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Take it from the"Queen of the Air”

SN HOIBER T T SORNEILAD

TO BE
"A TOP-FLIGHT
AERIALIST

® You may not go in for trapeze acrobatics.
Even the thought of someone in danger may
upset you, but there’s a sound tip for any
smoker in the fact that among men and
women whose jobs demand steady nerves,
it's Camels for the mildness that counts.
Antoinette Concello (right) says: “Camel is
one cigarette I really enjoy because of their
finer flavor, also because they’re extra mild.”

R. J. Reynolds Totacco Company, Winston-Salem, North Carolina

V.
72

THERE SHE GOES!
— | GET JITTERY EVERY
\  TIME SHE TRIES

THIS TRIPLE

SHE COULD
'BLACK OUT'IN A
SPIN LIKE THAT

ME, TOO. AND
SHE'S ALWAYS SO
CALM—AND

L\ STEADY

| DONT KNOW
HOW SHE

IMPORTANT TO STEADY SMOKERS:
The smoke o s/w;/-éz///z/)y

contérnins LESS NMICOTINE

thén that of the 4 other largest-selling brands |
tested...less than any of them...according to

independent scientific tests of the smoke itself!

THROWING HERSELF

OUTHARD AND UPHARD \
FROM SWINGING BAR,

MISS CONCELLO MAKES

3 COMPLETE BACKWARD

TURNS AND CATCHES
OUTSTRETCHED HANDS OF
PARTIVER ON ANOTHER TRAPEZE

ONE!
! THREE!

IT WAS THRILLING,

MAN, THAT 1S

L PRECISION PLUS!

MISS CONCELLO

THANK YOU. WON'T
YOU HAVE A
cAmEL, ToO ?

YOU BET | witt!

¥ CAMELS ARE FIRST

WITH ARMY MEN !

CAMELS
HAVE THE
MILDNESS THAT
COUNTS WITH ME.
AND THEY HAVE
THE GRANDEST
FLAVOR!

“‘Queen of the Air'*
Ringling Bros. and
Barnum & Bailey circus
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Feet First

Go down to Tennessee with the writer and
take a hike over the famous Applachian
Trail, and enjoy vicariously the gorgeous
scenery of The Smokies. It is quite a treat.

&; \} I'TH nationwide rationing of gasoline in the

offing, plus the possible rationing of trans-
portation by public conveyances in Dayton, a good
many of us can expect to be doing more footwork
than we ever have attempted (dance floors excluded).
Pity the poor day students living, as I am, some six
miles from the campus; pity him especially if he has
eight o’clock classes several times a week!

Perhaps my past summer’s experience of hiking a
couple of hundred miles will stand me in good stead
before the year is out. In a number of summers, since
1934, I have been hiking the various trails in the
Great Smoky Mountains of Tennessee and North Caro-
lina. Not until this July, however, was I able to realize
a long-held ambition—to follow the crest of the
Smokies, end to end, over the famous Appalachian
Trail.

What the Matterhorn is to the alpine climber, the
Appalachian Trail is to the hikers in the Eastern
United States. So far as I know, no one has ever ac-
complished a complete tour of the A. T, as I shall call
it for the rest of this article. In fact most hikers are
proud if they have done a portion of it. The starting
point is on Mt. Katahdin, in Maine, and the finish line
is atop Mt. Oglethorpe, in Georgia. The trail crosses
the Smokies from east to west, a distance of seventy-
one miles, and it is in this range that it reaches its
greatest height, 6642 feet on the tip of Clingman’s
Dome. Much of the A. T. in the Smokies cuts through
the wildest, least accessible parts. For that reason, it
has come to be known as a wilderness trip.

® By KaTHLEEN WHETRO

An extended hike of seventy-one miles means a lot
of footwork, even to the experienced hiker. It means
carrying supplies for six or seven days’ needs and sleep-
ing out at the shelters, of which there are eight, for a
longer period than I should care to be bathless. Con-
sequently, I doubt that I ever should have undertaken
the trip, were it not possible to break it down into
separate hikes. It happens that a point near the center
of the A. T, called New Found Gap, can be reached
by automobile. Thus the hiker can split the trip into
two sections, going to Davenport Gap, at the eastern
boundary, which is thirty-one miles distant; or heading
toward Deal’s Gap, at the western end, which is forty
miles.

My group decided to take the eastern section first.
Besides myself there ‘were three others: the wife of the
park’s chief naturalist; a woman tourist from Wiscon-
sin, who is the finest hiker, man or woman, I have ever
seen; and a 16-year-old boy from Knoxville. We set
foot on the trail at New Found Gap at 6:20 a. m. of
the appointed day. In exactly two hours we were at
Charlie’s Bunion, a spectacular point four miles dis-
tant. As all of us had been that far on other occasions,
we stopped for only a moment. From there the terri-
tory was new and we slackened our pace, the better to
enjoy it. For a couple miles the trail passes across that
rugged section of the Smokies which most nearly
resembles the barren peaks of the West. The sharp,
knifelike ridges are appropriately called the Sawteeth.

Our next objective was Laurel Top. From its sum-
mit we branched to a side trail that leads out to
Lovers’ View. We were well paid for doing so, as we had
one of the best panoramic views to be found in the
Smokies. Back on the main trail we continued without
a stop until we arrived at Peck’s Corner, which is
nothing more than a signpost in the wood. Nearby,
however, is one of the shelter houses. We ate lunch
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there and then set off for Eagle Rock, another observa-
tion point. We arrived there by mid-afternoon, with
two-thirds of our day’s hike completed.

Between Eagle Rock and Mt. Sequoyah lie several
miles of fine turkey country. We found numerous
feathers and had the good fortune to flush one bird.
After Sequoyah we began a long, steady climb up Mt.
Chapman, which reaches a height of 6425 feet. It was
while descending this peak, with just a mile between
us and our destination for the day, the shelter at Tri-
Corner Knob, that we ran into sudden brisk rain. Short
though it was, it served to drench us. While we were
able to start a fire at the shelter house, we should
have been hours cooking supper over the feeble flame.
Fortunately, however, the hiker from Wisconsin had
brought along a couple of cans of Sterno. I shall always
regard Sterno as something nearly magic, for in a few
minutes we had boiling water for our tea and spaghetti.

Shortly after we crawled into our sleeping bags, we
had a visit from Mr. Bear. He had quite a party for
himself with the spaghetti pan which we had left out-
doors to soak overnight. Our supplies were safely
stored away. Although the shelters are enclosed on only
three sides, and we were but a few feet from our un-
invited guest, we were little concerned. We could chase
him away whenever we chose by a sharp clap of the
hands.

Having hiked a little more than sixteen miles the
first day, our second day on the trail was shorter in
length, but it required greater effort. It brought us soon
to a point near the top of Mt. Guyot. The actual
ascent to the tip of this second highest peak in the
Smokies was the most difficult hiking I have ever done.
It was so steep that, loaded down with packs and sleep-
ing bags, we could climb but a few feet at a time.
When we finally achieved the goal, we found that
heavy clouds had “smoked” out the purported excellent
views. Despite this fact, Guyot was for us the high
point of the eastern section of the A. T, in interest as
well as in topography. It rises to 6621 feet, being but
twenty-one feet lower than Clingman’s. There is much
more thrill in reaching its summit, though, for it is in a
region accessible only to hikers, whereas Clingman’s
can be reached easily by a motor road.

The descent from Guyot is something of a feat, too,
as can well be imagined. Once more on the A. T. we
began at this point to lose altitude as we skirted across
the ridges that overlook the Deep Creek valley. Being
in the open, we had many fine views on all sides until
we arrived at the lowest point, called Low Gap, which
is just 4242 feet. From there we began climbing again
up the peak now called Mt. Cammeron, which most
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people still refer to by its earlier name of White Rock.
On its top is a fire warden’s tower from which one can
look in a complete circle for a distance of thirty miles
or more on clear days, such as the day we were enjoy-
ing. From this peak down to Davenport Gap, our
destination, we had just five miles to hike. We came
off the trail at 7:30 p. m. of that second day. We had
done our intended thirty miles, plus several more of
side trails, and we were glad to see our friends awaiting
us with the car, as we had close to forty miles of driv-
ing to do, over difficult mountain rcads, to Gatlinburg,
Tennessee.

After a rest of some days, the Wisconsin woman and
I set out to do the western section of the A. T. In-
stead of starting at New Found Gap, we took advan-
tage of the motor road from the Gap to Clingman’s,
and began our hike at the parking area, a half mile
beneath the summit of Clingman’s. This move cut off
seven miles, which we decided to make as a one-day
hike later. We topped Clingman’s and headed on to-
ward Siler’s Bald, four miles distant. The hiking was
treacherous, for the numerous blackberry bushes al-
most obliterated the path. The bushes were dripping
as profusely with berries as with the previous night’s
rain. We collected both in an amazing manner.

Shortly past lunch time we had a shower. An hour
later the rain set in for the afternoon. Soon the water
was slushing about in our hiking shoes. Despite the
fact we were wearing raincoats, we were wet up to the
waist. I shall never forget the shock of pulling on cold
wet breeches the next morning. The rain stopped as we
came atop Thunderhead and a rainbow was dipping
down into the Cades Cove Valley to our right. Behind
us Clingman’s Dome looked like a navy blue applique
against the pale sky. To our left rolled ridge after ridge
of the North Carolina mountains. Ahead was Spence
Field and our shelter for the night. We reached the
shelter shortly past sundown.

The next day took us across a series of balds, as these
high mountain meadows are called. Again we had a
rainy afternoon and again we reached our shelter, at
Gregory Bald, just at sundown. We had better luck
with the weather our third day. We came up over the
top of Gregory early in the morning and could hardly
bear to drag ourselves away from the luscious blue-
berries wasting away there. The final part of this day’s
journey brought us through rather monotonous wood-
land and much rocky terrain. We reached Deal’s Gap
in mid afternoon and succeeded in obtaining a ride
with a workman from the Fontana Dam project nearby.
He drove us to where our car was waiting at Tapoco

Lodge. We indulged in baths at the lodge and cele-

(Continued on page twenty-four)



Pipe Memories

® By ApeLE KropF

Here is one for you pipe smokers. Dont miss
it by any means.

OLD JOHN HARRIS laboriously climbed the
attic stairs. He had to stop and rest every step
or two, but that was natural for a man going on
ninety-four. It was a bit unusual for him to be going
up there but then his granddaughter, Marie, had house-
cleaned and now he couldn’t find his pipe. She must
have packed it away, up in the attic, because he had
searched the lower floors. Maybe she was in league
with that upstart of a doctor who said that he, John
Harris, shouldn’t smoke any more. Why, he had been
smoking all these years and it had never hurt him.
Now, where was that electric light switch? Oh, yes,
now he remembered, it was over by the window. With
only the darkest corners resisting the light, he started
to search.

Of course he had other pipes, but this was his
favorite one. When somebody gave him a new pipe for
Christmas or birthday, he would smoke it for a day or
two and then go back to his old one. Why, he him-
self had carved it when he had run away to join the
Union army in 1864 at the age of sixteen. He had
made it then to persuade them that he was a man,
ready and eligible for service. He chuckled now to
think how sick it made him the first time he had
smoked it. Of course, it could have been the tobacco
that the soldiers received. He liked to think it was,
but anyhow it was a good thing he had tried it out in
private first.

Come to think of it, it had brought about his meet-
ing with Nancy. He had been strolling down the side-
walk a few years after the war with the pipe carelessly
placed in his coat pocket. Absently his fingers felt in
the pocket for it. It wasn’t there! As he turned to look
along the walk, the loveliest voice in the world said,
“Please, sir, did you drop this just now?”

A dainty hand, holding the pipe, was stretched out
to him. He had quickly introduced himself, and, as his
name was well-known in town, she had allowed him to
walk home with her. There had followed a whirlwind
courtship and in a few months she was his afhanced
bride. The pipe had not been in the picture much in
those days, except on the nights when he wasn’t seeing
Nancy. Then, with the smoke issuing from it in lazy,

little clouds, he had dreamed of their life to come,
picturing their home, their garden, and even, if he
could be so bold as to think of them, their children.

When they were comfortably settled in their little
nest, there had been nothing he’d loved so much as to
sit by the fire and read or think while Nancy sewed or
gave him bits of news. When John, Jr., was born, he
could remember his frantic pacing up and down, with
his cold pipe clenched tightly between his teeth, until
the doctor came out to tell him that all was well, and
that he was the father of a bouncing baby boy. Then,
although Nancy had never objected to his smoking in
the house before, she forbade him to do so until the
baby’s lungs were strong enough to resist the harmful
effects of the smoke. After that he was allowed to
smoke in the house until the next baby was born, and
so on until their fifth and last child had, in Nancy’s
judgment, outgrown any danger from inhaling the
smoke.

His pipe had had a strange fascination for all their
children, who would sit and watch the clouds of smoke
for hours without tiring. They had even made a game
of it, with their mother for umpire. They would try to
guess what the puffs of smoke resembled. For a while
they had relied on themselves but that had too often
led to bloodshed, so Nancy was brought in to referee.

Once, young Stanley had tried out his new pocket
knife on the bowl of the pipe. The scars, although
covered with the dirt of later years, were still plainly
visible. After that, a mandate had gone forth decreeing
disaster to anyone that touched Daddy’s pipe.

After Nancy died, and all the children had homes of
their own, John Harris” pipe had been his chief com-
panion. It was always close by when he was not
actually smoking it. The children and grandchildren
grew so used to seeing him smoke it that it almost
equaled a national crisis in importance if the pipe was
somehow mislaid.

He had lived alone in the old homestead until he
was nearly eighty, when the children had decreed that
he should live with them. So, for ten years he had
moved from one household to ancther, until Marie,

who was John’s favorite, insisted that he should make
(Continued on page nineteen)
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Kill The Umpire

® By WiLBur Dunsky

Read this baseball story that will hold you to
the very last line. Love and sport and fiery
emotions are mingled in this tale of Dan
and Russel and Peggy.

DANIEL MICHAEL FLAHERTY was one of

the most promising graduates to whom St.
Patrick’s had ever awarded the B.A. degree. He was a
good student, a fine athlete, and a natural leader. How-
ever, Dan did have one serious defect, a terrible, easily-
aroused temper, and he had to strive constantly to
hold it in check.

On the day of graduation, when the president of the
college shook hands with Dan, he said to him, “My
sincere congratulations, Dan. We expect great things
from you.”

“Thanks, Father,” answered Dan with his character-
istic smile.

“And watch that Irish temper of yours,” warned the
president laughingly as Dan walked away.

That evening as Dan packed his trunk and prepared
to leave his Alma Mater, a young couple, back in Dan’s
home town, strolled into an ice cream parlor and took
their places in one of the little booths.

“Happy, Peggy?” asked the young man as he took
his seat opposite her.

“Why do you ask that, Russel?” returned the girl
in surprise.

“Because I want you to be happy; because I—.”

“What will you have, please?” interrupted a gracious
waitress.

“A couple of frosted malts,” ordered the youth
mechanically, and turning to Peggy he continued.
“Peggy, there’s something I've been wanting to ask you
for a long time, and I may as well get the thing off my
mind now.”

“Don’t be so serious, Russel,” said Peggy laughingly.

“Peggy, is—is it—is it me or Dan Flaherty that you
care for?” burst out Russel in all seriousness.

“Why, I like both of you, Russel. You're both fine
young men, and I—.”

“But you must pick one of us,” broke in the lad. “I
simply can’t go on like this. I want to know—now!” He
took hold of her dainty hands and looked anxiously

into her frank, blue eyes.
Peggy’s eyes fell. She made no answer.
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“That’s all T wanted to know,
Peggy. Good night!” And Russel

hurried from the room.

Two weeks later Dan’s baseball ¢ ‘
team was playing a twilight game / ¥
with a strong opponent. The <<

game had been close all the way, and when Dan’s side
came to bat in the last inning, they were trailing by
one run.

The first two men went out easily. The third batter
singled sharply into right. The next batter walked on
four pitches. When Dan stepped to the plate, a great
cheer burst from the home crowd, for he was a de-
pendable hitter. The first pitch fooled Dan as it sped
across the heart of the plate.

“Whatsa matter, Flaherty, couldn’t you see that
one?” taunted a sneering voice from the stands. “This
is one time your good looks won’t do you any good!”

“Sounds like Russel Blade,” thought Dan. “Sore
because Peggy turned him down in favor of me, I
guess.”

Dan took a full swing at the next pitch, but a sharp-
breaking curve ran away from the end of his bat.

“Say,” shouted Russel, “who ever told you that you
could play ball? Better keep away from this man’s
game, Flaherty, might mess your curly hair”

Dan turned angrily towards the stands and blared
out, “Better keep your mouth closed, Blade. This bat
might slip!”

Dan cut viciously at the next pitch and fouled it
back.

“That’s as close as you'll come to it, Irish. What you
need is bigger balls and wider bats,” came the same
biting voice.

“One more crack from you Russel Blade, and T'll
split your head with this club,” threatened Dan, white
with anger.

The next pitch whizzed towards the plate. Dan
swung from his heels and missed everything. The bat
slipped from his perspiring hands and flew into the
crowded stands.

The thick end of the bat struck Russel squarely on
the side of the head and inflicted an ugly gash. Dan
was not far behind the speeding stick and almost
caught Russel when he fell into the bleachers. As he
stooped to aid the unfortunate victim, Dan was

paralyzed by insinuating remarks from a group of
spectators.




“He said he’d split him open, and he surely did a
good job!”

“It doesn’t pay to fool with that Flaherty boy!”

“Do you think he tried it—really?”

“Well, Dan’s words were fierce, and you know his
temper!”

Dan’s head began to whirl. So that was it—done on
purpose—intentional injury—manslaughter maybe! The
scream of the ambulance siren brought him to his
senses. A doctor pushed through the crowd. “Looks
bad,” he said. “We must act quickly.”

That night the name of Dan Flaherty was on every-
body’s tongue. “Manslaughter” some called it. “Intent
to kill,” others said, and “Just plain murder,” exclaimed
some indignant people. Everybody pointed a guilty
finger at Dan.

Meanwhile Dan was slumped in a chair outside the
operating room in a semi-stupor. He was disgraced, he
was through. He had no way of proving his innocence.
His words, his terrible temper were against him. But
he prayed—prayed hard that Russel would pull
through, for he could bear anything except that awful
brand, that everlasting stigma—‘“Murderer!” Suddenly
he felt a soft hand against his cheek. Quickly he looked
up and with his dazed senses distinguished a feminine
figure.

“Don’t take it too hard, Danny,” a kind voice said.
“I understand, lad, and I know you wouldn’t do any-
thing like this on purpose. You're a good boy, and I'll
not hold anything against you. I just thought you’d
like to know.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” said Dan quietly, and as his
senses cleared a little, he made out the features of
Russel Blade’s mother.

’

The next morning word spread that Russel Blade
was out of danger and resting nicely. That was the
best item of news that Dan had ever received. Yet he
realized that he was finished in that town. His reputa-
tion had suffered an irreparable blow, and he was a
marked man. But he could go away some place and
begin anew, and this he resolved to do—immediately.

He hurried over to Peggy’s house, and as he sped
along his way, he noticed groups gathered talking
softly and nodding at him. The young boys, who just
yesterday had worshiped him, shrank away from him.
Dan Flaherty could never go on living that way. He
would have to get away from it.

He rang the bell at Peggy’s home. Her mother an-
swered the ring.

“Oh—it’s you,” and she backed into the doorway.
“You can’t see Peggy,” she said firmly.

“Will you kindly tell her that I called to say ‘good-
bye,” please?”

As the door slammed in his face, Dan turned and
walked slowly, sorrowfully away.

Twelve years later an exciting World’s Series was be-
ing staged at Brooklyn. The “Beloved Bums” were be-
hind, and the crowd was on the verge of a riot. In the
upper half of the eighth inning, there was a close
decision. The umpire called one of the Dodgers “out.”
Immediately the cry went out “Kill the umpire!” and
a barrage of trash was fired from the stands. From the
upper tier came a murderous milk bottle truly aimed.
It struck the umpire on the side of the head, and the
official fell as though struck by the hand of the
Lord.

Ten minutes later, umpire Russel Blade lay senseless
at a nearby hospital. The door of his room stirred, and
into the room stepped the renowned brain surgeon,
Doctor Daniel Flaherty.

He moved across the floor to the bed but stopped
abruptly when he recognized the patient. His face
became white with anger; his fists clenched. He turned
on his heels and started to leave the room. As he was
about to lay his quivering hand on the door knob, he
seemed to hear a familiar voice calling to him. It was
that same kind voice which had spoken so gently to
him one night twelve years ago in the hospital when
the whole world was turned against him. He heard it
now for the second time addressed to him.,

“You're a good boy, Danny. You won’t let my boy
die, will you?”

Doctor Flaherty could not resist that motherly ap-
peal. He turned back towards the bed.

Two hours later, Russel was wheeled back from the
operating room. Dan stood looking down hopefully
at his patient. He heard a slight noise at the door and
turned slowly.

“Peggy!” he whispered in a voice filled with emotion.

“Oh Dan,” she choked out as she rushed towards
him. “It’s so good to see you again. But will he—will
Russel live?”

“He’s in the hands of the Lord. I've done all I can.
But what brings you here?”

Peggy knelt at the side of the bed and took Russel’s
hand into her own. Looking up at Dan she said tear-
fully, “I'm his wife, Dan!”

“You poor dear,” was all Dan could manage.

(Continued on page nineteen)
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Paul and |

The writer has a friend that he wants you to
know and he wants to introduce you to the
letters his friend has left to the world. The
article is a clever bit of introduction.

s;\/ E had been acquaintances for a long time,
Paul and 1. His letters had come into my life
many times but somehow they did not make the ap-
peal of friendship or carry the tone of comradeship that
one enjoys. Paul’s letters seemed vague, indistinct; and
so we had no common basis on which we could foster
and develop our friendship—in short our interests
seemed apart from each other, and I did not even
bother to read his letters to me.

Never had I tried to analyze our situation. I knew
that I didn’t bear him a grudge yet Paul failed to in-
terest me. Why his letters—addressed to me—were
written to me I did not stop to wonder. Why he should
write to me such voluminous epistles I could not and
would not understand.

Then one day it happened! I was browsing around
in an old trunk in the attic when I came across his
letters, all together.

I made a firm resolution that I was going to under-
stand him—I would force myself, I would read these
letters and analyze them and reread and reanalyze
them. I had determined that I should know him, that
I should understand him, sympathize and, if at all
possible, cooperate with him.

Putting myself to the task I began to read and at
once to realize that Paul had traveled abroad a good
deal—not exactly pleasure trips or vacations, that is
true, yet he had sailed the Mediterannean several
times: he had seen Rome, the cities of Greece, Asia,
and the Holy Land. He did not, however, refer to the
beautiful scenery, nor did he mention the swimming,
nor how the fish were biting. The only reference to his
travels was to tell how he had suffered greatly in his
work, how he had been chased by Jewish and Italian
police and soldiers and thrown “in the jug,” how he
had been beaten and of his escape by a basket over
the city walls.

I began to be interested: my friend Paul was a man
who could “take it.” I couldn’t help admiring him; and
perhaps liking him a little.
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® By Jerry Kimmer

But what really intrigued me was that he never tried
to “get even”; he always seemed to think that it was
to be expected that a Christian should suffer for his
faith. Suffering, he seemed to feel, is merely a part of
the life of the true Christian just as prayer, love of
God, love of neighbor, almsgiving, ard purity.

Paul had me “stumped” but I have overcome that: I
am getting so that I like his company more and more;
his letters are beginning to make sense to me even
though I still don’t understand everything he writes.

But I would like to introduce him to you sometime
—I'am sure he'd like it too. He is very easy to find: you
can contact him most anytime by taking your New
Testament and turning to the Epistles of Saint Paul in
the rear of the book. Read his letters often—you will
soon find a new interest in your newly found friendship
with your old acquaintance, Paul, the last of the
Apostles.

His letters are addressed to us—to you and to me—
and if we don’t read them we are missing one of the
nobler parts of our lives. Paul has a challenging appeal:
his thoughts show us how a world which has forgotten
God and Christian principles and the indwelling of
Christ in our hearts and which has discarded as “use-
less and out-of-date” the fundamental unit of a Chris-
tian civilization, the family, has judged itself:

And as they have resolved against possessing the
knowledge of God, God has given them up to a
reprobate sense, so that they do what is not fitting;
being filled with all iniquity, malice, immorality,
avarice, wickedness; being full of envy, murder,
contention, deceit, malignity; being whisperers,
detractors, hateful to God, irreverant, proud,
haughty, plotters of evil; disobedient to parents,
foolish, dissolute, without affection, without fidel-
ity, without mercy.

Whew!—he really lets us know what he means!

On the other hand Paul challenges us by a positive
philosophy of life; he challenges us to have Christ in
our hearts and to carry Christ into our homes, into
our speech, into the schools and offices and factories
and stores wherever we go.

Paul challenges you and me—to keep the faith, to

(Continued on page nineteen)




First Things First

At the beginning of the school year let us
turn our thoughts to a very serious factor in
education, something that the world is most
in need of today.

SOME of our Catholic Freshmen—and even a
number of upperclassmen—may not yet have
realized that the University of Dayton is a Catholic
college. Of course, all of us know as much: the courses
in Religion, the priests and religious who serve as our
professors, the chapel with the Sacred Presence—all
these things and many more lend a distinctly Catholic
atmosphere to the campus. But do all of us recognize
the reality of this fact, the implications that it con-
tains, the personal response that it demands? Do we
realize that our school can give us something that a
secular college doesn’t possess, something essential to
us as Catholics, members of Christ’s Mystical Body?

That other colleges do not possess these Catholic
advantages is evident from the complaint lodged by a
student in a nation wide review against the State Uni-
versity he was attending. He claimed that the academic
activities there were a handicap to the spirit of re-
ligion, and that what religious facilities did exist were
not closely enough related to the students’ problems or
were overshadowed by other activities. We know
definitely that this is not the case at U. D.

Why is this “something” so necessary for us? A
glance at today’s newspaper, at magazines and books
dealing with current problems, will answer that ques-
tion. A world which has denied God and religion a
place in its public affairs for centuries, a world which
now finds itself in a total war—the second within a
quarter-century—is looking for a way out. Our Church
can show the world a way out, it has been showing it
that way—the Way of Christ—during the twenty cen-
turies since its foundation by Christ, but the world has
persisted in looking the other way. Now it is our turn.
The present Holy Father and his predecessor have re-
peatedly called on the youth of the world to lead it out
of chaos into a Christian peace. It is our duty as stu-
dents of a Catholic college to make use of all the
means which our school offers us of developing our-
selves into leaders, into real Catholics, into other
Christs, who in the words tentatively expressing the
purpose of the coming Catholic Collegiate Congress,

® By RoBERT MINGES

“have the right and the obligation to work towards the
right ordering of society based on Christian principles.”

Our university does provide us with the essential
means of doing this work. All of us know what they
are; it is necessary, though, that we realize them in our-
selves, make use of them in the reality of our actions.

Most evident among them is the number of priests
and religious who constitute the majority of the faculty
—men and women consecrated to the service of God.
Their example and influence are invaluable in the
development of the Catholic spirit in each of us. To-
gether with our lay teachers, they are directed by a
singleness of purpose, expressed in the motto of the
university: pro Deo et Patria. More important still is
the common and completely spiritual objective of more
than half the faculty, those who are members of the
Society of Mary. These men, entirely devoted to the
ideal of imitating Christ as Son of Mary in the work
of bringing men back to God, present to us an example
of the most intense and universal apostolate. God be-
came man solely for the purpose of saving us, and He
became man through Mary. How can we better do our
part in helping the world in this hour of crisis than in
following the example of our Marianist teachers by
imitating Christ as other sons of Mary?

But if our work is to succeed, there must be method,
and here, too, U. D. is ready to help by offering us a
defiinite program of study, prayer, and action. The
courses in Religion are an unparalleled opportunity of
grounding ourselves in the Christian principles which
can restore order in the world. Chapel services and the
constant presence of the Blessed Sacrament on the
campus are a chance to talk over our work with God
and to ask His powerful blessing on it. Including and
supplementing all these are the opportunities for
practical Catholic Action offered us. The work of the
C. A. cells, as well as that of the other religious organ-
izations on the campus, is real, solid, and in the best
Catholic interests of U. D.

These are only a few of the advantages of our
Catholic university. Let’s use them this year to their
full extent and make U. D. a force felt in today’s world,
a Catholic force for the renewal of all things in Christ
through Mary.
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Dayton In
Retrospect

® By RoBert HukLs

Every Daytonian among the U. D. students
will read this story of his city with civic
pride. And the campus men will find it most
interesting.

< |ITIES do not occur automatically but require
men to found them and settle them and estab-
lish their institutions. The city of Dayton, Ohio, began
about one hundred and fifty years ago when the first
settlers were filtering into the newly-created Northwest
Territory. In 1878 John Cleves Symmes contracted for
land tentatively described as being all ecast of the
Miami River. In 1789 three men bargained with him
for land at the junction of the Mad and Miami Rivers,
planning to found a town named “Venice.” However
due to Indian troubles, the deal was not completed.

In 1794 the government fixed the northern limit of
Symmes’ purchase somewhat south of the present site
of Dayton. However, in 1795, following the signing of
the treaty of Greenville which allayed the Indian
threat, Symmes contracted with a syndicate led by
Revolutionary War veterans, Arthur St. Clair, James
Wilkinson, Israel Ludlow, and Jonathan Dayton (for
whom Dayton is named) for land which he had no
legal title to. Isracl Ludlow and Daniel Cooper sur-
veyed and laid out the original plot. Cooper marked a
road from Cincinnati. In the spring of 1796, three
parties of settlers from there arrived and built cabins.
Newcom’s tavern, still standing in a river-front park,
became the center of the settlement.

Soon the colonists discovered they had been cheated
by Symmes and had no legal title to the land. The
government demanded payment, and many, to avoid
paying for the same land twice, moved away. In 1803
when Montgomery county was established only five
families lived in Dayton. Newcom’s tavern was desig-
nated a temporary place for holding court. County com-
missioners first met in 1804. In 1805 Dayton was incor-
porated, built its first permanent court house and jail
and survived its first flood. In the same year Dayton’s
public library, the first in Ohio, was formed.

.y sy

Industry in Dayton started soon after the city’s
founding, dependent at first upon agriculture and later
upon minerals and natural resources, producing at first
for the local market and later for the whole world. A
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grist mill and a saw mill started in 1798, a distillery in
1799, and a carding and fulling mill in 1804.

Transportation in the early days depended on flat
boats on the Miami River between Dayton and Cin-
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