University of Dayton

eCommons
The Exponent

Student Produced Media

3-1941

The University of Dayton Exponent, March 1941
University of Dayton

Follow this and additional works at: https://ecommons.udayton.edu/exponent

Recommended Citation
University of Dayton, "The University of Dayton Exponent, March 1941" (1941). The Exponent. 376.
https://ecommons.udayton.edu/exponent/376

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the Student Produced Media at eCommons. It has been
accepted for inclusion in The Exponent by an authorized administrator of eCommons. For more information, please
contact mschlangen1@udayton.edu, ecommons@udayton.edu.

fe

a
(eommmmomes

a)

‘seme
Ld
a

a
pmean

MARCH 1941

“But Luckies pay the price to get it!”
says Jim Hill, Jr, independent tobacco buyer
“Year after year I’ve seen Luckies buy the
finer, the milder tobaccos and pay the price
for em, too,” says JimHill, Jr., of WinstonSalem, N. C. “That’s why I’ve smoked

Luckies 5 years and that’s why most other
independent tobacco men smoke them!”
When you buy tobacco, you get what you
pay for. And Luckies pay higher prices for
the finer, the lighter, the naturally milder

tobaccos. If you’re smoking more today,

real mildness is important. So take a tip
from the independent tobacco experts—the
buyers, auctioneers and warehousemen.
Smoke the smoke tobacco experts smoke.
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- Gateway To Heaven
@ By GeorcE J. RENNEKER
Father Renneker spent three months in
Hawaii in the summer of 1940 preaching
retreats to the priests and Brothers and
Sisters over there. Of all the remembrances

for lepers. On one end of the peninsula is their village
of Kalaupapa. The Hawaiian memories, that are the
dearest and that probably will be the most enduring,
are of my sojourn of a short week there with the Pastor,

that he brought back with him the most

Father Peter, with the dozen Franciscan Sisters, with

vivid is his trip to Molakai. We are glad to
present to our readers some first-hand impressions of the place made noted by Father

the four Sacred Hearts Brothers, with the Assistant

Damien.

kK

ALAUPAPA is the name of the leper village on

Superintendent and his wife, Mr. and Mrs. Smith, and
with the patients. I believe I would have been willing
to sacrifice all the pleasures and all the beauties of my
trip to the Hawaiian Islands for that week at Kalaupapa.

the Island of Molokai. I do not know the mean-

ing of this Hawaiian term, however, for me, it is the

I had come to the Island of Molokai by boat, the

“Gate of Heaven” or, better, perhaps, the antechamber

“Hawaii”, the smallest of the Inter-Island steamers, a

of Heaven.

I was privileged last summer to spend more than
two months in the Hawaiian Islands. I had the good

fortune of visiting on four of the principal Islands,
Oahu, Maui, Hawaii, and Molokai, missing Kauai.

Molokai was the last one. Tourists usually omit Molokai. The sky is just as blue, the sun is just as bright, the
breezes are just as refreshing, the waters are just as

inviting, as elsewhere in the “Paradise of the Pacific.”
There are pineapple and sugar-cane plantations, and
cattle ranches as on the other Islands. There is even
the beauty of tropical trees, shrubbery and flowers; but
only in spots. The principal village of Kaunakakai,
which is the port of Molokai, is nothing more than like
an unattractive, very small Western town, very hot

and dusty. There are mountains, but they and most of
the soil are of a dark brick-red color causing penetrating dust in the dry season, and like slippery clay after

heavy rains. Molokai does not allure tourists.
But there is a little peninsula off the Island, not
more than three square miles in area, which is reserved

cattle-boat. It gives the supreme test as a sailor to the

land-lubber. It seems to me just to whirl around
swiftly like a barrel on the waves, which are always
quite rough in the Inter-Island channels. We had left
Honolulu at one-thirty in the afternoon and arrived at
Kaunakaka at seven in the evening. I was met by
Father John Mary, Pastor of the five Catholic Missions
on Molokai, the total number outside the leper village.
We had supper that night with a couple in their large
kitchen. The husband was mostly Hawaiian; the wife
was a nurse originally from North Carolina. She had

been on service in the hospital of the leper village and
there she had received the gift of the Catholic faith.

Now she is another Martha to Father John Mary and
any other priest that might be visiting with him,
serving daily breakfast and evening dinner.
My boat was to leave at midnight for Kalaupapa.
Before leaving, Father John took me to the pass of the
Pali or mountain. From there I looked down some two

thousand feet. Beneath I saw a cluster of many
twinkling lights—Kalaupapa from on high and by
night.
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When I awoke early the next morning, the boat was
anchored in the harbor, about a quarter of a mile in
from the village pier. There were not more than a half
dozen other passengers who had come to visit leprous
relatives. We descended by the side into a row boat
which was pulled by a launch to the pier. A Hawaiian
youth with wonderful physique, dressed as for swimming, stood astride the row boat for any emergency.
The waters were calm, but a few years ago three passengers had been drowned when the row boat had cut
loose too soon from the launch and was dashed against
the rocks. I ascended the pier and set foot on Kalaupapa. My permit to enter and to stay for a week for
religious activities was inspected and I was cordially

greeted by the Acting Superintendent. He told me I
would find Father Peter in the Church. The Church
was just a few yards from the pier. It is a beautiful white
colonial structure, dedicated to St. Francis of Assisi. I

loved it and Kalaupapa at once. I entered and there
found the Father, a bearded man, at the Altar, cele-

brating Holy Mass, with the Sisters of St. Francis, the
Sacred Hearts Brothers, and some patients, as wor-

shippers.
The peninsula on which Kalaupapa is located, is the
tropical garden of the Island of Molokai. But nature
has made it also a perfect prison. The Inter-Island
steamer arrives and leaves but once a week, and it
must anchor, as was said, about a quarter of a mile

from the land. During three or four months of the
early part of the year, even the harbor is so rough that
the steamer does not even arrive. To the one side, the

full length of the peninsula, are mountains, almost
precipitous, from two to four thousand feet in height.
There is but one zigzag trail which leads to the only
pass closed by an immense gate and guarded day and

night. All the other sides of the peninsula consist of
rugged and rather high cliffs, where landing is impossible and against which high breakers dash dangerously.
The only other way of entry or exit is by private plane.
The first evening I begged to be excused from the
pleasant company of Father Peter and the Brothers in
order to prepare the two retreats and the mission that
were to begin the next day. I was alone in Father

Peter’s cottage. I thought he was staying away rather
long. There was perfect quiet except for the breezes

sighing among the cocoanut palms and other trees and
except for the moaning of the waves of the sea. I just

naturally thought of the words of the“Divine Comedy:”
“All ye that enter here, abandon hope.” This seemed
all the more true, when I heard that the patients are
not cured. If there is a cure, it is generally believed
that the patient did not have leprosy. No patient leaves
Kalaupapa except now and then to be carried by plane
to the leper hospital in Honolulu for an emergency
operation and to be brought back again; not even after
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death does his body leave, for there is also a cemetery
on the peninsula.
And yet I saw no signs of hopelessness among the
patients. They lead a rather normal life. There are
approximately four hundred patients, which is six
hundred less than there were ten or fifteen years ago.

The decrease is due to the improvement of hygienic
conditions on the Islands which may gradually eliminate the disease. Single patients live in one of the four
“homes”. These consist of units of sleeping rooms,
dining room, recreation room, infirmary, and attendants’ apartments. The Franciscan Sisters are in charge

of Bishop Home for women, and the Sacred Hearts
Brothers of Baldwin Home for men. Both of these
homes have their own chapels. Married couples live in
cottages. Children of leprous parents are taken to an
orphanage in Honolulu. There is a hospital, a general
store, a movie theatre, a butcher shop, and a bakery.

The patients have automobiles; work in offices, on the
roads, or in their gardens; have parties, go to cottages

along the so-called beaches for week-ends; have courtships, get married, at times, unfortunately, are divorced;
and after seven or eight years ordinarily succumb

quietly to the disease. However, a few live to a ripe
old age. Thus, the altar-boy of Father Damien, who
died in 1888, is still moving about and attends services

regularly, and one who was superintendent in the time
of Father Damien is still living, but in the hospital
waiting for a merciful release. They have no worries
for their physical needs, since the Government provides for all, even giving pocket money every three
months. There are a few mental cases, and little

physical suffering, since leprosy seems to dull the
nervous system.

Approximately two hundred of the patients are
Catholics. Seventy of these are unable to come to the
church. I preached a five-day mission in the church.
A hundred attended the evening sermon and Benediction, and about fifty the morning Mass and sermon.
They were very attentive. The leprous boys that served
at Mass and at the Benedictions were so correct in
observing the ceremonies, so attentive to the Celebrant, and so cheerful, even though they had but
stumps for fingers, and the lobes of their ears seemed
ready to fall off, and their faces were swollen and the
nose of one had almost entirely disappeared. The

chalice I used bore the inscription: “Donated by Holy
Rosary Parish, Dayton, Ohio, in memory of the visit

of Father Frohmiller in 1912”. I heard confessions
either in the temporary confessional, or at the communion-railing, or just in the pews. In giving Com(Continued on page sixteen)

Irish Folklore
@ By Mary Marcaret WaAcK
The author of this article presents something very appropriate for the month of

March. Although she bewails the fact that
more is known of the North American Indian

than

of Ireland,

nevertheless she

proves that Ireland has a story to tell.
Read it.

Among the few who recognized the pressing need
Romance

and legend have associated the

of gathering Irish folklore were Patrick Kennedy of

shamrock, the shillelah, and the dudeen with

Wexford, who wrote many delightful books; Edward
Walsh, author of “Irish Popular Songs,” and Sir William Wilde, who wrote “Irish Superstitions.”

nearly every mood of Irish fact and fancy. And the
mention of Killarney, Cork harbor, or Blarney castle
in the south, and Moville, Londonderry, and Bloody

Foreland in the north, bring pictures and memories
to everyone. It shows the universal fame of Ireland;
and yet, the history of Irish folklore is still vague.
There are many reasons. Probably the most important
is the obscurity of the Irish language.
“To swear in, to pray in, and to make love in,”
the Irish Gaelic tongue has no rival among languages
living and dead. But it is only in the little country
towns that one may hear the musical Irish tongue.
English is almost universally spoken, but the Gaelic
is more picturesque and forcible. “Darling” can be

One person well known for his work in Irish research is Dr. Douglas Hyde, a native speaker of Gaelic,
who obtained his first story from an old man in
County Roscomnon. He also wrote the first known

original play in Gaelic, but he is best known for his
“Love Songs of Connacht.”
The “Folklore of Ireland Society” was founded by
Mr. S. A. Delorgy, M. A., in Dublin in 1927. He has
a huge task, but his difficulty is not in getting material
but in the scarcity of workers. On one trip to Kerry,

Mr. Delargy collected one hundred and fifty tales from

said in at least twenty different ways, and there are as

one man alone, and one hundred from another in the

many ways of sending a man to the devil. For instance, when an Englishman would simply say “go to
the devil,” the Irishman says, “May the devil sit upon
your breastbone, barking for your soul.” The lan-

same district. All were different.

An Englishman

once said that “he never met an Irish peasant who
was not ready to give him a whole string of legends

and stories.”

guage is indeed picturesque!
As a tule, folklore is divided into the spiritual, which

We can readily understand why it is so extremely
difficult to compile a history of Irish folklore, when
there may be dozens of different interpretations for
the same thing.

means by word of mouth over a period difficult to

Another reason for the lack of material is the
failure of the Irish people themselves to recognize
their duty to the world. At no time did Ireland have

Spiritual lore includes tales, poetry, games, pastimes,

a strong leader, as the German Grimes, the Norwegian

Asbjoinsen, or the Danish Gruendtoeg to gather its

determine, and into the material, which means all

the objects of folklore and information about the
manufacture of them.

beliefs, customs, and colloquialisms. To most of us,

though, folklore means tales and stories of ancient
heroes and the “‘little people.” The tales of the first
period of Ireland form by far the finest part of our

culture of Ireland, which formed a powerful barrier

ancient romantic literature. They fall under two main
branches: the cycle of Conor Mac Nessa and his Red
Branch Knights; and the cycle of Finn, the son of
Cumal, and his Fianna. A great number of these

against assimilation. If Ireland had not been crushed

stories are still unpublished and untranslated.

rich harvest of song and story. She was crushed by

England, and the flame of nationality was kept alive
only by the ancient Gaelic tongue and the age-long

in the eighteenth century, she today would be the

proud possessor of a treasure-house from which writers
of every kind, historians, painters, and musicians could

The other two divisions of popular tales are the
international fairy tales, which seem to correspond in

draw inspiration and knowledge.

form to many of the fairy stories from other countries,
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and the native tales, of which there are at least one
hundred thousand.

among any race.” They had their fairies, banishees,
demons, monsters, and changelings, and their tales

Concerning material folklore we know very little.

were kept alive principally by the shannachies, or

In fact, it is generally conceded that we have more

information about the North American Indian than
about Ireland. To Ireland’s shame, she does not even

have an ethnographical museum of any size. It is
ironical, too, that the largest Irish museum in the
world is located in Hamburg, Germany.
Irish fairy lore has been called “‘as fair and bounteous a harvest of myth and romance as ever flourished

folk-song singers, who traveled from town to town
and sang at the feasts.
Irish folklore has lived because Ireland has kept

alive her spirit of culture and scholarship in spite of
almost overwhelming suppression by England. Her
true glory lies not in being victorious, but in dying
undefeated. “In defeat she has conquered. Her spirit
still lives on.”

Intermission
@ By Mouriet Oswatp

A good study of the various emotions that
play through the heart of a sixteen-yearold girl.
“Surely, he has a fine voice!””
“Yes, Granny, wonderful.”
“D’y’ s’pose we can get him to sing another one?”

“Um-hm, clap harder, Granny.”
“Here he comes back.”
1
“Oh—he’s just goin’ t’ take a bow this time.”
“Um-hm.”
“Well, guess that’s all now. Intermission’s next,

ain’t it?”
“Yes, Granny.”

“He’s awful big—tall, I mean.”
“Yes, awfully.”
“Y’ say he’s not married?”

“No, Granny.”
“Why not, I wonder.”
“Don’t know.”
“He must see plenty of folks goin’ around the
country the way he does, givin’ concerts.”
“T suppose so, Granny.”
“He must see a lot of pretty girls and they fall for
him too, I bet.”

PLesee
“How long do these intermissions last?”
“Fifteen minutes, I think, Granny.”

“The seat’s a-gettin’ awful hard.”
“Would you like to go out in the lobby, Granny?
I'll be all right here.”
“Naw. What would I do out there anyway? Feel
like a bump on a log. Too many long skirts floatin’
around out there. Y’ know, the next time we come

to one of these things you’re a-goin’ t’ wear a long
dress and so’m I.”
“Really, Granny? When do you suppose we could

come again? He won’t be back for a year, maybe
two.”
“Well, even if it’s five years, the next time we're
a-goin’ t’ wear long skirts.”

“Oh, that would be wonderful, Granny. Wish I
had one on now. It would be grand to go swishing

out there in the lobby.”
“Um.”
“Granny, isn’t he simply marvelous?”
“Um-hm. He can sing all right!”
“And the car, Granny, it was beautiful! I still can

hardly believe it happened. And, Granny, the chauffeur said it was his, too. His very own car, Granny!
Did you hear him? And, Granny, we couldn’t have

“Yes, Granny.”

possibly gotten here if he hadn’t sent it.”

“Well, what y’ lookin’ so down in th’ mouth about?”
“Why, I—I didn’t’ know I was, Granny.”

“Um. It was real nice of him. But folks ought t’
be that way. No sense gettin’ snooty just ’cause y’
can warble a couple a notes.”

“Well, y’ are. And its a good concert too. Just

look at the people! Y’ oughta be as happy as a lark.”
“Sure, Granny, I am. Its—its—wonderful.”
“What’s he goin’ t’ sing next, after intermission?”
“I don’t know, Granny. It’s foreign. I think its

German.” .
“Oh. Well, maybe he’ll say what it’s about.”
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. “Granny, I just couldn’t have lived if I hadn’t got
to come. It was just wonderful of him. I’m so happy.”
AOE:
;
“But Granny, I still don’t see how he found out

about me and the accident and everything.”
“I told you once, all I know. That boy he sent

around this afternoon said he found out through the
ticket manager. When I took the tickets back yesterday I told the man that you had saved up the
money to buy us those tickets, but that you’d had an
accident and couldn’t walk and wouldn’t get to come
to the concert, and I thought maybe he could give
the tickets to somebody else. He said since we’d paid

for the tickets we should keep ’em and maybe somethin’ would turn up that we’d get to come, but I never
dreamed that singer’d send his car.”
“And Granny, the wheelchair and everything. And
they were so wonderful to us, Granny!”
“Um. You'll have to write him a letter, thankin’
him. Y’ never could get to see him.”
“No, Granny, I suppose not.”
“Now quit lookin’ so down. Ain’t it enough that

he’s done all this for y’, without pesterin’ him besides? How much longer is this intermission?”
“Ten minutes, Granny. Who is this coming, Granny?
He’s looking right at us!”
“Pardon me, Miss, is your name Patricia Brookes?”

rie.
“Well, the maestro asked me to give you this note.
He said that if you’d come backstage he’d enjoy meeting you. That note just makes the invitation official.”
“Oh—I’d—I’d—but I can’t walk!”
“That’s all right, we'll wheel you around.”
“I—I—Of course I'll go. I’d love to! You’re coming

“Um-hm. He asked me if we had anything we’d
like him to sing and I couldn’t think at first and then
I thought of how you liked the Evening Star and I
told him. And Granny, it’s his favorite too, and he
said he’d sing it after the last number on the program.
Especially for us, Granny.”
“He must be a mighty nice man.”

“Oh he is, Granny, he really is. And he’s so big.
Granny, you’ve no idea how big he is from here. And
Granny, he was terribly hot, his face was covered with
drops and his hand was wet when he shook hands
with me. It must be awfully hard work to sing like
that and it looks so easy out here. But Granny, his
clothes! That evening suit is simply beautiful.”

“Well what on earth did he say?”
“Oh Granny he said the most wonderful things.
I can’t begin to say them the way he did. He told
me that he heard that I wasn’t going to get to come

after I’d saved the money and planned and everything
and he remembered one time when he was a kid he
had had to miss a circus he’d waited for months to see
and how disappointed he was—so he thought maybe I
wouldn’t want to miss this circus, so he sent the car
around. A circus, Granny, as if that could compare!”

burstin’ to know what it was all about.”
“It’s just too wonderful to tell all at once, Granny.”
“Well for heavens sake tell somethin’!”
Granny, it was time for intermission to be up a

“Hardly. When you’ve seen one, you’ve seen ’em
all. But what else did he say?”
“Oh, everything! He wanted to know all about the
accident. And about you, Granny!”
“Me!”
“Um-hm. I told him you were wondering why he
never married.”
“You didn’t!”
“Yes I did, Granny. And he laughed. He asked me
how old I was Granny.”
“What did y’ tell him? Y’ didn’t add any on did
you?”
“No Granny, I told him I was sixteen. I wish I
could’ve added some on though. He looks older,
Granny, when you get close to him. He has a few
white hairs. He’s at least thirty-five, Granny.”
“T s’pect so.”
“I asked him why he did so much for us, Granny.
He said he just wanted to. He said he liked to help
people out if he could and doing things like that gave
him the courage to get up on the stage and face these
people staring at him.”

long time ago, and he’s holding the whole thing up
just for me!”

“T should think so. Did y’ thank him, Patty, for
everything?”

too, aren’t you, Granny? You're included in the in-

vitation.”
“Me, Heavens sake no, Patty. Go on and go.”

“But Granny, please. I’m scared to death.”
“Don’t be silly. No Patty, no. You go ahead. My
heart just wouldn’t stand it.”

“Are you ready, Miss? We haven’t much time.”
“Yes, I’m ready. But what on earth will I say to
him?”
“Just talk to him about anything, Miss, he’s human!”
ER

ae
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“Granny, I’m back!”

“Well I know it. You’ve been sittin’ there for two
minutes now without sayin’ a word, and me just

“Um. And the seat’s gettin’ harder every minute.
What did he have to say?”

“Oh, I don’t know,—everything, Granny.”
“Everything? In fifteen minutes?”

“Oh, Granny, you know what?”
“It’s hard to tell.”
“He’s going to sing our favorite song.”
“He is!”

“Oh, yes, Granny, but he didn’t let me say much.
He said he didn’t ask me to come back for me to

thank him, he just wanted to meet me and to see if I
was happy because if I was, he could go out and face
all the critics and the women with opera glasses and
lorgnettes and could sing his lungs out because he
knew he really was making somebody happy, and he
didn’t give a hang what the rest of them thought.”
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‘Why Patty, how nice!”
“Oh, Granny, there go the lights. He’ll be out
again in a minute now. Isn’t it wonderful Granny so
many grand things have happened, and he is still
going to sing our song and we get to ride home in
that luscious car.”

“Um-hm. He’s a fine man.”
“And he’s so famous, Granny, he wouldn’t have to
do anything! I didn’t know there was anyone so kind,
Granny.”
Neither did I, Patty. Look! here he comes!”

a

SAINT PATRICK’S BLESSED
SYMBOL
He loved the fields of rolling green; he loved the
mountain side.

He loved the Irish laughing, free, and gay;
And as he walked on Irish soil, with kindly eyes he
spied

The trefoil shamrock growing in his way.
The Saint bent low and blessed the plant that nestled
at his feet.

Then, tall and straight he stood and spake aloud:
“When Ireland’s soul shall cease to sing, and sorrows
on it beat,

This plant shall comfort Ireland—sad but proud.”
Invaders came, and Irish soil with Irish blood was red.

No joyous song the weeping bard could play.
The shamrock softly blanketed the cairns of Erin’s
dead,

And bade defiance to the foreign sway.
And though the conquering heel pressed down the
shamrock year on year,
It could not crush the leaves the Saint had blessed,

Nor crush the freedom-loving sons, Saint Patrick too
held dear,

For bravely beat the heart in Irish breast.
And that is why on Patrick’s day the Irish always wear,
In Erin and in countries over sea,
St. Patrick’s blessed symbol. They wear it as a prayer

That Ireland and all Irishmen forever may be free.
—Mary FEnrris.

Page eight

A Visit With Billy Rose And
His New York Aquacade
@ By Dan F. Prucu

+
waa”
—_—

Dan writes another of his articles about
actors and producers. You can see that the

“What about the costumes you use for your stage
show?” I asked. In reply Mok showed me rows of

life of a showman is not an ideal one by any

costumes that hung backstage. “We always have three

means.

duplicates of each costume on hand,” he explained.
“And the material in the costumes is waterproof. If
the material didn’t wrinkle we could use each costume
for more than three shows.”

Ayoruer of my interesting experiences at the
New York Fair the past summer was witnessing
a rehearsal of Billy Rose’s Aquacade and seeing Billy
Rose at work. However the idea of trying to see Rose’s
Aquacade in rehearsal never occurred to me until I
was literally “mowed under” by a mob of stampeding

Aquacade girls anxious to get home.
The incident occurred one midnight when I was
peacefully awaiting a subway train at one of the fair’s
stations. I was just turning around to see where all the

From the dressing rooms I was taken out to the
back stage and there sawa short, stubby fellow seated
behind a table surrounded by a gang of girls. I learned
that the man was Billy Rose. At the time he was taking

names of the girls for a new chorus he was organizing
for his Diamond Horseshoe supper club on 46th street.
“All right now, everyone line up!” yelled Rose’s
dance director. “Mr. Rose wants to see you walk.”

screaming and shouting was coming from when I
was suddenly overwhelmed by a mob of girls who
squeezed and jammed me into a packed subway car

As they paraded by him Rose would closely observe
the grace and ease with which each girl walked and

so hard that I felt like a shriveled sardine. But this discomfort proved to be profitable for I struck up an
acquaintance which later enabled me to get behind the

she wasn’t the type he wanted. After twenty minutes
of walking Rose told his director to start the music
and begin dance rehearsal. And it was shortly after

occasionally would call one over to him and tell her

scenes at the Aquacade. I told the girl I’d like to write

this that Mr. Mok introduced me to Rose. Rose was

up one of their rehearsals and she invited me to come
out the next day at 11. Thus the following day I went
out to the Aquacade and asked for the girl I’d met on
the subway, and in a few minutes she came to meet
me.

very obliging and talked to me much longer than I
expected. He began by telling me that he is never
contented once he has one show going smoothly and
is always planning for future shows. This comment
was later confirmed by Mrs. Rose, the former Eleanor
Holm, whom I was later fortunate enough to meet.
She told me, “Billy and I are always restless—I guess
that’s why we get along so well together.” (Eleanor
co-starred with Buster Crabbe and Johnny Weissmuller in the Aquacades; all three are former Olympic
champions.
)

“You're really in luck today,” she told me. “Mr. Rose
is back stage picking out girls and acts for his show
next week. I can’t be with you until after rehearsal so
I'll introduce you to our press man, Mike Mok—he’ll

show you around.”
Mr. Mok,atall, thin fellow with a shiny baldpate,

was very obliging and began showing me around
immediately. In front of the Aquacade stage was a
large, oblong swimming pool and it was in this that

fifty girls and forty men were practicing swimming
formations. “Feel that water,” said Mok. “We keep it

at seventy-five all the time. You see, we give the show
whether it rains or shines and the water is always the

same temperature so we don’t have to replace girls

because of bad colds. We lose most of our girls
through marriage.”

Concerning plans for his 1941 shows Rose had the
following to say: “My biggest plan is to produce a sky
show,” he began. “The sky show will have a chorus
of sixty-four aviators warbling their love ballads thou-

sands of feet above the ground while on the ground
there will be formations of girls marching among

cavalry detachments and massed tanks. The show will
probably be produced at a race track or automobile

speedway near a convenient airport.”

Rose says the place he uses must hold from 50,000
to 75,000 spectators and that the “stage” will measure
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approximately 180 acres. Then in addition to this the
showman expects to have two anchored Zeppelins that
will contain a great orchestra and huge male chorus
blending their strains 100 and 200 feet up in the air.
Incidentally he hopes the United States government
will lend him some of its aviators and aircraft.

and the statistics of the dear old Chamber of Commerce of the U. S. prove that people who have $3.30
or $4.40 to spend on entertainment would just about
fill a couple of good-sized rooms. Those same statistics

As for the plot, well, according to Rose, boy will
meet girl thousands of feet above the earth while
aviators and aviatrixes sing and a ballet of from 300 to
400 dancers go through their steps on the ground.
Among other things that he plans to use in his sky
show will be fancy diving and loop-the-loops by
“soloists,” “duets,” “trios” and “quartets” and mass
parachute jumps. The finale will be a display of the
country’s aerial resources. Without the cooperation of
the government Rose realizes that such a plan would
be out of the question, but at present his hopes are
high.

more,” he concluded.

(they have to do with such sordid matters as income,

friend) have taught that All God’s Chillun Got Forty
Cents. That’s why I never think above forty cents any
One notion that Billy says he has hung onto like
grim death for the last five years is this: “Some of our
drama samplers knowalittle more about acting than

others, but all of them are pretty good judges of the
literary merits of a play. So I’ve avoided literature
like the plague and distrusted dialogue as if it were

an expert pickpocket. A one-line announcement such as
“Johnny Weissmuller will now do his sensational halfgaynor” has no literary quality whatever. The critics,

therefore, won’t either praise it or find fault with it.
But financially it’s worth any line Eugene O’Neill ever

The second show Rose plans is more “down-to-earth,”
but still has plenty of “high” points. He plans to combine the top features of his 1939 and 1940 Aquacades
into a monster water carnival that will make a twentyfour week tour of the principal cities and will be given
in sports arenas, armories and convention halls. (It will
be on a scale similar to Sonja Henie’s ice shows.) The

principle problem involved in the presentation of this
show will be the construction of two 150-foot tanks
and two sets of portable heating and filtering apparatus.

wrote.”
Concerning New York dramatic critics Billy says:
“T’ve come to the conclusion that the critics seldom
pan entertainment for which they have no yardstick,
no basis of comparison. For instance, if a legit producer put on his own version of Hamlet, the boys on
the aisle immediately hark back to at least six other
Hamlets they’ve seen. But when, in 1936 in Fort
Worth, Texas, I excited a herd of buffalo to eight

The third project Rose proposes for this season will
be carried out in New York, that is, he hopes it will.
He expects to turn his 45th street International Casino
into a sort of Elsa Maxwell Club where New York’s

bars of music, the critics who had kindly come all the
way from New York to review my show, had nothing
to compare it with. They had never seen a herd of
buffalo, let alone a herd of buffalo excited to eight bars

young set can frolic and dance to their heart’s content.

of music, and they praised that particular scene, as

The place will be known as “Billy Rose’s Party.”

well as the rest of the show. The same is true of the
case of my Aquacades. In my water show at the New
York Fair, I had one hundred pretty tootsies swim in
a giant pool to “The Blue Danube Waltz” while
fountains played under brilliant lights and a water
curtain shot up forty feet. The critics never before had
seen one hundred pretty tootsies swim to “The Blue

“Of course,” added Rose thoughtfully, “there’s
always the possibility that the British government may
invite me to operate the Queen Elizabeth as a showboat on the Hudson.”
Rose says he is not a legitime producer because the
legit is no business for an egotist and adds that he is
strictly an egotist. “One of the big reasons why I’m

Danube” and consequently critics agreed it was
gorgeous.”

not in the legit,” he asserts, “is that the gents of the

And that friends, is showman Billy Rose, who is out
to surprise the theater world or “bust.”

legit charge people $3.30 or $4.40 to see their shows,
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Glancing Into The Philosophic Past
@ By Joun G. Dickson
For the students of Philosophy and others
who are interested in a brief outline of
philosophical thought.
TYMOLOGICALLY speaking, the word “philosophy” is derived from two Greek words: philein,
to love and sophia, wisdom,—the love of wisdom.

In point of fact that is the conception of philosophy
portrayed in the works of the great ancients, Socrates,
Plato, and Aristotle. Of the three, Plato seems to be

the most explicit in holding this view. He makes the
search for wisdom or philosophy the highest pursuit
of the mind. Philosophy, he repeats, comes of wonderment and wisdom arises out of the mind partly
illumined and partly perplexed by the problems of life.
This does not imply, however, that they did not subscribe to the modern text-book definition of philosophy—“the science of all things in their ultimate
causes known by the light of reason alone.” They
certainly held to this more consistently and more
accurately than some of our present day thinkers who
have lost the “ultimate” amid the maze of personal
pride and narrow prejudice. But we do not limit our
view to the “big three” of the ancient philosophers.
No, they were not the first philosophers although the

made?” However absurd their answers may appear to
us, as we look upon them from the vantage point of
our twentieth century, we should not ridicule their

theories. A beginning, at least, was made. The next
great school was the Eleatic School which proposed a
number of doctrines concerning the ideas of “being,”
“becoming,” “change,” and “motion.” This school,

likewise, went far wide of the mark but some preparation, at least, was made for the various theories in

philosophy as we have them today. At this point,
philosophy came to an immensely important moment
in its history. Socrates, Plato and Aristotle came on
to the stage and applied their keen minds to philosophic problems. As a result, we have a wonderful
system of philosophy, reasonably complete and _remarkably true and accurate. In the following centuries,
when philosophy suffered varying fortunes, we notice
that all discussions of a philosophic nature were based

on the ideas and theories expressed by the “big three.”
Take, for example, a man like St. Augustine. We find
that in his writings he makes an attempt at explaining Plato’s “Theory of Ideas” in a Christian sense.
Father Glenn says of Origen (185-254) that his mistakes can be traced to no perversity of will but to his
love of Platonic philosophy. In the Middle Ages, all
philosophers were breaking their heads over the ques-

most outstanding. Nevertheless, both before and after

tion of “universals.” This question, as many others,

their time, philosophers sought the answers to life’s
problems in the Final Cause of all things. Call it what
you may, there runs a constant harmonious theme
through all philosophy till the present day and the
burden of that theme is God.

was treated by philosophers of pre-Christian Greece.

One might be thus inclined to say, that philosophy
is only another name for religion. In a broad sense we
might agree but in the ordinarily accepted sense we
say no. It is true, however, that philosophy arose from
the religious beliefs of the earliest peoples but later
parted company. Glenn, in his “History of Philosophy”

phers as such. St. Thomas Aquinas, however, clearly

It is to be noted, however, that from the beginning
of the Christian era to the time of St. Thomas Aquinas
most of the outstanding writers and thinkers were

rather apologists for the Catholic faith than philoso-

brings out very clearly that the philosophy of the
ancient Hebrews, Chaldeans, Persians, and Egyptians

was closely allied to the religion of the people. It is
only when we reach the era of Greek philosophy in the

distinguished the province of reason from that of faith.
In him we find the most prominent exponent of
scholastic philosophy. We do not claim that he was
entirely original. No, in a great part, he has based his
philosophic doctrines on the works of his predecessors,
chiefly on those of Aristotle. St. Thomas admits it
and in his writings we find references time and time
again to the ancient thinkers. He surpassed all others,
however, in his power of synthesis. He moulds scat-

time of the earlier Jonians that we come upon doc-

tered and fragmentary motions into a complete and

trines that are purely philosophical. Philosophy has

marvelous system. Scholastic philosophy reached the

largely remained thus and is used as an aid to theology

pinnacle of its influence in the thirteenth century.

rather than a sub-division of it.

Since then it has suffered periods of decline, even of

oblivion. In the seventeenth century and thereafter,
The Ionians, both the earlier and the later group,

brought out the question, “Of what is the world

(Continued on page eighteen)
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Profiteering and Wastage
in National Defense
America has launched a gigantic National Defense

Program that will cost billions of dollars in money
and natural resources. A recent Associated Press dispatch places the cost so far as 15 billions of dollars
and nobody is willing to estimate what the eventual
total cost will be.
Lately, Americans have been hearing rumors and
reading facts of profiteering and wasteage in the disposal of the taxpayers money. A little over a year ago,
after the “blitzkreig” in Poland had proved the effec-

tiveness of air power, President Roosevelt ordered the
erection of several large and strategically placed airfields. The President shifted into “high” the mechanism of National Defense. But, through no fault of his

own, he also opened the doors of the Treasury to
profiteers and wasters. The first and most flagrant case
of profiteering occurred when the contracts for these
bases were let. ‘Chips” Roberts, at that time secretary
of the Democratic National Committee but since
resigned, owns an engineering and contracting firm in
Atlanta. To this firm were awarded the contracts for
the design of the St. Petersburg and Corpus Christi
air bases and several other small jobs on a cost-plusfixed-fee basis. The fixed fee amounted to $940,000 or
nearly 12% of the cost. This is profiteering comparable
to that of the golden age of profits, 1914-1920. Granted,
it is nothing compared to the 1200% profit Anaconda

John Quatman
Jeanne McLaughlin

Muriel Oswald
Betty Jane Israel

ff
the creation of a new citizens army. One of these sites
selected was in the southern part of Iowa, where a
camp for 30,000 infantrymen was to be built. M-day
arrived and an $8,000,000 contract for the erection of

this camp was awarded to a group of Iowa contractors
who received a cash fee of $258,400. Including the
architects fee of $44,000, the total fee amonts to 4%

of the cost. With no risk of losing on the contract,
with the only expense being the firm’s overhead, this
too is profiteering. Here profiteering ends and waste

begins. After erecting barracks, laying pipe lines, and

spending $2,000,000, it was then discovered that there

was insufficient water available to supply 30,000 men,
so the camp had to be moved. Certainly, someone on
the War Planning Board wasn’t “on the ball” or could
it have been politics? Iowa was a crucial state in the
last election. But our story of waste, politics, nonsensical mistakes, and profiteering isn’t ended yet. The
new site of the camp is Rolla, Mo., a country of rolling
hills, thick gumbo mud, “poor whites,” and roads that
are dried gullies in the summer and raging torrents in
the winter. Into this “hell hole’ the government

decided to pour $15,000,,000 and pay a fat fee for the
privilege. On February 26th, the St. Louis Post-Dispatch reported that, Col. Somervell, chief of the army
construction division, had requested an additional
$12,713,000 to complete the camp. He attributed the

increased cost to “a very curious condition.” To their
amazement, the army discovered, after the camp was
half completed and the winter rains had started, that
there was “a layer of hardpan anywhere from one foot
to 18 inches under the top of the ground.” Col.

Copper reported for the war year of 1918, but the
American people have been promised that there will
be no “war millionaires” and Mr. “Chips” Roberts

Somervell continues: “That means that all the water
lies in this relatively thin layer of soil, and I have
never seen such mud in my life as there is there. Even
the tractors bogged down.” Naturally, as in the case of

occurred over a year ago and many instances of the

holes and determine the nature of the subsurface and

has the dubious honor of being the first. This has

insufficient water in Iowa, nobody thought to drill test

same nature have happened since.

the camp couldn’t be moved a second time, so the

Ever since the last war, our army has been preparing
for M-day—Mobilization Day. Periodically, during the
past ten years, magazines and newspapers have carried

off a few billions of money and a few hundred thousands of men in the last war to experience and it seems
as if we are to acquire more costly experience from

reports on the progress made by the Army Planning

Board in preparation for this day. We have been told
how the Army had selected sites, laid out the buildings, estimated the costs, and, in general, prepared for
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taxpayers pay another $12,713,000. We had to charge

this one. Would we be carrying this too far if we

added that the Army ordered sooo skis and 5000 pairs
of snowshoes to give winter training at this camp
when, during the past twenty years, only sufficient

snow has fallen once that could support snowshoes and
skis? The Army changed its mind, but only after the
equipment had been bought and the money wasted.
Do you know that a government large enough to
hire millions of employees and call dictators bad names
isn’t large enough to purchase its own land? When the
government desired 16,000 acres of land in St. Charles

County, Mo., for a TNT plant, it was too busy to buy
the land so the Government hired a certain Mr. R.
Newton McDowell to buy it for them. Incidentally,
Mr. McDowell, certainly a patriotic American, isn’t a
“dollar a year man,” but receives 5% of the price paid
for the land. The government estimated this price to
be $1,000,,000, but Mr. McDowell has found it im-

possible to purchase the land for less than $3,000,000.
A commission of $150,000 is certainly better than one
of only $50,000 and, amazing thing, he has gotten away
with this high-handed profiteering. For a piece of

property assessed at $1570, Mr. McDowell has agreed
to pay $41,441 of the taxpayers money.

By virtue of having shot down 28 German planes in
combat, “Eddie” became America’s ace of aces in the

air. His subsequent death would be a great blow to
America as she rearms in the air.
Blazing a path of flaming death across the skies of

Europe, Major Helmuth Wick, 26-year-old commander
of the famous red-nosed von Richtofen squadron, shot
down 56 planes before crashing into the English
Channel last December ist. Squadron-Commander
William McKnight of the R.A.F. was reported missing

on February 7th, the day after chalking up his 23rd
victory. Yes, even the greatest must fall.

ei—te
Orchids, “Oscars”,
and Phooies

vy Mb,

This is only the beginning. Before the war is over,
the above profiteers and wasters will be “pikers” compared to what is to come. Common people will invest
their savings in government bonds and receive at the

most 3 per cent for their investments; soldiers and
patriots will invest their lives in Liberty and receive
a cross anda slap in the face from a shovel for their
investment, but some, not so common and not so
patriotic, will invest nothing and receive millions in
return. Ah, sucha life.

I

The Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences
has made its annual awards of gold statuettes, called
“Oscars,” to the actors and actresses, directors and

technicians, whom they considered to have turned in
the best performances or aided in producing the best
pictures of the year. We disagree with all their important selections but one. While we are disagreeing

with the Academy and changing around the abodes
of a few “Oscars,” we might as well confer a few

Even The Greatest
Must Fall
On February 24th, Berlin announced that Admiral
Lothan von Arnauld de La Periere had died as the
result of an accident in Occupied France. To the

world at large this meant very little, but those who
know the story of submarines knew that the greatest

and most humane of the first World War U-boat
commanders had joined his comrads in Valhalla, the

mythical abode of fallen warriors. Of French descent,
Admiral von Arnauld had nevertheless been Germany’s
greatest sea raider. By sinking 500,000 tons of shipping,
he became the ace of aces among U-boat commanders.
In 24 days during the summer of 1916 he sank 54

phooies where phooies are due. That “Rebecca” was
the best picture of the year, we agree, but we do not
agree that Ginger Rogers and James Stewart handed
in the best performances of the year. Our “Oscars” go
to Betty Davis for her brilliant performance in “The
Letter,” which performance has only been exceeded by
Miss Davis, herself, in “Dark Victory” and “Jezebel,”

and to Spencer Tracy for his equally brilliant performance in “Northwest Passage.” The Academy designated

“The Philadelphia Story” as the best screen play, but
our “Oscar’ ’goes to “Our Town,” a simple story but
far better than the sophisticated “Philadelphia Story.”
At this time we would like to steal a phrase from Walter Winchell and award extra special orchids to the producers of “Dr. Ehrlich’s Magic Bullet” for handling a

ships totaling 100,000 tons. Such was the man whom

touchy subject with dignity and for makingascientific

the British, upon hearing of his death from an accident, “wished might have been removed from circulation in a less dramatic way.”

subject understandable to all. Phooies go to such pic-

tures as “My Little Chickadee,” “Lillian Russell.” All
in all, last year, which saw the production of such fine

Shortly after von Arnauld’s death, fate struck down
another “ace.” Captain “Eddie” Rickenbacker was

dramas as “My Son, My Son,” “Waterloo Bridge,”
“All This and Heaven Too,” and “Pride and Preju-

critically injured while flying in one of his own planes.

dice,” is a year that Hollywood can be well proud of.
Page thirteen

CWULEN
<a

WOMEN’S EDITOR ... Martha Rose Manny

TIS THE MONTH OF SAINT
PATRICK

bringing them to the fold of the one great Shepherd.
We wonder what manner of man he was . . . Were his
eyes clear and piercing? Was his stature commanding?
Was he large-boned, sunburned? Did men say of him
... We sit at his feet, eager, listening intently that

we may not miss a word. For he speaks softly, then
louder, softly again, in a language poetic and appealing.” Was he a philosopher? (Aren’t we all, who think
and wonder?) Did he enjoy, almost too heartily, the
pun? Did he draw men to Christ by simple words?
This much we know he did, for the influence of his
holiness, humility, and confidence in God was very
Ye may throw yer Irish confetti, and call us a race

who loves the drink, but we know yer envious.
’Tis the month of Saint Patrick—this March—and
for those of us who have a soft spot in our hearts for
Ireland, the glory that is hers is ever worth repeating.

Why is there to be found in every Irish descendent
the love for the mother country, even though she be
three generations or more removed? Why the longing
to see someday for oneself green fields, blue sky—perhaps like any fields and all sky—and yet, Ireland’s own?

Why love of laughter, easy tears? These are all men’s.
Yet we Irish call them our birthrights. Can any man

condone if we wish to be sentimental? We have a
heritage—center of light and culture during Medieval

ages, promoter of Christ’s kingdom on earth.
It was a happy day when good Saint Patrick, just
become a priest, turned his thought toward Ireland,

which he had grown to love during an enforced stay
there. He labored many years among his beloved people
Page fourteen

great over the hearts of the Irish people. He lived to
see churches and schools spring up all over Ireland.
His offering to God at death was “The Isle of Saints
and Scholars.”
Proud, too, are we of ancestors who had courage to

leave home ties, and had vision to see a future of opportunity and peace in a new world.
Blow yer bugles, and play the band. We’ve had our
say. Methinks it’s proud we Irish are, and happy.
—JEAN WHELAN.

CATHOLIC ACTION, AND THE
UNIVERSITIES

sities with Catholic Action literature and publish a
bulletin. Dayton, however, is only one of many universities engaged in the work.

From the colleges and universities emerge the future
leaders of our country. We can then say that indirectly
these institutions are responsible for the future of our
country. The person who stated, “Who wins the youth,
wins the future of America,” spoke pathetically. The
totalitarian states realize this because of the emphasis
they place on training the young. Communists in this
country find the universities fertile soil in which to
sow their propaganda. The National Youth Congress,
backed by some very influential people, serves as an

example.
This to Catholic schools offers a challenge which is
answered in the form of Catholic Action.
For those who know nothing about Catholic Action,

it is an organized movement of the laity under the
supervision of the hierarchy. It is unique in that the
responsibility rests with the people—with you and me.
It is an apostolate. Its purpose is to inject a Christian
atmosphere in one’s home and immediate surroundings, In this way it is hoped that the pagan character

of our country will gradually be dispelled. The ultimate
aim is to bring the world back to Christ.
Catholic Action is comparatively recent in the
United States, although it is fairly well established in
many foreign countries. During the past year there has
been quite an increase in the growth of Catholic
Action, not only among college students but among
workers, farmers, professional men, and high school

pupils. It is characteristic that each class is organized
separately, for Catholic Action is an apostolate of like
by like; thus doctors are organized to practice Catholic
Action in the medical field.
_ Catholic Action in the universities takes the form of
training men and women to be professional and civic
leaders. It inculcates in individuals a sense of personal
responsibility toward the university and the community. It makes them aware of their intellectual respon-.
sibility to the community.

Here at the University of Dayton, for the first time
a course is being given in Catholic Action. Several
study clubs have also been organized. The clubs make
use of the “inquiry method” in their work. They
observe conditions on the campus, locate a problem
(uncharitableness, cheating, etc.), and they try to find
and apply a solution. They also service other univer-

—Mary Ferris.

CURIOSITY
A woman’s curiosity leads her to many strange
places, and this time was no exception. It was early
in September before the fall session had begun when
a small group of coeds visited “No Woman’s Land.”
It wasn’t a remote village in northern Africa, nor was
it an exclusive club where the fair sex are prohibited.

It was, you see, the tall impressive building east of
the campus, familiarly known as Alumni Hall. These
girls had heard many times of the antics of the inhabitants of this domicile and were determined to see
what it was really like. Armed with the necessary
permission, the dauntless female crusaders knocked on

the door of the Hall. Admitted by genial Brother Ed
who acted as guide for the party, the girls inspected
the rooms and living quarters, and then paida visit
to the chapel which was one of the most beautiful
they had seen. The recreation rooms with the colorful
pennants and modernistic furniture was pronounced
quite comfortable. This concluded the tour, and so
the girls left the building with their curiosity satisfied—
at least for the time being.
—ETHEL CocuRaNn.
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FEMME-FADS: To fill those spare moments many
gitls are doing work for the Red Cross by knitting
sweaters, sox, and gloves for some deserving soldier,

to warm his feet, hands, and heart. The ever popular
crew hat now serves as the coed’s way of making
known her sorority by wearing the respective Greek
letters on the crown. For rainy days, the girls now
wear military styled rainboots and authentic sou’westers. Jewelry goes from one extreme to another. Every-

where girls are making and wearing painted, raw macaroni necklaces and it has been rumored that a coed
from a western university wears the gold plated fangs

of her puppy and her own no-longer-useful wisdom
teeth on a chain for a bracelet. At Scripps, painted
flowers have found their way on saddle shoes and
everywhere girls are wearing hearts on their sleeves.
—Berry Bocarrt,
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(Continued from page four)

munion either at the railing or in the pews, I was
just careful not to touch the lips or tongue, and the
patients used neither cloth nor plate. I visited the sick.
After the close of the Mission, they assembled in
Damien Hall and entertained me and Father Peter
and the Brothers (we had to be sure to be seated on
“clean” chairs) with their Hawaiian music and songs,
and the postmaster’s wife (she is “clean” and he is a
patient) presented me with a purse, the offering of the
patients, with the remark that it was “clean” money.

That touched me deeply; and the little rosary case
which contained their gift, will be treasured by me
always. I spoke a few words and ended with “Aloha”,

to which they responded, “Aloha”, which was their
thanks, good wishes, “come again” and “au revoir”.
Father Peter served refreshments but we “clean” guests
could not break bread with them. The party broke up.
The patients returned to their homes in their own
cars or in those of neighbors; the Brothers in that of
the “clean” baker; the leprous boys from Baldwin
Home climbed into a huge truck, leaving the reserved
seat next to the driver for Father Damien’s old altarboy. I returned with Father Peter to his cottage.

Once a month after his breakfast, he climbs the trail

and visits Father John Mary. I accompanied him the
morning after the close of the Mission. We first went
to the Church at Kaunakakai where he and Father
John took their turns as confessor and penitent. Once a
month, Father John descends the trail to return the
visit. At ten o'clock at night they take leave of one
another. My heart went out to Father Peter that night
when we said “Aloha” to one another, and I saw him

with his flashlight descend alone the sixteen hundred
feet to his charges at Kalaupapa.
There are at least four priests in the Hawaiian
Vicariate that have filed petitions to be Father Peter’s
successor. Sister Mary Joseph, the superioress at Bishop
Home and who is also in charge of the hospital, is in
her second year at the Mission. She is a native of
Cleveland, but made her Novitiate in Honolulu just

in order to hasten an assignment with the lepers. Her
only complaint is that she had to wait fourteen years
before realizing her wish. Brother Louis has spent
twenty-eight consecutive years at Baldwin Home. He
is now retired, but considers it a great privilege to be
permitted to spend his last years with the lepers. He
asked to be buried in the now abandoned cemetery
where once Father Damien lay. Brothers Matern and

Father Peter d’Orgeval is now approaching seventy

years. He has spent the last fourteen at this Mission.
He entered the Sacred Hearts Order when he was fifty
and that with the request that he would be assigned to
the service of the lepers. He is French and served in
the last World War. He is a very highly cultured man.
He is not only an orator but also an actor. He provided
part of the program of the entertainment in Damien
Hall by dramatizing the episode in Father Chaminade’s
life when during the Reign of Terror he avoided
arrest by hiding under a cask. He contributed further
to the program by performinga classical selection on
the piano. His choir is an accomplished one. I was
enchanted by the hymns they sang at the Benedictions
and by the polyphonic Mass on Sunday. His success
with his choir is all the more remarkable since the
members must necessarily be changing not only because of the toll of death in their ranks but also because
the disease very soon injuries their voices. He gets the
most out of these during the three or four years of

Brendan, who are not yet veterans, are of the same
dispositions. The little Chinese Brother Tarsicius, a
native of Honolulu, is housekeeper for the Brothers.
On Sundays and Feast days the Sisters smuggle roast
chicken or duck, pastries and other sweets to him for
Father Peter’s and the Brothers’ lunch and dinner.
They all testify that so much peace comes with their
service to these afflicted children of the good God.
The last day, over a rocky road, I went to the other
end of the peninsula to what was once the village of
Kalowao, the original leper settlement, where Father
Damien and Brother Joseph Dutton labored and died.
The baker was our chauffeur. All that remained are
the Church of St. Philomena, built by Father Damien,

his former grave, and the little cemetery where Brother
Dutton, other missionaries and patients are buried,
Mass is still said in the Church on the Feast of St.
Philomena and on the anniversary of the death of
Father Damien. It is remarkable that Father Damien,

their usefulness. One does not ask him any more where

who is dead for more than fifty years, was the only

he sleeps. Every one knows, however, that his bed is

attendant of the patients that has ever contracted the

never touched, nor has he a couch, nor even an easy

disease. Some like to believe that by his own affliction
he merited the favor of immunity for all that follow
him in rendering this noble service. Mother Marianna,

chair. He has been seen resting at night at the foot of
the Altar. He keeps long vigils either in the Church or
at the bedside of a dying patient. Before five o’clock in

the pioneer Franciscan Sister to heed Father Damien’s

the morning he is at his prie-dieu in the church. He is
always active and cheerful. He lives alone in his cot-

urgent appeal for assistance and who resigned her

tage near the Church; takes breakfast at the Sisters’ and

promised her Sisters immunity from the disease pro-

his evening meal with the Brothers. He loves books.

vided they would observe the rules of precaution.
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office as Provincial to devote herself to this mission,

Frequently during the Mission I called their village

happy when at Christmas, through the kindness of a

the “Gate to Heaven”, and I feel that that is what it

friend, I was able to send a set of Mass vestments to

is. There are such glorious sunsets at Kalaupapa. Every
evening I noted a rather large number of patients drive
to the pier and there just sit in their automobiles and

the Catholic Mission there. I was so elated in spirit
that morning after the close of the Mission, I made
nothing of climbing the sixteen hundred foot trail with

gaze at the setting sun. What are their thoughts?

Father Peter. We made it in an hour and a half. Father

Judging from their constant smiles, I believe they

Peter, approaching seventy years, led. I am sure that,

long for Heaven, their true home, where the “Sun of

when he is alone, it is a non-stop ascent and in much
less time than I needed. When trying to follow closely

Justice” never sets. There may be no earthly hope at
Kalaupapa, but there must be heavenly consolations
and desires.
There was the least vacationing at Kalaupapa. The
Mission to the patients and the two retreats to the

Sisters and Brothers had beena strain. And yet, if I
had stayed longer, I surely would have become homesick after leaving. As it is, my thoughts return constantly to Kalaupapa. I want something of myself to

in his footsteps, I found myself repeating the words of
the Inspired Writer, “In odorem unguentorum tuorum currimus”; only for me it was a prayerful wish,
that I could follow him, just a little in his path of
cheerful sacrifice to sanctity. After spending two days
with Father John Mary, visiting his five missions, my
elation continued and I found some expression for it

by soaring aloft in an airplane—my first experience and
a most delightful one—flying back to Honolulu.

be there, at least for a while, and therefore I was so

MYSTERY
Footprints in the snow:
Who was watching our fire glow
Through the frosty window,
Where white ice flowers blow?
Was some freezing thing,
Waiting, yearning for warming spring,

Standing there and listening
To our fire sing?

Footprints in the snow:
You who died but a year ago,
Were you at the window
Where white ice flowers blow?
—FRaANcis GriISEz.
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(continued from page eleven)

formidable opponents arose, particularly in the person
of such giants as Descartes, Spinoza, Hume and Kant.

But in the late nineteenth century, and continuing
with increasing momentum until the present day, a
movement was begun for the revival of Aristotelian
and Thomistic philosophy. Once more professors and

students are digging into the ponderous tomes of
Aristotle and glibly giving detailed reference even to

the Summa Theologica. Once again the philosophia
perennis has come to the fore.

A brief account, such as this, of what philosophy’s
influence has been in the past may seem to be without
point. Not so. Recall our starting point, that philosophy is a search for the ultimate. In all these centuries
it has never wavered from that purpose. Philosophy has
ever sought to answer the why, the whence, the whereunto of life. Philosophy can mean only one thing—a
way of life, a striving for the Final Cause. In its own
way, and bound by its own limitations, philosophy can
help to direct us to our ultimate end, which is God.
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LITTLE THINGS
Last week while I was sweeping snow
I heard a cardinal sing.

I paused—my hand upon the broom—
And saw his scarlet wing.

There, amid the darkness of a winter’s day,
Perched on the limb of our old maple tree,
He sat—his little head held high—
And sang of spring so jauntily.
The brightness lingered with me;
Made me think

Of other little things that I had seen—

The starlit stillness of a winter’s night—
And then again

The moonlight’s silvery sheen
Upon the nppling water.

The sunrise through the storm clouds
Of summer’s dawn,

After shower—the dewdrops
In sparkling beauty on the lawn—
The silent majesty of mountains
Outlined in a blue haze

Of quiet beauty.
All of these came back to me
From out the maze

Of tangled thoughts.

So many times when I’m alone
I like to think I see

These little things
And live again

The thrill of beauty that they brought to me.
—Ortetra LANGE.
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THE LIFE OF A GOLF BALL

peacefully inside a pocket on the side of his bag.

they may raise bumps on me, butI still come back for
more. I clearly remember my first eighteen holes of

I may be beaten, battered and cut, but I am still very
much alive and at present, resting comfortably. You
just can’t keep a good golf-ball down.
—MeEtvin PLUNKETT.

golf because it was a great experience. From the first
tee to the eighteenth green my life was nothing but
one of danger and hardship.
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CONTRAST

No matter how hard they knock me around,Istill
have a small amount of life left. They may cut me or

A large, burly man set me on a small stool which
was called a tee. I liked this very much because it
proved to be a perfect resting place since my body fit
into its curved top exactly. When he took along stick
from a large bag and swung it in back of me, I became
frightened. Suddenly a sharp pain surged through my
body and I found that I was sailing through the air.
When I came to earth again, I bounced five or six times

Over there—they spend the days at their various
occupations, as office clerks, stenographers, grocers,

and each bounce aggravated my pain. WhenI finally

bakers, etc. When dusk begins to fall, however, many
of them don uniforms and report to their different
posts for duty during air raids. Some spend the long
terror-filled nights protecting women and children,
seeing that they are taken to shelters or places of
safety; others are firemen who must quench the leaping, hungry flames of the many fires started by the

came to a stop, I was completely exhausted.

incendiary bombs of the enemy.

However, I didn’t rest long because that burly man

Those who are not required to fill one of these

had followed my flight and was soon at my side. He

jobs, spend the nights huddled with hundreds of other

pulled out a shorter club from the bag this time and

unfortunates, driven from their homes, in air raid

started to tease me by bringing it down toward me

sharply and then stopping it. He repeated this several
times before hitting me again.
This time it hurt worse than the first time because
the bottom of the club almost pounded me into the
ground, leaving a deep cut in my skin. It is a good
thing I don’t bleed for I certainly would have bled to
death. The next time he hit me it didn’t hurt so much
and I stopped on a soft green carpet.
When he swung at me two more times, he hit me so
lightly that the blows felt like love-taps. I fell into a
hole and he lifted me out and carried me a short distance. Then he began to pound me again.

From then on I bounced against trees and rocks, fell
into creeks, buried myself in sand, and rolled among
high weeds. All this and the pounding I received from

the man produced bumps and gashes in my skin.

shelters far below the surface of the earth. They never
know when one of those hurtling, destructive missiles
will come crashing into their only place of security.
All night long can be heard the zooming hum of the
enemy planes picked up by the huge sound detectors,
together with the eerie, doleful sound of the air raid

siren wailing through the desolate, blackened streets.
With the dawn comes the welcome “All Clear”
signal, and after a few hours sleep, the people begin
coming out of the shelters to find deep craters, buildings and homes destroyed, and sometimes a friend, or
even one of their own family has fallen victim to the
taid of horror.

Here—we go happily to our daily jobs on crowded
buses and elevators, through wide, clean streets filled
with automobiles and human beings, all free from fear
and anxiety. When quitting time comes we return to

ence, I now travel in high style. I have covered many

our home and families, spending the evenings as it
pleases us, quietly, at the movies, seeing a play, hearing
a concert, dancing, or following some other mode of

more rounds of golf since my first trip by resting

diversion.

Since I received such a battering from this experi-
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We go to bed secure in the knowledge that we are
safe from those messengers of doom, who swoop down
like huge swarms of bees, dropping death and destruction on defenseless women and children. The sound
of an airplane motor in the night means nothing but
the mail plane flying overhead towards its destination.
A siren only signifies to us that we are being protected
by our police and firemen.
We are secure, too, because we know our government is building a greater defense, more planes,
destroyers, a two-ocean navy, and training our men to
defend themselves, their families and homes. In short,

ears, why can’t we start to learn in class. It won’t
attract any attention if you look in the general direction of the professor or if you can’t wiggle them, say
after fifty tries. If you’re the daydreaming type but
feel that the professor knows it, try. blinking your eyes
in quick succession. It gives that interested, learned
look certain to fool unless the professor thinks you
need eye-glasses.
If with all this diversion the course or the professor

still bores you silly, I suggest you let go as if it were a
live wire while you’re still alive.
—Mitprep WHARMBY.

making our now great country even more powerful, so
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strong that the mad rulers of those aggressor countries
will not dare attack us. Or if they do, our people will
be thoroughly prepared and trained to take up arms
against them and defeat them.

LITTLE ROME

All we can do for the present is to hope and pray
for the safety of those across the ocean and give thanks
in the knowledge of our own strength and security.
—Dorotuy Murpuy.

ad

LETTING GO
To let go of some excess energy or to keep from
falling completely asleep how often we all doodle even
in forms other than those Dan Prugh wrote about in a

late issue. He overlooked some that I think are wholly
vital to the doodling fraternity.

When dear old professor tells one of his “funny”
stories at which even a perpetual giggler cannot giggle
wholeheartedly, we are often reminded of a joke in a
similar vein which we consider a little more on the
droll side and so we can chuckle with gusto. In this
may we give the verisimilitude of thinking professor’s
joke oh so funny. This is sometimes also known as
“apple polishing.”
Another diversion that helps is counting the ticks of

On my vacation this summer to the nation’s capital,
I was very much impressed by my visit to Brookland,
D. C. “Little Rome” is the nickname given to thenortheast section of the city surrounding the Catholic
University of America. And a miniature Rome it is.
True, it has no Pope, but it has its bishop, the rector

of the university, and on its streets you will see the
garb of nearly every religious order in the Catholic
Church.
The miniature city which has grown up there in the
last fifty years is comprised almost entirely of the 200
buildings of the university and its affiliated colleges,

with the shops and homes which the fast-expanding
center of Catholic cultural life has attarcted.
Of central interest in Little Rome, is the university

campus. Branching out from the administrative building, MacMahon Hall, are the buildings of the different faculties, arts, science, philosophy, theology, engi-

neering, music, the gleaming white Mullin Library, the
dormitories, gymnasium, and stadium. And at the

entrance to the campus is the crypt of the great Shrine
of the Immaculate Conception which one day will
tower over Brookland and even now is the mecca of
thousands.

the alarm clock (well, all right! watch) that ye old

Little Rome even has its catacombs. On the highest

professor has on his desk. This continuous clamor has

point on Brookland, stands the Franciscan Monastery

served to keep those in need of a good hour’s sleep,
awake during the whole period. It “ain’t” fair! If pro-

—the Commissariat of the Holy Land. Here thousands

fessor does not use a watch, the clock on the wall can

and the Roman catacombs which have been repro-

be used if we count the number of times the pendulum

duced in miniature. Here, too, one can make the Way

swings back and forth.

of the Cross at outdoor shrines in the monastary gardens or walk through Rosary Lane to recite the fifteen

In the category with the ancient thumbtwiddling is

leg swinging. We have surely seen this done either in
thythm with the tick of the clock, the monotony of

of visitors come to visit the Holy Shrines, Poriuncula,

decades of the beads.

What strikes the visitor most about Little Rome is

professor’s voice, or the military band outside the

that it is so thoroughly and un-self-consciously Catholic.

building. However, if we start leg swinging too enthusiastically, hunger conquers and we wish longingly

Where else in America will you find cassocked figures
in stores? Philosophy discussed on street corners as

for a,—well, something to take the growling away. If we

students get in a final argument on their way home

have been envious of people who can wiggle their

from class?

Page twenty

How does the nation’s capital feel about this Little
Rome up in its northeast corner? Visitors stare in
wonder at its monks and friars in their strange looking
garbs, but a native Washington looks upon the proximity of the university as a national asset. Here is one

place where the representatives of the many nations of
the Latin world can feel at home.

Now that war has closed the North American College in Rome and brought hundreds of American
religious home from the Eternal City, the university
will be called upon to train more of the future theologians, chancellors, and bishops of the Church in
America.
—Loretta Oster.

who have won in competitive examinations. Social
service, save for the administrative section, is becoming

a female institution. Grade and secondary schools are
dominated by women. College and universities are
taking women into their faculties. Library work is
managed almost entirely by women. They are in
aviation and engineering. Of lawyers and physicians
there are hundreds. Since the invention of the typewriter and telephone, they have invaded offices to an
astounding extent.

Women must prepare themselves for the new life.
For marriage, a woman cannot be too well instructed.

For active citizenship, she should be trained and well
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OPPORTUNITIES FOR WOMEN

read in economics and politics. For business, she will
find education a distinct asset. Actresses require education with the higher demand of the stage and the

America has dire need of an army of trained minds,

films. Writers and journalists cannot be too broadly
educated. Women must look to new callings, and
they must educate themselves for existent jobs.

of educated women, in this era of confused thinking.
It has been said that no civilization will rise higher

—Mary Lanpers.

than its womankind, and nowhere can this be more

a
GOOD NIGHT

true than in our country where women are influential
in all the affairs of man.
Colonial women bore their share of the burden of
colonization. Few of their names are chronicled in
conventional histories other than Anne Hutchinson as a
revivalist, Margaret Brent of Maryland, as a woman of
large affairs, Betsy Ross, of flag memories, and Abigail

Adams. Aside from aiding their men in pushing the
Indians into the interior country, the colonial women
led restricted and laborious lives.

I enjoy reading in bed. A number of books heaped

at the bedside or on the floor is my night library. The
titles cover a variety of subjects mostly by authors of
humor. P. G. Wodehouse predominates with Stephen
Leacock as a close runner-up. These authors of levity
are balanced by a small volume on philosophy. I
probably shall never read it but the title sounds meaty.
It lends a balancing tone to the frivolous companions.

Education for girls, especially in the best families,
advanced little beyond the three “R’s,” fancy work, and
the committing to memory of some Biblical verses.

It soothes my conscience to see it there because someday I may really become serious and study it, but until

The year 1819, however, saw the rise of the so-called

system.

that time comes I will continue to enjoy my present

female seminaries, and academies throughout the land.

And that is to get into bed in the dark and lie

Later, girls were admitted to high schools in a number
of cities.

quietly for a few minutes to enjoy the shocking cool-

Education for women advanced rapidly in the era
from the Civil War to the great World War. West-

ern universities became coeducational; and girls’ colleges were established in the East as separate institutions on the order of Vassar, Smith, and Wellesley.
Most graduate schools commencing with John Hopkins
in 1893 finally admitted women for master’s and doc-

ness of the sheets. Next, to twist and wiggle a little
to get my muscles settled into the right hollow of the

mattress. When perfectly comfortable I snap on the
bed light with one hand and reach out blindly for a
book with the other. If it is Wodehouse or Leacock,

good, if not I seldom read it. This is the dessert ending
of a day usually filled with a heavy and sometimes
indigestible menu of reality.

Women are to be found everywhere. They are hold-

I enjoy laughing aloud at the silly antics of people
in books. No one is in the room to become alarmed
about my lack of mental stability and so I can be

ing many public offices, although as yet not a propor-

unrestrained in my appreciation of their amusing

tor’s degrees.

tionate share, but one which is bound to increase

rapidly. A woman presides over the Department of

reactions. After a while I can even grin a little at my

remembered stuffed-shirt attitudes that I sometimes

Labor, a dozen women have served in Congress; at

assumed in carrying out my professional duties. Being

least two have guided states; no small number have
served in state legislatures, in local offices, or on
library and school boards. The federal, the state, and
the municipal civil services are crowded with women

able to laugh makes me able to relax and so after one
or two short-stories I am ready to snap out of the light.
I usually become drowsy with a chuckle and fall
asleep in a delightful humor. —Lmu1an WaAsSsENICH.
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Book Reviews
FEMININE FIFTIES
By Frep Lewis PATTEE

Appleton Century Company
The author, an outstanding critic and teacher of
American literature, has supplied us in “Feminine

Fifties’ with a thorough study of one of the most
fertile decades in early American literature.
It was the decade between the Mexican and Civil

Wars. Feeling ruled rather than thinking. By the
Oregon treaty, the war with Mexico, and the annexation of Texas, vast territories had been added to the
Union. This expansion of territory in the West re-

sulted in an economic clash between the agricultural
interests in one section and the manufacturing inter-

ests of the other.
Then there was the “gold rush” to California. This
state had been admitted to the Union in 1850, and
after gold discovery, the imagination of the East was

feverish with the marvels of the land; the giant forests
of redwood trees, the Yosemite Valley, the old Missions, all savoring of Conquistador romance.
The decade of the fifties was one of emotionalism,

both religious and political, susceptible to mass suggestion. The religious expressed itself in a flood of poems,
novels, and movements for betterment; the political

dealt with slavery, temperance, and woman’s rights.
Mr. Pattee shows how the American writers of the
fifties modeled their works upon those of the English
authors who were most popular in America, and how

the writer who wished to have his work published had
to cater to the feminine reading public. “Feminine
control at that time,” writes Carl Russel Fish, “meant

a more than victorian censorship of art, literature, and
the stage. It created an atmosphere that welcomed
poetry and tragedy, but did not encourage humor.”
Hence we understand why the novels of Dickens, who
could make “his reader feel the sufferings of the poor,”

were so widely read in America. “Hostlers and weavers
and servant girls who never before had thought of
books as things to be read, laughed over Sam Weller
and the fat boy and cried when Paul Dombey and
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Little Nell died. In the same way “Uncle Tom’s
Cabin” enlarged greatly the American reading public.”
The literary contributions of such well-known
writers as Louise May Alcott, The Cary Sisters, Rose

Terry Cooke, Walt Whitman, and Henry Wadsworth
Longfellow ably discussed against a background of
historical events so momentous is not only interesting,
but will furnish the student with a new literary outlook.
As a background and intensive study of a definite
period in American literature “Feminine Fifties” is
unsurpassed.
StsTER Mary Benspicra, C.PP:S.
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THE TREMEYNES AND THE
MASTERFUL MONK
By Owen Francis DuDLEY
Longman, Green

A work of fiction, in order to attain to the heights
of greatness, must depict great characters. Characters

become great only when they are true to life—when
they are real, and when the laws of everyday life are

shown forth in their persons.
Father Dudley’s book, “The Tremeynes and the
Masterful Monk,” will never rank as a truly great

novel for its characters are a bit too artificial. Father
Thornton, the Masterful Monk, is just a little too

ideal. “Monks don’t act like that!” His creator has
shoved him several notches above the “ordinary.”
In none of his works does Father Dudley aim at the
sublime; his purpose is mainly didatic. He wishes to

impress the reader with the truths of life; he wishes
to hammer home precious lessons; his object is to
make the readera little better, morally. To accomplish
this, he exaggerates his characters. He picks out certain phrases of evil, observes the different aspects of
this evil working in various persons, and then fuses
his observations into one of his characters. Hence he

has real deep-dyed villians of the worst type, and true,
stout-hearted heroes of the highest type.

In this, his latest work and perhaps his best work,

the plot revolves around those two powerful forces in
the world today—Love and Hate. Love is personified
in the person of Allen, the artist, the younger Tre-

Great Surgeon and the raising of money for new expansions also presented problems which were met by
Mother Valencia in her customary manner, “I fix.”

meyne; Hate is personified in the person of Gorden
Tremeyne, “the swine and mass of all that is foul!”

Having set forth the struggles which helped to found
the hospital and make it a success, we hear the rewards

Very cleverly does Father Dudley follow up this character, having him commit one hateful deed after another until the reader is just “itching” to twine his
fingers about the elder Tremeyne’s neck.

accruing to those who labored in its founding. The

The entire book constitutes a gripping story, both
from a psychological point of view which offers an interesting character study, and from the point of view
of entertainment. The fast moving action is excellent,
the humor is rollicking, the many tense situations are
bristling. The average reader will find this book a
typical “rainy day” novel.

—FRrancis Russet.
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SO FALLS THE ELM TREE

culmination of Mother Valencia’s dream is realized in

that great calm which comes to all those who have
realized their purpose in life.
Father Bonn has written a very interesting book
suitable to all classes and ages. In the simple everyday
matters that confronted Mother Valencia we will see
many of our little problems.
To the objections that the book at times is too
effeminate it would be well to say that in a character
like Mother Valencia one would expect to find those
qualities present without which she could not have
been what she was—Mother Valencia.

By Louis Bonn
Macmillan

This book will revolutionize the writings of future
authors in presenting the life stories of those heroic
women who are behind a large number of our charitable institutions. The book deals with the natural
virtues of Mother Valencia, her capability in founding
and directing St. Francis Hospital in Connecticut, and

the supernatural outlook to which she attributes her
ultimate success.
The story tells of a woman of the mountain regions
of France who became a nun. At the request of her

Mother General she undertook to found a hospital in
Connecticut. Her early trials and tribulations are set
forth in the first part of the book. Because of the
cooperation of her community, and of the bishop she
was able to lay the main foundations of the future St.
Francis Hospital. But to add flavor and zest many
amusing incidents occasioned by Mother Valencia’s
poor knowledge of English are introduced.
Having laid the foundations, the hospital began to
grow. A new bishop in the diocese was convinced that
more money could not be expended for improvements.
Mother Valencia’s adamant “I fix” proved true and a

new wing was added to the hospital. Of particular
interest is the struggle which Mother has over “little

Francis.”

—BERNARD FOsTER.
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DARK PATRICK
By Szeumas MacManus
Macmillan

It was a brisk winter morning in the U. D. library
when I propped Seumas MacManus’s book, “Dark
Patrick,” on a varnished table and leaned back in my

chair for two hours of wandering in the mountains of
Donegal. In a congenial foreword, as informal as a
chat around an Irish hearth, Seumas introduced him-

self to me. His clever with and colloquial style came
like a pat on the back from an old friend. In “Dark
Patrick,” Mr. MacManus and I did become close

friends. I could sit with him for hours, neither of us

speaking, yet never feel lonely. I hope to meet him
soon again in “Bold Blades of Donegal.”
Dark Patrick is probably the same character that
Mark Twain would have created had he written about
an aged Huck Finn. In fact, I believe if Mr. MacManus knew the ancestry of his unique character he
would find him closely related to the immortal Huck,

so real does the fictitious Patrick become. No doubt if
the widow Douglas’s protege had been raised in the

mountains of Donegal instead of on the Mississippi he
too would have been a dark Patrick.

We tread of the gallant fight which the Sisters made
against the influenza epidemic which followed shortly

MacManus’s Galahading mountaineer is a quaint,
common-sensed genius born and raised on the haw-

after the close of the World War. Trouble with the

thorne-covered “locks” of Donegal. Though he never
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went to school, this odd mixture of modesty and gallantry, far outshines Ireland’s greatest scholars. With
something like Huck Finn’s ability to cure warts,
Patrick can with a bit of humor and common sense
decide cases in courts, in palaces or in his own shanty
where kings and queens, princes and lawyers, doctors

and scholars failed. With his homely wisdom he several times averted war between Munster and Munget

by solving long disputed cases over which hundreds of
judges had been put to death. Not even that mammoth

O’Connell or that elegant Burke would have been a
match to this rare genius.
“Dark Patrick,” written in a simple conversational
style, tinged with Irish brogue makes delightful read-

which once were revered in summer and winter as the
“circus lot.”

The early days of the rise of the “greatest show on
earth” is accurately and picturesquely told in Walter
D. Edmonds’ new book, “Chad Hanna,” which was

first printed asa serial in the “Saturday Evening Post”
under the title “Red Wheels Rolling.” Here is a story
of the difficulties and triumphs, the loves and hates
which occur under a circus canvas told by one who
has used the performers’ entrance, who traveled lurching through the unpaved muddy roads from town to
town, and who has sat up through the night nursing
a sick, unhappy lion.

ing. These stories about the humble Donegal genius

Mr. Edmonds has drawn characters whose likenesses

are to be read with moderation and temperance. The
author did not intend that they all be read at one

moved through a hundred muddy lots at the beginning
of the century. Nothing is missing. There is Chad

time. They are rather meagre snacks to be taken before

Hanna, the town ne’er-do-well, who runs away with the
circus as a roustabout, and works up into the job of
ringmaster, and Lady Lillian, the equestrienne, Ike

retiring—just one every night.

There is one thing that might be added to this
charming book, a subtitle something like this: Huck
Finn, sobered with age, lives in the mountains of

Wayfish, the clown, and all the types of stringy, tough
hangers-on, characteristic of the old-time circus.

Donegal.

The action is scattered over New York state among
the little towns and villages which received their news
in those ante bellum days by means of the canal boats
and their entertainment by the stage coach route. All
the excitement of uncertainty is present. A delightful
episode deals with the tragedy of a sick lion too ill to
look ferocious, that finally is inconsiderate enough to
die, leaving the stricken company facing a tough
crowd of mill hands who have come for the express
purpose of seeing a lion. Despair fosters inspiration and
the carcass of poor Oscar, the ancient lion, is exhibited
under the original title “The only dead lion in captivity in the United States.”

—ANTHONY MOELLERING.
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CHAD HANNA
By Watter D. EpMonps
Little Brown & Co.

Children of today are indescribably poorer in the
passing of a great American institution; poorer in

imagination, in adventure, in an experience in which
they once played so important a role in the success of
what they so materially if unwittingly aided—the
circus.
There is no movie today which can recapture the
thrill for the spectator of watching a circus train unload in the cool, early morning, of seeing the “big top”

The war cry of the circus, “Hey rube!” echoes
through the pages, and broken heads are a dime a
dozen as a bloody battle between the town hoodlums
and the circus performers draws to a blasphemous
close.
Countless minor themes are threaded skillfully

suddenly soar up into the air to settle surely down on
its center pole and strain against the taut peg ropes,

through the book. Mr. Edmonds has a fund of tales

of scuffing through the sawdust to a high, hard board

and adventures which he presents sympathetically and

seat and to dangle one’s legs into unconsciousness in

utterly plausibly. Not written in comedy style, the

delighted absorption at the sights and sounds and

humor strikes one unexpectedly after the action is well

smells of a three-ring circus.

begun. It is a worthy book to follow such successes as

In a hundred years, the circus has grown from a
struggling one-tent show featuring a clown, a rider or
two and a mangy lion, through a zenith of brilliance
and talent and skill, to a slow decline amid the en-

croaching theaters and the closing up of city gaps
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“Drums Along The Mohawk,” and “Rome Haul.” It
is sparkling and fresh and boisterous and American. In
this day of synthetic pleasure, “Chad Hanna” is as
near as we can get back to the nostalgic smell of

sawdust and tanbark and Shetland ponies.
—ARDENE STEPHENS.
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OF THE FAMILY

JOHN B.

RODERER
SHOE STORES
807 Brown Street
812 Xenia Ave.

JANICE ROBINSON
Student of Music,

Greatest Name In
Refrigeration

Wittenberg College

LONG DISTANCE 15 POPULAR
WITH WITTENBERG CO-ED
Word from distant friends and
relatives is sweet music to

Janice Robinson, musical stumea

e

dent at Wittenberg College,

Springfield, O. Like many other Wittenberg undergraduates, she finds the telephone a fast and pleasant way to make

In addition to the world-famous
Frigidaire Household Refrigerator
with the Meter-Miser, the Frigidaire Division of General Motors
also manufactures Electric Ranges,
Electric

Water

Heaters;

a

com-

plete line of office and industrial
water coolers; commercial refrigeration equipment for stores, hotels,
hospitals, taverns, markets, restau-

rants, florists, etc.; ice cream cabinets, milk coolers, beverage coolers,
frosted food merchandisers; portable air conditioners, and equipment for air conditioning any size
space from a single room to an
entire

building.

Every

Frigidaire

product is outstanding for economical performance and quality
construction.

See Your Nearest Frigidaire
Dealer

out-of-town visits. And it’s economical,

too. On Sundays and every night after
7 P. M., you can call anywhere in Ohio
for 65c or less from your campus. Charges

CHARLES R. BROWN, 0. D.

may be billed to your parents’ telephone

OPTOMETRIST

at no extra cost on your calls home.
Practice limited to the eye

THE
OHIO
BELL
TELEPHONE
CO.
TUNE IN “The Telephone Hour” over radio stations
WTAM, WLW and WSPD Mondays at 8 P. M

Telephone
AD-7562

1015 Brown St.
DAYTON, OHIO
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OUR OWN PATSY GARRETT

out in front with Chesterfields
and Fred Waring's Pennsylvanians

... for Chesterfields are made for smokers like
yourself, with the three important things you want in a
cigarette... MILDNESS, BETTER TASTE and COOLER SMOKING.

Chesterfield’s right combination of the world’s best cigarette tobaccos has so many things a smoker likes... that
Chesterfield is just naturally called the smoker's cigarette.
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