sort of silver disc at

which all could gaze directly with-
out even shading their eyes. Then
rays of multi-colored light shot out
from the sun in every direction;
red, blue, green, yellow—every color
of the spectrum. The heavens
seemed to revolve as the sun spun
madly on its axis like a gigantie
wheel of fire; three times the sun
stopped and three times the mad
dance was resumed. Suddenly the
sun seemed to be torn loose from
its place in the heavens, and hurtled
down upon the terrified kneeling
multitude. Cries of panic, repen-
tance, and appeals for mercy rose as
the cry of one great imploring voice.
Just when it seemed that the end
was at hand, however, the sun sud-
denly resumed its accustomed place
in the heavens, when it shone forth
as peacefully as before.

But this episode, “The Miracle
of the Sun,” is late in the true chro-
nology of Fatima’s events. It finds
its prelude in the spring of 1916.
Three little Portuguese children had
taken their sheep to the grazing
land near the little village of Fa-
tima. Nine-year-old Lucy, and her
two little cousins, Francis and Ja-
cinta, aged eight and six, had
played for only a short while when
a strong wind shook the trees and
above them a light appeared, whiter
than the driven snow. The light
approached and took the form of a
young man, transparent with celes-
tial light. “Fear not!” spoke. the
angel gently, “I am the Angel of
Peace. Pray with.me.” Bowing low,
the heavenly messenger 'recited :a
prayer, “My God, I believe, I adore,
I hope and I love You. I beg pardon
of You for those who do not be-
lieve, do not adore, do not hope
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and do not love You.” Then he
arose and said: “Pray this way. The
hearts of Jesus and Mary are atten-
tive to the voice of your supplica-
tions.”

Three times did this “envoy of
God visit the little ones, and on
the third occasion he held aloft a
chalice with a host suspended above
it. Drops of blood fell from the
host into the chalice. Before solemn-
ly distributing the host to Lucy
and the contents of the chalice to
Francis and Jacinta, he prostrated
himself on the ground and recited a
sublime prayer of reparation; ador-
ing the Most Holy Trinity, and
offering the most precious Body,
Blood, Soul and Divinity of Jesus
Christ for the outrages, sacrileges
and indifferences of mankind. As
fruit of the infinite merits of the
Sacred Heart of Jesus and the Im-
maculate Heart of Mary, the angel
begged for the conversion of sin-
ners. The angel’s prayer over the
host was not the “Corpus Domini
Jesu Christi custodiat animam tuam
in vitam aeternam,” but a plea for
men: “Take and drink the Body
and Blood of Jesus Christ, horribly
outraged by ungrateful men. Make
reparation for their crimes and con-
sole your God.”

One year after these remarkable
happenings, the same three children
had united their flocks as was their
daily custom and had gone to the
little natural amphitheater called
Cova da Iria. It was May; the chil-
dren knelt to pray their beads as
usual, more fervently perhaps, for
was this not Mary’s own month?
Soon it was high noon. The sun
seemed-directly above. There was a
sudden vivid lightning and the lit-
tle shepherds, becoming alarmed,
hurried down the hill into the de-
clivity. Another flash. more powerful
than the first, startled them, and a
near-blinding light drew their eyes
to the right. There, above the little
holm tree stood a beautiful enchant-
ing lady who spoke to them, sweetly
telling them that she would do
them no harm.
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“It was,” writes Lucy, “a lady
dressed all in white, more brilliant
than the sun, shedding rays of light
clearer and stronger than a crystal
glass filled with the most sparkling
water pierced by the burning rays
of the sun.” Six times in all, month-
ly from May till October the beauti-
ful lady appeared to the children,
stressing prayer and penance for
the conversion of sinners, urging
them to pray the Rosary, and fore-
telling something of their own per-
sonal future. The Mother of God
showed these children a terrifying
vision of Hell, impressing them with
the fact that it was the abode of
lost souls and prophesied the terror
and horrors of World War II. It
was on this latter occasion that
Mary asked for the consecration of
Russia to her Immaculate Heart
and the Communion of Reparation
on the first Saturdays. “If people
heed my request,” she said, “Russia
will be converted and there will be
peace. If not, she shall spread her
errors throughout the world, pro-
moting wars and persecution of the
Church. The good will be mar-
tyred; the Holy Father will suffer
much; different nations will be
destroyed but in the end my Im-
maculate Heart will triumph. The
Holy Father will consecrate Russia
to me, which will be converted and
some time of peace will be given
to the world.”

Not many days have passed since
the remarkable experiences of Lucy,
Francis and Jacinta were made
known to the world. Still less time
has elapsed since two hand-carved
cedarwood images of Our Lady,
wrought by the skilled hand of
Thedim, famed Portuguese sculptor,
were blessed by the Bishop of Fa-
tima. The first statue, now touring
Europe, was blessed on May 13,
1947, and the second icon, America’s
“Pilgrim Virgin,” was blessed in
the presence of 200,000 faithful on
October 13, 1947, thirtieth anni-
versary of Our Lady’s final appari-
tion at Fatima. Crowds all over the
world flock to pay homage to the

“Pilgrim’s Virgin,” especially here
in the United States, Mary’s own
nation by numerous claims and of-
ficial consecration. This latter statue
has visited many Dioceses in the
East, Midwest and South and more
than two million people in the sees
of Albany; Boston; Brooklyn, Ra-
leigh, N. C,; Covington, Ky.; Mo-
bile, Ala.; Lafayette, La.; Galveston,
Corpus Christi, and Dallas, Texas;
Santa Fe, New Mexico; Toledo;
Syracuse, N. Y.; Newark, N. J., and
Burlington, Vt., have venerated the
famed image.

We are indeed a favored genera-
tion. We think of Lourdes, La
Salette, and Guadalupe . . . So
many times has the Mother of God
come to mankind and then drawn
mankind to herself. In our age,
Mary comes to man and pursues
him, sinful child though he be, that
he may hear the voice of a Loving
Father: “Ah fondest, blindest,
weakest, I am He Whom thou seek-
est!” Yet this humility of Mary is
outdone by her generosity in grant-
ing miraculous favors. Physical mis-
acles have been reported in Spain
in connection with homage paid to
the Virgin; countless are the mir-
acles of grace wrought through the
intercession of the Immaculate Pil-
grim of Fatimal

Such then, is the story behind the
story of the “Pilgrim Virgin.” But
the paradox suggested in our in-
troduction will never be complete
because thousands of souls are des-
tined to flock to Mary’s altar of
veneration. God wills that it be
thus! The paradox will never sez
completion as long as one soul
burns with a spark of love for God.
The tinest flame of respect for di-
vinity and divine sacrifice, even
such as burned in the hearts of
three little shepherd children who
made shortcuts through their “Aves”
can still bring the world to Mary’s
feet, though Mary makes her pil-
grimage more than half the distance
to meet and embrace her children.
Some vestige of the pilgrim spirit
will, it seems, always be with us.

The Exponent




California: The Land of Sunshine

As remembered after a summer’s tour.

® By Mary Jo Hutn

During the past summer, [ at-
tended the summer session at the
University of San Francisco, where
my father was guest professor of
sociology. This article is intended
only as a brief summary of my ex-
periences in California, where 1
spent a most enjoyable vacation.

After two days of travel across
the Overland Route by way of the
Union Pacific Railroad, we arrived
in Oakland, California, and from
there were taken across San Fran-
cisco Bay in an old ferry boat which
resembled those used on the Mis-
sissippi River in the days of Mark
Twain. Soon we landed in San Fran-
cisco’s famous Ferry Building, and
entered the “City by the Golden
Gate,” the metropolis of the West,
and the chief Pacific port of the
United States. Since the Great Fire
and Earthquake of 1906, San Fran-
cisco has grown tremendously, until
today, it ranks as California’s second
largest city. Surprisingly enough, the
proverbial red flannels appear to be
in order during San Francisco’s cold,
windy summer weather. The fog is
so dense in the early morning hours
and each evening, that it blows
across the peninsula like a fine snow
storm. It is remarkable, however,
that one soon becomes accustomed
to this typical San Francisco cli-
mate, and would not trade it for
any other.

One of the first places which I
visited in San Francisco was the
famous Cliff House Restaurant built
in 1858 directly on the Pacific
Ocean beach. Its beautiful redwood
dining room overlooks the Pacific
where hundreds of seals disport
themselves on the sharply pointed
Seal Rocks just behind the Cliff
House.

We were fortunate in living so
near the one-thousand-acre Golden
Gate Park, much of which has been

reclaimed from desert waste. This
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park not only has beautiful scenery,
but it offers a wide variety of free
recreation that appeals to old and
young alike. There are bridle paths,
tennis courts, golf courses, baseball
diamonds, horseshoe stadiums, and
children’s playgrounds. Many rare
plants are grown in the city block-
long glass Conservatory, in the rear
of which one thousand orchids are
found growing at one time. Trees
from virtually every country in the
world and many rare plants are to
be found in the fifty-acre Arbore-
tum. The climate is responsible for
the wealth of exotic plants of all
kinds, most of which, by reason of
their tenderness, are totally un-
known in eastern United States and
Europe. The park, in which nearly
all varieties of native bird life and
many alien species are to be found,
1s a sanctuary for migratory birds
and water fowl; an art museum and
weekly band concerts throughort
the year provide educational facili-
ties free to the public. This is
Golden Gate Park—nature’s won-
derland, and a great cultural center.

The Fleishhacker Zoo, located
near the largest pool in the world
of the same name, has over nine

hundred animal specimens. One
could spend several days admiring
the beautiful zoological gardens,
and enjoying the antics of the ani-
mals as they perform for the crowds.

San Francisco’s famous Mission
Dolores, founded in 1776, was the
sixth of twenty-one such missions
established in California by the
Franciscan, Father Junipero Serra.
The first marriage in this mission
took place on January 7, 1777, and
the first burial in March, 1777. The
“New Mission Dolores” stands at
the right of this old mission, which
remains as a memorial to the pioneer
days of the Catholic Church in
California, and to the religious zeal
of the Franciscan Missionaries.

San Francisco’s Chinatown is the
largest Chinese settlement outside
of the Orient. Here over twenty
thousand Chinese live and have
their own community life, subject
of course, to the laws of this nation.
All of their quaint customs and
ceremonies are kept, just as in
China. The annual Parade of the
Dragon, Josshouse ceremonies, ban-
quets, and paper lantern festivals
herald the Chinese New Year. I
found Chinatown distinctly oriental
with its colorful pagodas, intriguing
window displays and attractive street
lamps.

The $20,000,000 Civic Center of
San Francisco is located in the very
heart of the business district. The
City Hall is a magnificent edifice
built of granite and is almost an




exact replica of our national Capitol
building, but interestingly enough,
it is ten feet higher. The Veteraus
War Memorial Building, another
unit of the beautiful Civic Center,
commemorates San Franciscars
killed in World War I, and was
the site of the United Nations con-
ference in 1945. The San Francisco
Municipal Opera House, in the
Civic Center, and a twin to the
War Memorial Building, seats 3,000
persons. I had the privilege of at-
tending “Rigoletto” in this beauti-
ful Opera House which is one of the
finest equipped theatres in the
world, with radio ears for deaf peo-
ple and electrically adjustable floors
and orchestra pit.

Coit Tower, itself two hundred
and fifty feet high, is located atop
steep Telegraph Hill. It provides
an excellent observatory for viev-
ing the San Francisco waterfront
where huge ocean liners use the
port facilities. West of Coit Tower
is famous Nob Hill, crowned by
towering, fashionable hotels and
apartment buildings, once the site
of the marble and stone palaces of
the Comstock millionaires.

At the foot of Powell and Market
Streets in downtown San Francisco,
is the famous turntable where the
cable cars, which scale the seemingly
perpendicular heights, are turned
around bodily by the crew before
starting up the hill again. A cable
car ride is a real experience. You
sit on long seats facing the side-
walks, and as you begin to climb
impossible hills, the city seems to
coast down upon you. These cable
cars pass Union Square, a beautiful
park in San Francisco’s shopping
district, under which is located the
most modern garage in the world,
having a capacity of 2,000 cars on
four levels.

One of the many pleasurable
occasions which stands out promin-
ently in my memories of San Fran-
cisco, was our cruise of San Fran-
cisco Bay. We embarked at Fisher-
man’s Wharf where deep sea crabs
and other shell fish are brought in
daily from the Pacific and are
cooked in cauldrons while you wait.
The Italians; who manage this wharf
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almost exclusively, have devloped
one of the world’s most lucrative
trades, supplying the city with the
finest of sea food and providing din-
ing facilities for visitors amidst the
picturesque surroundings along the
water front.

Joe Rosenthal, famous for his
photograph of the flag raising at
Iwo Jima, who is now associated
with the San Francisco Chronicle,
was on our cruising ship taking pic-
tures of the Bay region. Located in
the Bay is Alcatraz Island. Known
colloquially as “The Rock,” it has
been the site of the United States
Prison for incorrigibles since 1933.
The Spanish, first settlers of this
region, called it “Isla de Alcatraces”
—IIsland of Pelicans, because of large
colonies of these birds which nested
on its twelve acres. San Quentin
State Penitentiary is located on a
small peninsula not far from Alca-
traz. Angel Island, the largest island
in San Francisco Bay, is now of-
fered for sale by the United States
Government, but it was occupied
during the late war as a military
outpost and as a place of detention
for German prisoners of war. Soon
we passed under Golden Gate
Bridge, the world’s largest single
span suspension bridge, which has
a total length of seven miles. San
Francisco-Oakland Bay Bridge, eight
miles in length, spans the broad
waters of East and West Bay. I was
told that the cement foundations
supporting the huge towers of both
bridges are as deep as a thirty-story
building under the Bay waters, so
that it is apparent that a great en-
gineering feat was accomplished in
both cases. The cables which sup-
port the two bridges, are three feet
in diameter, although they appear
like mere threads at a distance. Both
the Golden Gate and the San Fran-
cisco-Oakland Bay Bridges are dou-
ble deckers, the former accommo-
dating six lanes of traffic, and the
latter four lanes of traffic.

At one of the several naval ship-
yards in the beautiful land-locked
harbors of San Francisco Bay, we
saw a ship which was used in the
atom bomb testing program on
Bikini Island. It certainly looked as

though it had seen its best days. As
our cruise of San Francisco Bay
came to an end, we were convinced
that nowhere else in the United
States are the skies and water more
blue, the sun brighter, or the
breezes more fresh than in Cali-
fornia.

Berkeley, just across the Bay from
San Francisco, is a center of edu-
cational and cultural activities, the
home of the University of Cali-
fornia. After leaving Berkeley we
visited Oakland, a “home city” of
beautiful gardens, golf courses,
parks, schools, colleges and churches.
I much prefer the homes in Oak-
land surrounded by spacious yards
and having many windows, to the
monotonous frame and stucco dwell-
ings in San Francisco which are
built together in apartment style
with no space between them. Lake
Merritt, the only tidal lake in the
heart of any American city, is lo-
cated near the business district of
Oakland.

I was most privileged to have
visited Mare Island Naval Shipyard,
one of the largest on the West
Coast, and located near Vallejo,
California. The flag shop at Mare
Island produces ship flags for the
entire Navy, and likewise, the Presi-
dential and Navy officers’ flags. An-
other interesting fact regarding
Mare Island Naval Shipyard, is that
it has the oldest Chapel of any
naval station on the West Coast,
and it was also the first station to
receive news of the Pearl Harbor
attack in 1941.

Last, but certainly the most im-
portant place of interest for us in
San Francisco was the University of
San Francisco. This beautiful uni-
versity, one of twenty-seven Jesuit
institutions of higher learning in the
United States, is located at one of
the highest points in the city, from
which one has an excellent view of
the entire Bay region including the
Golden Gate Bridge, San Francisco
Bay, and San Francisco itself. St.
Ignatius Church is an unforgettable
Greek-Roman structure of cathedral
proportions, and is situated on the
university campus. Its two silver

(Continued on Page 21)
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WHAT DO YOU EXPECT THIS YEAR?

This might be of some value to you. Better read it

® By THOMAS MILLER

Every September finds thousands
of men and women registering for
college in all parts of this great
country of ours. Some of these
young people think that college is a
happy place where they can have a
good time. The future salesman
comes with the idea that he will
meet hundreds of future business
prospects and the athlete might
have in mind that college is a place
to put on a show. Not all of the
coeds are looking for a husband and
fond parents send their young hope-
fuls to school to give them a better
start in life. College graduates con-
tinue in graduate schools to secure
a master’s or doctor’s degree that
they might get a better teacher’s
salary. The vast majority of students
register in college with the idea that
they want to fit themselves directly
for a position in life to earn a living.

Did you ever hear any one say
that college should not prepare us
to earn more but to need less?
Naturally we have to be practical
and we have to make a living, but
along with these mundane thoughts
why not stop to recall that colleges
and universities have for special pur-
pose to develop the cultural and
scholarly sides of our nature. The
first object of every college is to
teach us to use our brains with maxi-
mum effect. Colleges are places for
the pursuit of truth and we must
display our industry and initiative
and curiosity in the pursuit of that
truth. What a wonderful spot to be
on, a college campus where we find
a fraternity of scholarship. Young-
sters who come to college with en-
thusiasm to get ready for a life of
service are the ones to whom the
cultural and scholarly side of college
appeals.

Failures in college life result from
the student’s inability to make the
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grade because he cannot concen-
trate. Then parental influence will
push the boy or girl in the wrong
division of studies by trying to make
a physician out of a born salesman.
Poor health often accounts for fail-
ures and bright boys not used to
working hard will fall by the way-
side. Then there is the playboy who
dallies here and there and often mis-
takes the side show for the main
tent.

One of the very good cures for
failure is hard work. - The life of a
college student is not an easy one;
intellectual work requires much
energy and will-power and a college
man or woman is gauged by his or
her intellectual effort. Personal
charm is not a substitute for intel-
lectual ability. However the kind of
intellectual ability that is necessary
for success in college is just the
average kind; that with a lot of hard
work and you will come out on top.

But the fact is that this intellectual
ability is the foundation on which
all worthwhile results will be based.
The college tries to remove the rub-
bish of laziness by the proper moti-
vation of the student’s work. Some
of the needed requirements on the
part of the student are patience
and industry; in other words, time
and work. But the quality that tri-
umphs over most obstacles is in-
terest. The student who develops
interest in his work will find that
his mind is quickly withdrawn from
the numberless trifles that engage
the attention of the uneducated and
the mentally undisciplined.

In this business of education there
are the student and the college. Let
us for a moment look at the duty
of the college towards the student.
A sound mind in a sound body was
the slogan of the ancients and that
principle holds good today with as
much force as in olden days. Mod-
ern education begins with physical
fitness, courses in physical educa-
tion. Gymnasiums are erected and
teachers, trained to develop strong
and healthy boys and girls, are em-
ployed in the schools throughout
the nation. On this foundation of
good health the college will train

Shown above is a group of students passing Albert Emanuel
Library, one of U. of D.’s most beautiful buildings.

Page 7



the young people for business and
the various professions.

In the business world today we
need salesmen, accountants, bank-
ers, advertising men and executives.
The curriculum of our modemn
American college has planned for
all these needs of the business world,
and again the student is taught the
value of hard work as an essential
ingredient of success. Here, how-
ever, it is very necessary that the
principles of social justice be in-
stilled into the minds of the stu-
dents. To some people capitalisin
means the acquisition of money at
all costs. The rulers of capitalism
are barons and the interests of the
working man are sacrificed. God
is left out of the business world
and economic freedom becomes
economic dictatorship. The guiding
principle is not the moral law; it is
economic restraint. The only fear
the barons know is the fear of a
court sentence. Civilization can be
built only on justice and honesty
and these two cardinal principles
must be ingrained into the minds
of the young business students.

Training for the professions is a
very vital part of education. Law,
medicine, engineering, teaching and
the ministry are the various outlets
for the energy and the ambition of
young people. It is the duty of the
college to supply adequate infor-
mation and competent instructors

for classes in these fields of study.
The ethics of each profession should
be taught and possibly here we
should stress the ethics of the med-
ical and legal professions.

Education means much more
than the imparting of technical in-
formation. Principles that will be
the guiding lights of the students
in the years to come must be pre-
sented to these adolescent minds.
Man is by his nature social which
means that he must live with his
fellow men. The student will be
reminded that he must take an in-
terest in the doings of society. Toler-
ance, which is the opposite of race
prejudice, can be advocated in
courses in sociology. There the stu-
dent will hear that there is no such
group as a superior race and he will
learn that the basis of his respect
and consideration for men is kind-
ness and charity as taught by the
Divine Master. His interests will
spread from his family to the com-
munity and then to the nation and
finally to the family of nations. And
again all this growth in interest will
be motivated by those words: “Love
thy neighbor.”

Education should prepare man to
live a fuller life, a task which will
be achieved by a strong emphasis
on the cultural and moral aspects
of education. A thing of beauty is
a joy forever said the poet and it
is the purpose of the liberal arts

A Group on the Campus.
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courses to increase the student’s
love of beauty and the finer things
of life. Cultured people can be cora-
pany unto themselves but they also
spread about them that love for the
best in life that is so characteristic
of them.

Philosophy and religion greatly
assist the student in forming the
moral aspects of his character. The
trained intellect will search for the
truth and present it to the will as
something good, and the trained and
disciplined will, in its turn, will re-
spond to what the mind recognizes
as good. Evils in the path of good
character development are ignorance
and concupiscence, and opposed to
them are a trained intellect and a
strong will. With the grace of God
and these well-disciplined faculties
the student will go far in making
himself a good citizen and a candi-
date for the beatific vision. His will
be a character that knows what is
right and does it out of a sense of
duty. Such a person will triumph
over the materialism of today, wiil
express his belief in a personal God
and will recognize the dignity of
man.

The University of Dayton is a
school founded on the teachings of
Christ. These teachings will in-
evitably lead those who follow them
to happiness here and hereafter.
May this year be a very successful
year for you in developing to the
fullest degree your character in all
the phases that belong to a true edu-
cation.

* *

A PRAYER

Hail Mary full of grace,
Purest creature of our race,
Chosen from eternity
By God, who made earth, sky,
and sea.

O Mother of the strong and weak
Here I am thy grace to seek;

Let not my prayer be in vain,
In Thy sweet care I'll €'re remain.

—CHARLES G. AWALT.
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AMERICA, FOR RENT!

With reference either to individual or national welfare agriculture
is of primary importance.—George Washington.

® By CHARLES GOEDDE

Now that World War II has
been declared over, America can
again turn her attention to press-
ing, immediate problems. The one
looming up now, and increasing in
perplexing proportions concerns the
steady exodus of families from agri-
cultural regions. Why is this of vital
importance to us? Besides being our
main source of food, agriculture is
a producer of raw materials for the
use of industry. Next to manufac-
turing, farm laborers gainfully em-
ployed numbered 10,471,998 or
21.4 per cent of our total working
population. Unfortunately, the large
cities are draining off the rural
dwellers.

Today, in the face of declining
demand for farm labor, the annual
increase in the working farm popu-
lation is now about 445,000 persons.

But why are farmers leaving the
land? The reason for this can be
traced to various causes. After the
last war, Europe proved a ready
market for our surplus, both indus-
trial and agricultural. But when
Europe recovered, along with other
nations outside of that continent,
advances in improved methods and
machinery lessened demand for
American imports. In fact, the U. S.
foreign policy of high protective
tariff on imports discouraged ex-
ports abroad.

The farmer’s income in time of
prosperity advanced less than all
other types of jobs; his income dur-
ing the depression dropped further
than all others. Soon his savings
went, then his property. Facts show
that owners became tenants; ten-
ants, sharecroppers; and sharecrop-
pers, workers. In 1926, approxi-
mately $700,000,000 was the gross
income for farms of incorporated
agriculture (non-farm organizations
such as banks, insurance companies,
corporation holders, etc.).
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For the entire U. S. for the ten
years preceding the year 1937, new
tenants added to the growing list
amounted to 40,000. Of the 6,812,
350 farm families in the U. S. in
1935, approximately 42 per cent
were farm tenants.

The number of the non-own-
ing working poor has increased
enormously, and their groans cry
to God from the earth. Added to
them is the huge army of rural
wage workers pushed to the low-
est levels of existence, and de-
prived of all hope of ever acquir-
ing some property in land, and,
therefore, permanently bound to
the status of non-owning workers,
unless suitable and effective reme-
dies are applied.

Quadragesimo Anno Encyclical,

Pius XI.

The renter is a transient. He has
no interest in the land he works
and hence he neglects it. Reports
from the Agriculture Department
show that cash renters have only a
period of occupancy of 3.8 years.
For sharecroppers the period is 2.8
years. In Nebraska 20,000 farm
families move on the first of March
cach year. Due to exploitative land
tenure, millions of fruitful acres
lose their fertility, and standards of
living for tens of thousands is low-
ered. This loss of security for the
“man of the soil” is preceded by
loss of savings of a lifetime.

The land, the buildings, and
farming equipment generally re-
ceive better attention when owned
by the operator. He diligently plans
and carefully manages to keep his
possessions at their peak value.

Legislation enacted by Congress
should encourage small, privately-
owned units near our recent recla-
mation projects, such as in the Ten-
nessee Valley, and planned for cer-

tain areas of the Missouri Valley, and
in California. This possibility is ex-
pressed so aptly in the Encyclical
Rerum Novarum of Pope Leo XIII:

“Men not only should possess
the fruits of the earth, but also
the very soil. The law should
favor ownership, and its policy
should be to induce as many peo-
ple as possible to become own-
CIS+

Another cause contributing to
agricultural insecurity is the heavy
land taxes. In Nebraska, although
the income from farm property was
less than 25 per cent of the total
state income, almost 70 per cent
of the total tax revenue is obtained-
by taxing farm property. Since a
farmer must try to make his prop-
erty pay immediately, he is obliged
to plow most of it. If the property:
tax were more flexible, a changeable
property tax would take into ac-
count land devoted to other pur
poses—forestry, recreation, and wild-
life. A step to distribute more fairly
the land tax would promote soil im-
provement and conservation.

Another factor that leads to mi-
gration to the city is that twice as
many youths are becoming poten-
tial farmers as are required to main-
tain the set number of farm opera-
tors. If, during the period 1935-1955,
in regard to population increase,
there were to be no migration, a
three million rise would take place
in the cities, four million in rural
non-farm areas, and nearly seven
and one-half million, or fully half
of the total, on farms. Coincidental
with this, modern technological im-
provements in machinery, such as
tractors, plows, combines, mowing
machines, corn planters, etc., reduce
the need for farm labor. Hence,
more people are liable to migrate
to overcrowded urban regions to
seek work in industries requiring
unskilled “hands.” What is lament-
able is that those deserting the
country for the city are young peo-
ple. Virtually forced from their
homes, they seek to settle them-
selves in urban regions foreign to
their experience, contrary to their
tastes, and prejudiced to their en-
trance.

(Continued on Page 20)
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A HUNDRED YEARS

For your information.
® By THOMAS BROWN

People remember with reverence
the places of their birth. You re-
call the words of Scott:

“Breathes there a man with soul so
dead;

Who never to himself hath said

This is my own, my native land.”

As we grow older new places ab-
sorb our interest and one of these
is school—grammar school, high
school and finally college. At the be-
ginning of every school year the
colleges of this country admit many
freshmen. At first, college life is
very strange to them, but gradually
they get into the swim of things
and begin to catch that intangible
feeling which we call college spirit.
No doubt most of the freshmen are
interested in knowing something of
the history of their future alma
mater. With this in mind and be
cause the University of Dayton will
be one hundred years old in 1950
we are glad to give you this brief
history of the University.

To begin with the University is
conducted by a religious order called
the Society of Mary which was
founded in 1817 in Bordeaus,
France, by Father William Joseph
Chaminade. The first members of
the Society came to the United
States in response to an appeal from
the pastor of Holy Trinity Chuich
in Cincinnati for teachers. On July
4, 1849, Father Leo Meyer, the
founder of the American province
of the Society of Mary, landed in
New York with Brother Charlcs
Schultz. They traveled by slow
stages to Cincinnati, there to find
the cholera claiming its daily toll
of ;two, to three hundred victims.
Under these conditions it was im-
possible to open a school, conse-
quently Bishop Purcell sent Father
Meyer ;to Dayton to assist the pas-
tor ..of ,Emanuel Church. Dayton
at.that time was a small midwest-
ern town of some sixteen thousand
inhabitants. .
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Shortly after his arrival in Day-
ton, Father Meyer made the ac-
quaintance of a prominent citizen,
Mr. John Stuart, a direct descendant
of the Scotch royal family. The lat-
ter was anxious to return to France
where he had large property in-
terests and he wished to dispose of
his Dayton farm of one hundred
and twenty-five acres. Father Meyer
bought the farm from Mr. Stuait
for twelve thousand dollars, but hav-
ing no ready money he gave the
good gentleman a medal of St. Jos-
eph with the promise that the Samt
would be his security. The property
was called Nazareth and the debt
was paid within a period of about
ten years. Father Meyer said mass
in the Stuart mansion on March 19,
1850, the feast of St. Joseph. Brother
Maximin Zehler, who with three
other Brothers had come to Dayton
in the fall of 1849, opened the
one-room wooden school house and
this was the beginning of the Uni-
versity of Dayton. The school was
called St. Mary’s Institute.

The ways of the pioneer are fre-
quently trying and that was the
case with the men who laid the
foundations of the University of

Dayton. The Brothers built an an-
nex to the Stuart mansion and
after one year of use the Stuart
mansion and the uninsured annex
were destroyed by fire in the night
of December 26, 1855. Undaunted
in face of such obstacles the pio-
neers set to work to retrieve their
losses and by 1857 the new board-
ing school was ready for use in
September.

For the next thirty years the
skies were clear and prosperity was
the lot of the struggling school. In
1869 the present chapel was erected
and consecrated by Archbishop Pur-
cell of Cincinnati. Four years ago
we commemorated the seventy-fifth
anniversary of this consecration.
Read the plaque on the rear wall
of the chapel the next time you
pay a visit to the chapel. In 1871
the present St. Mary’s Hall was built
at the cost of eighty-five thousand
dollars, and it was then the largest
building in the city of Dayton. The
gym was built at the same time.
It was a combination gym and play-
house, the playhouse being where
the chemistry lab is now. In 1882
the college was empowered by the
state of Ohio to confer degrees
under the title of St. Mary’s Insti-
tute.

Another fire visited St. Mary's
Institute on December 10, 1883,
and destroyed the building erected
in 1857, a building which since

(Continued on Page 21)
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THE FIRST NIP OF FALL

The corn is turning from green to brown
And south-bound birds are gathering aroun’;
There’s a chipper feeling in the breeze

As it whispers through the cottonwood trees.

At night, one feels it too, you know,
Snuggling 'neath covers from head to toe;
And that hazy moon, shining thru’ the pane,
Tells of that soon-to-follow, cold, fall rain.

But bearing up thru’ weather and all,

My favorite season still is fall;

For what other time of the year, or where—
Is that good old leaf smoke in the air?

Mary!

Mary!

Mary!

Mary!

Mary!

Mary!

Mary!

—James CoonEy.

* * *
OCTOBER HYMN
Thy name
Past ages gracing,
To ours

In splendid glory comes.

Battle cry
Of those
Who infidels and heretics did rout.

Name whispered softly in the dawn of life
To infants in their Mothers’ arms;
A pledge of blest eternity.

Mother,

Protectress of each life,

Each soul,

Show’ring grace in mediative power.

Ageless song of saint and sinner,
Singing praise,

Pleading mercy,

Trusting Thee.

Leading Lady of all time,
Holding spellbound those who love you
And for you did live.

In this thyi month,

When countless Chaplet Aves storm thy throne,
-Accept from our bequeathed beads

The Aves we will add

To this ensemble

Ancient,

New,

As due of love our age doth owe.

—SALvATORE TROZZO.

October, 1948

STREAM OF LIFE

As water spilled on barren soil
I vainly waste my stream of life
In sterile fields I harvest not,
What fruitless toil! What endless strife.

The trifling tasks that fill my day

Absorb my strength of heart and soul
Retarding all my steps to God,

My life’s true source and goal.

Dear God, in Paradise you showed
A master’s knowledge of garden art.
O teach me then Thy wondrous skill.
Make me I pray Thy counterpart.

—RoBERT E. BACKHERMS.
* * *
NOSTALGIA

The split-rail fence has passed from view

And the old covered-bridge is going too;

Old familiar things we took for granted

By modern steel and concrete are supplanted.

Some other things too, you now seldom see—

Like the milkman’s horse—the hickory tree!

The hungry world, plus other factors,

Have replaced the Dapple Gray with streamline tractors.
But two things which TIME can’t take from me,
Are the yellow'd scrap-books and my memory!

—JanmEes CoONEY.
* * *

MEMORIES

Golden threads of thought that link

Our todays with the glorious past,

Silent companions that comfort us

When dear sights and sounds have left our presence,

Exquisite gardens of roses that bloom in our minds,

Sending forth ecstatic cries of joy from our onlooking
hearts, :

Mirrors of our past that reflect the keen delights .

Experienced by us with those we love, i

You are our memories!

Rusty chains of bondage that bind

Our darkened souls with -the unforgivable yesterday,

Barbed arrows that tear our hearts

And wrench out our sobs of anguish and remorse,

Crowns of thorns that pierce our weary brows,

Taunting fiends that will not let us rest;

Witnesses of sin that torture our consciences :

So that soon we loathe the very sight of ourselves‘
You are our memories!

—] T YHIGGINS
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Editornial Comment . ..

GREETINGS !'!

It’s that time again. Shaking the relaxing ease of
summer off him with reluctance, as a spaniel shakes
water after emerging from a puddle, the student is
ready for another tussle with Education. The Exponent
staff wishes to greet former friends and all the new
ones, students from other schools and the beginning
students.

The last have already made some good impressions.
The attitude of the students of Service Registration
age in particular has been rather commendable, it seems
to us. Despite possible sacrifice of personal plans in the
future, they are proceeding calmly with their affairs
making no loud outcry. We suspect that this attitude
is due to steadfast and tranquil spirits rather than in-
articulate ones. If the first is true, there is no need ot
the advice we offer. That is, continue to carry on as
you are and don’t jump the gun. (Especially, don’t get
each other excited into jumping the gun.) If the second
is true, this is the place to learn, among other things, tc
be articulate.

It seems most important to us, as students, to
acquire the most technical information that we caa
absorb; yet one’s education would not be complete
without a facility for self-expression. The professional
schools are suggesting, for instance, that the prospec-
tive professional student be acquainted with as many
cultural subjects as he can. The University of Dayton
offers many extracurricular activities which work in
with this. The Exponent is one of these; a good medium
for creative writing. The only requirements for ma-
terial submitted are that your work be original and
interesting. Now that the “shake down cruise” of the
first weeks is over, all of that spare time you now
can find on your hands can be used writing epics
dramas, and compendiums. Let us hear from you.

X ok Tk
IT IS TIME TO VOTE

“Vote any way you like, but vote!” is the advice
which will soon be showered on us from all sides. The
pleading will be unnecessary this year, doubtlessly, for
this election shows signs that it will be one in which
record numbers will ballot. Any election involving
“split” parties always makes one think back to the
historic ones in the past; those coming to mind quickest
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being the Woodrow Wilson election and that of Abra-
ham Lincoln. The only conclusion to be drawn from a
consideration of the past, however, is that such af-
fairs have unpredictable results.

For this reason alone public interest is very great
in these elections; and luckily so, for it is obvious that
the larger the total vote the greater chance that a truly
representative party will win.

Just going to the polls and voting doesn’t finish
the citizen’s responsibility, although the “get-out and-
vote” advice leaves one with the impression that if
you just rush into the little house, write your name,
scratch an “X”, and leave quietly your duty is com-
pletely done. Of course, most people do consider a
little. Too many, however, are swayed by a candidate’s
personal appearance, by his personality or by a bally-
hooed incident in his career. Sectional prejudice in-
fluences others most, while a skilfully pulled red-herring
leads many astray. Too few consider the issues involved,
and the entire past records of the candidates, which
reveal their various characters and their capabilities. It
isn’t enough just to vote, it is apparent; for it was easy
to say “Ja; Heil” and “Si, Duce.” One should vote with
intelligence. Needless to say, straight ticket voting sel-
dom comes under the latter.

George ]. Abrams, chief investigator of the Honest
Ballot Association, located in New York City, was
quoted as placing the irreducible minimum of fraudu-
lent votes in that city at seventy-five thousand. At that,
New York City, according to him, is cleaner than any
other large city in the country. This organization, which
appears to be one of the reasons for the cleanliness, was
founded in 1913. Such organizations would be profit-
ably adopted in the many cities now without such; for
if the political party watchers in New York City aren’t
effective enough to prevent that irreducible minimum
with the help of the Honest Ballot Association (which
is non-partisan), the fraudulent votes that slip by in
places where they watch by themselves must be a cau-
tion. It is probable that local and state elections are the
ones which suffer these abuses most. In the case of the
Honest Ballot Association’s formation, it was corrupt
local politics which moved prominent citizens to action.
It is easy to see, however, that a number of such fraudu-
lent votes in each city could have an affect on even a
national election. Nothing is truer than the oft-quoted
saying, “The price of Liberty is eternal vigilance.”
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[he foregoing paragraph should have been the
conclusion of these thoughts on the election, but we
have just been led into a flight of fancy into the future;
how long will it be until we see irate citizens’ com-
mittees driving out of the polls various shifty-eyed in-
dividuals armed with magnets and screw-drivers. Even
their angry shouts of explanation reaches us, “He was
queering the voting machine!”

—JonN WHARTON.

* * *

COMING BACK"

“A clarion voice is ringing; it rises, now it falls”"—
the University of Dayton calls its sons and daughters
back to the classrooms and the laboratories once again.
And back they come, from—as the anthem says—
“North, South, East, and West” . . . from Hilo to Sea
Cliff. from Texas to Minnesota. There is something
about the opening of school that is heart warming, and
also a little sentimental. It is altogether different from
the close of the scholastic year, when friends bid faze-
well to those who have finished their college careers—
then, it is strictly a matter of pulling at the heart-
strings. But with the resumption of classes, it is good
to sec faces that have been absent for quite some time
—was it only three months?

To come back to U.D. again—to walk through the
hallowed corridors of St. Mary’s Hall, past the silent
pictures of the graduates, in the sunny quiet of a late
afternoon in autumn; to watch the red and gold-
spangled leaves fluttering down from the trees in the
park; the pleasure of meeting acquaintances in the
arcade or in the “caf”, the bonfire and pep-ally the
night beforc Homecoming; football games, wiener
roasts, required reading, frosh initiation, “when in
blazes is that G.I. check due?” the sleepy eight o’clock
class—this could go on and on, memory after memory.

College life now is changed from that of eight, tea
years ago. The era of students swallowing goldfish is
gone, possibly never to return. A man who parachuted
into France on D-Day four years ago sits in class be-
side 1 fresh-faced lad who, last fall this time, was worry-
ing about finishing his senior year of high school. War-
time acceleration is carried over into peacetime educa-
tion, and the desire at present is to learn as much as
possible in the time allotted. The University of Dayton
brings up no rear-guard in the matter of get what you
can while you can. Veterans have added a more serious
touch to campus life, but that has helped to mellow
the student’s panorama of U.D.

The opening of school is classed, usually with
tongue in cheek, as something just slightly better than
a job in the salt mines of Siberia. There is the final big
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week-end before settling down to chemistry and math
—the Rubayat-ish philosophy of “eat, drink, and be
merry, for next week we're off to college”—but actually,
it is safe to say that “going back” is welcomed to a
greater or less degree by all involved. Even in the
knock-down, drag-out struggle of registration there is a
certain eagerness to get things underway. With the
bitter of analytical geometry we take the sweet of de-
feating an arch rival on the gridiron.

College means many things to many people—an op-
portunity to lay a foundation for the future, a chance
to find out what makes a turbine run as it does, or a
means of meeting the redhead in English 201—but to
all of us it is a mixture of achievement and entertain-
ment, and it is a consideration of this that causes ns
to answer “Yes” when someone asks “Coming back?”

—Jon~ KerLLy.

* * *

SEASONALLY SPEAKING

In stilly, melancholy mood, strains of The Last
Rose of Summer drifted forth in tribute to a passing
season. I was puzzled that the advent of fall should
cause many thus to lament. Surely such persons do not
know life and the world about themselves.

But the great romantic John Keats knew it well and
regarded fall in a sensible light. He asks, in To Autumn,
“Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are they?
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too—"

I wonder what he thought of persons who insist
such or such is the “best” season of the year. It seems
to me he would have pitied them—regretted that they
were so utterly unpoetic in outlook. John Keats was a
nature poet and like the saints he saw in the world
outside us a great deal more than the practical sort of
mind ever will. The man who uses his heart together
with his head and hands will see beauty and thus will
be happy in every season of the year. “A t<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>