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Women In Peace

Post-war problems call for the study of all
college men and women. One of the associate
editors studies the problems specifically as
applied to women.

M ILLIONS of words have been spoken and

even more have been written about women in
war. But what about women in peace? What is
woman’s duty with regard to peace? It is about time we
take stock of ourselves and determine whether we have
anything to contribute toward establishing a lasting
peace. As women—the wives, teachers, and mothers
of tomorrow—we ought to have some definite ideas on
the subject that concerns our future so vitally.

Women naturally do not like war. Seldom have any
wars been provoked by women. We read in history of
Helen of Troy, Empress Eugenia, and Cleopatra as the
occasions for wars, but these are the exception and not
the rule. History is rather the record of men and
nations—as to whether it is an admirable record we
won’t discuss here, but it has been men who have pro-
voked the wars and drawn up the peace treaties that
only have led in many cases to further war.

We also read in history and fiction of such women
as Barbara Fritchie, and today, too, women are fight-
ing along with men to defeat the enemy whose
philosophy disregards all respect for womankind and
the family. He must not win. Women are not weak-
lings when it comes to fighting for something they
hold dear. Moreover they fight to win, they are hard
losers. They fight harder because they love harder.
They will sacrifice many present joys to insure tomor-
row’s unclouded happiness.

The sweethearts, wives, and mothers do not want
peace only for themselves; it is for their children that
they demand it. No mother wants to give up a son for

® By Berry MavL

nothing but a man’s crazy desires, not if in another
twenty years his son will have to be offered up to
satisfy another power-crazed man. If she must give up
her son she wants a peace to assure the future of other
mother’s sons.

1918 must not occur again in 19—. Peace, a truly
lasting peace, is necessary after the winning of this
war. Men drew up the “peace” in 1918—the peace that
proved only a temporary twenty-year armistice, just
time enough for a new generation to grow up with the
doctrines of hate and revenge in their hearts fostered
by these so-called men of Versailles. It is women’s turn
now. They probably could not meet to arrange the
terms, but they can and should influence them. They
must make their position known. Women must de-
mand a peace built on generosity, magnanimity, re-
spect for others’ rights, and charity. Women, if they
stopped to think, could not want revenge, could not
wish to inflict more suffering, more punishment, on
other wives and mothers. They would not want more
suffering inflicted on them for some war they could not
prevent. They do not want their sons hated, then how
can they harbor hatred for others’ sons—these sons
who have been ordered to war on the world?

Women hold a tremendous responsibility. It is for
the “gentler” sex to influence, inspire, and—what is
more important—to insist on prudence and justice in
the peace treaty. They do not want this war’s babies to
grow up with nothing but another war to look for-
ward to.

The ideal is sought by women, and what could be
more ideal than the whole world as a family of nations?
It is a fact that even in the best of families there very
often occur quarrels between the members. But the
family does not choose up sides and have a royal battle.
No, love keeps them together. If proper punishment

(Continued on page sixteen)

Page three



Cards Versus Yanks

® By Ar Bacor

One of the home-town boys took a two-day
vacation to see his team tie the Yanks. We
still hear them shouting out there beyond
the Mississippi.

LONG before the game starting time of one
thirty P. M., the stands of Sportman’s Park in
St. Louis were jammed, that is, all but the few seats
reserved for the notables that were to arrive just as the
game started. These notables are as much a part of the
annual baseball classic as the two participating teams
themselves. Commissioner Landis, George Raft, Leo
Durocher, Mayor Becker, Governor Donnell, these and
many others thronged the stands of the Grand and
Dodier ball park.

Thousands of the less fortunate fans that had failed
to get reserved seats for the first two games swarmed
over the streets surrounding the playing field long
before game time. As early as two in the morning a
crowd of five or six thousand people lined up before
gates not scheduled to open till nine in the morning,
St. Louis was the mecca of true baseball fans from
every state in the union from Canada and Mexico
and Alaska.

The pennant fever of the entire preceding month
was growing to fever pitch. Banners, placards, hand-
bills, emblems, all decorated windows and automobiles
and telephone poles. Downtown St. Louis was wild
and excited; never had it been in such a state since
the Cardinals of ’36 had won the pennant and had
gone on to beat the Detroit Tigers in the series behind
the pitching of the one and only combination of “Me
and Paul.” All of this fever, and the series had not
even got under way, but the spirit was to be aroused
to its fullest by the spectacular play of the “young-
sters,” the Cardinals.

True love of baseball was evidenced everywhere.
Blanket-clad fans stood for hours in the chill of the
morning hours hoping to purchase one of the too few
unreserved tickets. Many of the group brought guitars,
ukes, radios, and other means of entertainment to pass
away the dreary hours till game time. The St. Louis
weather, previous to the day of the game, had been
chilly, but mother nature, sensing something big in the
offing, took a hand and the day of Wednesday, Sep-
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tember 30, dawned bright and warm and by game time
the temperature was hitting the eighty-five mark. An
amusing sight witnessed by many of the bleacherites
was that of a priest, who after having purchased his
bleacher ticket after a long wait, retired to the runway
under the stands to say his breviary. At game time,
however, when he searched for a seat there was none,
but the “all-night watchers,” seeing his predicament,
made room and the bleacherites went about their
business of cheering and jeering.

Entertainment before the game was furnished by a
trick drill squad composed of U. S. Marines from a
near-by marine base. After performing for about fifteen
minutes they marched to the flag pole and stood at
attention till the flag was raised to the melody of The
Star Spangled Banner played by the band.

After the roar of the applause had died down
slightly, eight fast-stepping sons of St. Louis ran upon
the field followed by the slow-walking ninth member
of this “gang,” Mort Cooper, the pride of the Cardinals
pitching staff. Then as umpire Ceorge Magercurth
called “play ball” the 1942 World Series was under
way. Cooper seemed to be at his best, and the Yanks
were retired without any of their famous power being
loosed on the green Kids from the National League.
The Cards’ turn at bat was even less eventful. Ruffing
and Cooper gave to the fans a superb exhibition, but
the fates caught up with the St. Louis delegation and
the Yanks were not to be denied, and they stepped
into the lead, seven to nothing. The Yankees’ power
was unleashed unmercifully upon the nervous, hap-
less Cards, who till the eighth inning had not placed
a man on first base via the hit route, and as we know
the Yanks finally won, seven to four.

St Louis, the night after that first game, was some-
what more quiet, but there was still a dull undertone
as to the outcome of the future games. Betting con-

(Continued on page sixteen)




A Protest

® By Paur CHERRIER

If you do not read anything else in this issue
of the Exponent be sure to read this protest
and meditate upon it. We need clear think-
ing today, more than ever.

i OU’VE probably seen them often, those blue and
white service-star posters that are appearing in
more and more windows these days. Single-star posters
are common now, and double-stars are not too rare.
And once in a while you see a window with more,
like one four-star home I know, with one boy in Ice-
land, one in California, one somewhere in the Pacific,
and one missing at Corregidor. There is pathos in
every one of those little stars, and bravery, too, a differ-
ent kind of bravery than that of the field, but one just
as glorious. Each star means a sacrifice that is about
the biggest any home can make, and those at home cer-
tainly feel it. “I'd give everything I've got,” said one
father to me this summer, “everything, just to have this
mess finished and those boys back home again.”

But I didn’t want to talk about these window-stars
exactly. There was something else I noticed on a few
of them, the words “Our Boy, Avenging Pearl Harbor.”
That is what I would protest against. Those words are a
desecration of all that the stars stand for. Is it for
mere revenge that mothers have seen their sons go off
to our army? Are we merely trying to repay one stab
in the back by another? We hope not. If that is all we
are fighting for, then this war is a hideous waste of the
best that our America has.

I have read that there are people, well enough known
to be influential, who advocate hatred of our enemies
as a prime condition for winning this war. Maybe it’s
this idea that causes the talk about revenge. But those
who think like that have missed the whole purpose of
this war, and the reason of our fighting. If it is a mere
question of revenge, then it isn’t worth the effort; it is,
in fact, criminal. We have no right whatever to take
revenge. But the truth is that we are fighting for some-
thing far greater than retaliation for an unjust attack.
There are things gone wrong which must be made
right. Pearl Harbor was only a very superficial symptom
of a disorder that goes to the foundations of the mod-
ern world. It forced us into the war, it is true, but
surely it isn’t the main motive of our war effort. We
want to win this war so that we can change the condi-
tions that could bring about such a thing as the Decem-
ber 7 attack. It is a new world we want, and not only a

world free from Hitlers, but a world where Hitlers are
impossible. There was no Hitler after Versailles, but
there were conditions that made his appearance almost
inevitable. The peace after World War I only set the
stage for a bigger war; it left conditions worse than
they had been before.

It is these conditions that we want to destroy—this
balance of hatreds, cutthroat rivalries in all fields, dis-
honesty and greed that crush little men and little
nations. A better world for everyone must come from
this war, or else it will be a failure, and a colossal
failure. We must win the war as it should be won,
and we can not do that by hate. For to win a war as it
should be won means to win the peace that follows
the war. Terms of peace between men who hate are
merely a temporary armistice, to give time to accumu-
late more weapons, to raise new soldiers and then to
fight again. Is that what we want when this is all over?

We know it is not. We believe that there are
definite values in human life that have been attacked,
and which must be preserved, no matter what it costs.
There is a way of life which we hold true, and which
others are trying to destroy. Yet, to what purpose will
it all have been, if, after fighting to preserve these
values, we ourselves deny them completely? That is
what we do when we fight with hate. If we want to
preserve our way of life, we must be willing to live in
that way by treating even our enemies as that way
demands.

Of course few of us deny that, at least not openly.
But there are too many signs to show that, in prac-

tice, we contradict ourselves. The words on the service-
(Continued on page seventeen)
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In Defense Of Bald Heads

To our afflicted readers this might bring
some sympathy, and to non-afflicted readers
we hope it will bring some amusement.

I HROUGHOUT the ages innumerable apologies
have been written in defense of various persons,
and of all sorts of things and theories. Even as late as
our twentieth century there appeared an illustrious
apology by G. K. Chesterton, “In Defense of Non-
sense,” and we must confess that it was this chivalrous
work that inspired this present feeble apology. It is
not our aim to emulate the gracious style of any of
history’s brilliant apologists. Those of old were eloquent
and sincere in their apologies and the late prince of
paradox was not less sincere in his. Whether or not
this, our work, is an apology, “Pro Vita Mea” is of
little consequence, but if sincerity, seriousness of pur-
pose and a pertinent message merit a hearing, then let
them who have ears listen . . .

There is something pathetic about a bald head just
as there is something quite venerable about a head
of ageing gray. A head of soft, sage gray will always elicit
respect from' the young and sympathy from the old,
but what can a bald head claim for itself but contumely
and disdain? But why should a bald head be held in
derision? Is it not merely an example of Nature fol-
lowing its course and, may we not add, is it not a
polished finish to that course? If there is dignity in a
gray head, surely there is simplicity in a bald one.

Of course, there are those who will hold “balditude”
to be the sure sign of old age. Until several years ago
we too maintained the same opinion. We thought the
disappearance of hair from the head and its reappear-
ance on the chin to be the unerring herald of senility.
But such, evidently, is not always the case. To some
this supposed calamity comes late in life, to others it
comes early, but to all, at least post mortem.

It seems unnecessary to justify the need for this
apology, because we will all admit that the bald-headed
fellow has been in the past an object of ridicule and
a target for abuse. Just what there is that is so out-
landish and “non-conformish” about him is hard to
say. To some he has appeared to be an individual who
has lost his essence because he has ceased to possess
his accidentals; to others, as an individual, the absence
of whose accidentals conceals his essence.
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® By Kennera Gaenc

If, as Americans, we are accused of a lack of rever-
ence we are, in the same status, accredited with a sense
of fair play and with a capacity of sympathy for the
“under-dog.” It is to this quality of fair play that we
now appeal. The bald-pated fellow (whose name is
legion) certainly deserves better treatment. In order to
help him we must first understand him and the com-
plex under which he is laboring; and to understand
him we must enter into his situation.

There are, roughly, three steps in the evolution of a
bald headed man. (We are not borrowing from Charlie
Darwin and we omit any consideration of whether or
not phylogeny begets ontogeny.) Each of these three
steps is for the prospective victim a traumatic experi-
ence which demands an immediatement readjustment.
The first step we will call, for the want of a more
mellifluous and obscure Greek word, the initium exitus.
It is at this step that our subject first becomes aware
of the fact that he is losing a part of his personality, or
part of his “stuff.” If our subject is a sanguine fellow
he may take the blow with a smile. If he be the bilious
or nervous introspective type he might “lose face” then
and there. But let’s give him the benefit of the doubt
and go on to step two.

Step two might be termed the conditio gravior. At
this stage the plot thickens, or to pun unpardonably
and prove a point, the plot here definitely “thins out.”
Our friend realizes by this time that the situation is
critical; he himself is almost desperate. Everything from
olive oil to beer foam is used (externally, of course) in
an effort to retard the rate of scalp erosion. By way of
digression, we might say that it is possible at this stage
of katabolism to make a wonderful study of head con-
tour. In some instances Nature employs in her pro-
cesses the “corona” method, which is characterized by
an ever-widening circle of skin, just peeping through
where formerly hair was wont to be. The other method
is characterized by the receding forehead or “V”
(though definitely not for victory) shape . . . Take our
two friends, John and Guillaume, for examples. John
is approaching “baltitude” via the “corona” method
while Guillaume is making a relatively same speed by
the other method. Both John and Guillaume are
blondes, but we will desist from any attempt to formu-
late a general law from this scanty evidence. (We do,
however, in all humility, suggest that this topic be
taken up later on in a graduate thesis.)




But to get down to the third step in the evolution of
our subject. When step three, the reductio ad ab-
surdum, is reached our friend is already in the midst of
a psychological crisis. There now loom but three
alternatives: a good old-fashioned philosophical resig-
nation, social ostracism, or a toupee. It is precisely after
this third step that we fair-minded Yankees do our part
by helping the poor soul to realize that he is still one of
us and no less a man.

We will admit that there are many ludicrous angles
from which to view the situation. Anyone of us has
seen a brazen sunbeam play upon a naked sconce, as if
to mock its very barreness (for a region of such infer-
tility sunshine will do little good) will readily agree
that it is a striking picture. In fact, our bald-headed
fellowmen would be the last ones to begrude us an
occasional amusement of this sort, that is, as long as
we do not deny them the respect and kindred feeling
to which they are entitled.

In concluding, let us acknowledge again our feeble-
ness in this attempted apology. But let us also stress
again our deep sincerity. No effort was made to please
the literary cryptics who may happen to have been
listening in, but an effort was made to plead as well as
possible the case of the bald-headed man. The next
time you kneel behind such an individual in church,
ride behind one in your car, eat beside one in a restau-
rant, or sit behind one in the movies, remember! he is
as venerable and respectable as any of us.

Many an apologist is willing to die in defense of his
cause. Many indeed have done so in the past. If such
should be our lot we have but one request to make;
for although, as a martyr, we die willingly, nevertheless,
we would have known the cause of our death. There-
fore, be not so cruel as to deny us this inscription:

Defensor capitis nudi,
Victima rerum et ludi.

25—e

LIVING

If you have never felt the rain
Beat softly in your face,

Or walked along a country road
In spring when violets bloom

In great blue clouds along the way,
Or slipped between fresh sheets
That smell of cleanliness and soap
And are so smooth and cool
That just their touch relaxes you;
Or if you have not stood before
Great cliffs and felt how small

Is man and insignificant

And yet how blessed by God

To be allowed so full a life;

If you have never heard

Music so sweet the melody

Long lingers in your heart

And catches in your throat sometimes;
If you have never watched

A sunrise, seen a harvest moon,
Smelled roses drenched with dew,
Or if you've missed the happiness
Of bird songs sung at dawn,

If you have been so negligent

Of life that you have missed

All this that God has sent for you
To have and know,
I pity you—your life has not been full.

—RutH DRiscoLr.
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The Old Trunk

® By Syrvia Scorr

You will be surprised at what the old trunk
contains.

SHE mounted the creaking, dusty old stairs to the
attic. Ever since she had been staying at Aunt
Harriet’s house, she had wondered what it was like up
there. This rainy, dreary afternoon while Aunt Harriet
was away was a good time to see. Then, too, she sought
excitement and diversion. Perhaps the old attic held
the solution. Of course, funny Aunt Harriet had said
the musty, dirty attic was no place for a fifteen-year-
old girl, when she had asked about those stairs that led
up into darkness. Said Aunt Harriet, “There’s nothing
up there but an old trunk.” An old trunk . . . the very
thought had sent little tingles up and down her spine.
“What was in it,” she had asked. Said Aunt Harriet,
“Nothing. Now eat your pudding.”

Nothing . . . Aunt Harriet had looked quite mysteri-
ous as she said that “Nothing.” Perhaps . . . perhaps
there was treasure in it—gold coins, pieces of eight,
jewels, or silver. Perhaps . . . perhaps . . . But now she
reached the topmost step.

Yes, there in the dim afternoon light slanting in
from the window she saw it—the mysterious trunk. It
lay right in the center of the floor with the beams of
dusty light acting as a spotlight. It was an old trunk.
The outside seemed to be made of kide with hair still
on parts of it. There were tarnished brass bands going
around the sides, and there were leather handles at
both ends. Two heavy straps were slipped through
brass buckles and an iron key was in the lock. At first
the trunk had appeared to be large, but as she ap-
proached, she saw it was smaller than she had thought.

The air of mystery thickened about her. Her hand
trembled as she stooped to undo the heavy buckled
straps. Perhaps within she would find rare old books,
or papers—perhaps plans for a secret stairway in the
house. At last the straps were unfastened. Now for the
lock. She struggled with the key. It refused to turn in
the rusty lock. Would it never open! Perhaps there
would be old pictures or toys in it—perhaps rare, rich
laces she could have made into trimmings for her
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dresses. At last the lock sprang. All that remained was
to lift the top. She paused. Oh, let there be something
exciting inside! The lid was up . . . she looked in . . .

There in the fading light of afternoon she saw .
just a stack of letters tied with a threadbare blue rib-
bon, and some cloth. It looked like—why it was!—a
dress, a yellowed white satin dress with lace carefully
sewed around the neck and sleeves. Why, it must have
been a wedding dress—Aunt Harriet’s wedding dress!
But Aunt Harriet had never . . .

There was a lump in her throat. She picked up the
one letter not tied in with the bundle. It was dated
1903, and began, “Dear Miss King.” The writing was
crisp and firm. “There is no task more difficult than
to tell a young woman of the untimely death of a dear,
dear friend.”

She read no farther. She laid the letter back, and
carefully folded the satin dress and put it tenderly in
the trunk. She gently lowered the lid. She fastened the
leather straps. There were tears in her eyes. All these
years—and Aunt Harriet had never said a word—had
never had but memories from which to gain her small__
happiness. sl

That night at supper time she was especially kind to
Aunt Harriet. Poor Aunt Harriet-<to have her life so
desolated—to have lost someone she so loved that she
could never marry another, Poor dear old Aunt Har-
riet . . . Said Aunt Harriet, “Since you mentioned the
attic, I guess I'll get up there tomorrow and clean it
good and throw out that old trunk of Cousin Abby’s
with her pen-pal correspondence, and Cousin Lou’s
graduatin’ dress



Come, Travel With Me

® By Prc KyLsTra

Take a trip with the writer out to Seattle and
then by boat on to British Columbia where
you will visit some very lovely gardens at
Vancouver.

I HE other night at a party we talked about gar-
dens. Ever since then I have been thinking of

one of the loveliest gardens that I have ever seen. No,
it is not one of the beautiful, old historical gardens of
Virginia with its three-hundred-year-old English box
wood, and no, it is not an herb and spice garden of
New England. It is instead a very modern garden set
on a bit of land that might have been transplanted
from Mother England herself. It is the famous Butch-
art’s Gardens in Victoria, British Columbia.

Would you like to take a trip and see the gardens
with me? Good! Then put on your imaginative mood
and let’s go. You have been driving for a week or more
and have finally arrived in Seattle. You have five days
to see all and know all about this beautiful country and
you are anxious to start.

Knowing how much you must feel after so much
driving, I suggest we start your sightseeing with a nice
trip on salt water up to Victoria, B. C. We can look
and rest both on this trip, and since we are inland
people I know we will like another chance to try our
sea legs. Sleep well tonight so you will be rested and
ready at 8:30 in the morning.

At last the time is here. We make a dash for our cab
and zip, down Queen Ann Hill toward the water front.
Our taxi drops us at the Canadian Pacific dock and we
get a brief glimpse of the activities going on there. It
smells fishy, doesn’t it? This entire stretch of street,
several miles long and facing the water is called the
“water front.” See the big sign up there, “Port of
Seattle?” But come on, we must hurry. I will buy the
tickets for the boat and the bus ride. Don’t fuss, I am
your hostess. Besides the boat trip is only three dollars
a trip per person and the bus trip is one-fifty. You see,
even poor folks out here can see a lot for four or five
dollars. Isn’t that something?

Up and on the boat. Ah! we're just about the last
ones on. We are the last. It’s nine o’clock and here

come the captain and some other men all decked out
with much gold braid and shiny gold buttons. My,

the captain looks important, doesn’t he? I, at least, am
duly impressed.

There goes the gang plank, some bells and we are
off! Doggone it! At this point I never know whether I
want to stay at this end and watch the water churn or
whether I want to go “up front” and catch the first
salt breeze. What? All right, let’s stand in the middle
by this rail. That’s smart. Why didn’t I think of that?

Look back now. Doesn’t Seattle have an interesting
skyline? And look at Mt. Ranier in the background
the “snow-covered goddess of the heavens.” Quick,
get your camera ready and snap the “Port of Seattle”
sign and the tall building over there. That is the Smith
Tower, the tallest building west of the Mississippi.

Sniff, sniff, umhm, doesn’t that air make you feel
wonderful? Come on, let’s find some good “up-front”
seats on the top deck and relax. Ha! Aren’t you glad
you brought your heavy top coat.

For goodness sake! I thought you were tired. Go
ahead and roam all over the ship; it’s fun. I will let you
poke into things by yourself while I stay here and try
to get more movies of these sea gulls. Don’t you love to
watch them though? See how graceful they are skim-
ming over the water and then soaring up so easily.
Watch them when they bank and turn and wheel
into the wind. See how they pull their feet up! Re-
tractable landing gear, sure enough!

Here you are again. What are you muttering? A
small ship? You thought it would be larger? Say,
listen, this is the S.S. Princess Marguerite, the boat
that King George and Queen Mary used on their trip
to Vancouver and Victoria, and if it’s good enough
for them it is good enough for you. So there!

Luncheon is over; it won’t be long now. We dock at

Victoria at one. Let’s get up to the front as we come
in so you can see the beautiful ivy-covered Empress
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hotel, the pride of Victoria. It is cool and quiet look-
ing. Very English. There to your right is the Parlia-
ment Building with Queen Victoria’s statue on the
emerald green lawn.

Now we are docking. I like the noise and com-
motion, don’t you? Follow me, up this way, through
this shed-like affair, now down the ramp and to our
bus. T hope we get good seats. Don’t take those over
the wheels. Those buses jolt your liver loose. Good!
Now we can watch the others scramble. Here comes
our driver. I bet that’s his breakfast egg on his vest.
Oh well, he has a jolly good looking Irish face. He will
most probably crack jokes every other minute.

Now we are starting to the gardens. We drive
through the heart of the town and we get to see a lot
for our money. Past the Parliament Buildings, past the
Empress hotel. Did you notice the hanging flower
baskets on all the street light standards? It is a nice
custom, isn’t it? It makes the town look like it is
celebrating May Day every day in the year.

Victoria has many churches of all denominations.
Look up that street at the big Hudson Bay Co. It is a
nice modern looking building, isn’t it? Now, out past
some homes, small and neat, with beautiful lawn and
flowers. Watch this side, for we will soon pass a large
“monkey tree.” Here, here it is. Odd thing, isn’t it? Its
branches all look like upcurved monkey tails. They are
covered with stiff, slick needles like pine needles. They
say it is the only tree a monkey cannot climb.

About ten more miles through the woods and the
hills—bump— (nice roads, nice and bumpy) and we
will be at the entrance to the world famous Butchart’s
Gardens. On the way let me tell you something about
these gardens. The story is as interesting as the gardens
themselves. Mr. Butchart used to be in the gravel and
cement business. In the course of years and with good
business acumen he made a fortune, but in making
the fortune he also made a huge and barren gravel pit.
Mrs. Butchart, who likes flowers, prevailed upon her
husband to let her try her hand at reclaiming this scar-
red spot of land.She had tons of good earth moved here
and she put the earth over the cold gray rocks. She filled
in some of the low places, drained the wettest parts,
made natural-looking pools in other parts, built bridges

across the little streams and started planting trees,
ferns, flowers, and grass. Slowly but surely this once
hideous hole began to look as she had hoped it would
look, a place of unbelievable beauty.

Their huge home is at the entrance to the gardens.
Yes, they live here most of the year. They are old now
and content to stay here surrounded by the beauty
they created. The nicest feature, I think, is that the
gardens are free and open to the public the entire year.
They, the owners, make no profit from the gardens.
They keep fifteen or more gardeners busy all the time,
starting seedlings, changing the flowers in the beds
according to the season of the bloom, pruning, cutting,
planting.

Here we are. Now I shall let you follow the guide.
Stay close to him and listen to all he tells you about
the different sections.

It is a riot of color and a mass of bloom, isn’t it?
Each turn brings you to something new, each lane
offers a vista of color and grace, each path leads across
from one bed of flowering beauty to another equally
lovely. We go on past the sculptured beauty of the
formal Italian garden into weird and stunted growth of
the Japanese gardens. Let’s walk across these stepping
stones, across the high arched wooden bridge; bend
over here to walk under this drooping willow tree and
heavy wisteria vine. Now, up into the rose garden. Did
you ever see such gorgeous roses? The climate here,
which averages about eighty degrees the year round, is
perfect for all these flowers. You have a feeling each
flower is so gloriously happy to be alive it turns its
head up and opens its petals wide to thank God just
for being.

Look up! It makes you realize how far down we are.
Can you believe that under the moss, the vines and
rambler roses there is a wall of brownish-gray rock. It is
hard to believe, isn’t it? Back and up through this path-
way now, past the beds of bronze and golden snap-
dragons, up these steep rock stairs, careful! Let’s turn
and look down over it all. Yes it makes you catch your
breath. It is a veritable fairyland. Shall I let you stay
here for a while? I know now that you agree with me
that it is one of the loveliest gardens in the world.

LR N
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He wished he could forget to think

That his chain of life could lose a link.
He felt his courage slowly shrink

And heavily his heart began to sink

But he chased the tears back with a wink.
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A year of learning how to die—

To kill, too, thought he, asking, “Why?”

He wondered whether he would cry.

But jauntily waving, hand held high

With resolute eye, he said, “Goodbye!”
—JANE BorinG.




An Engineer’s Reply

® By BoB SCHWELLER

No comment needed.
Read it yourself,

ABOUT once a year an article “cussing” and dis-
cussing the shortcomings of the U. D. engineer

finds its way into this publication. And always in the
subsequent issue a reprisal appears just to prove that
we do take time out once in a while to find out what
others think of us. This particular time the principal
peeve irking one of our co-eds is the engineer and his
social responsibilities especially to the fairer sex. But
in reality it goes back even farther than that. There are
a lot of things to be said and now’s as good a time to
say them as any.

To begin with the main reason we came to the
University of Dayton is to become an engineer and
by that I mean a good one. After all it would be fool-
ish to put in all this time, grief, and effort if we didn’t
want to be good. You people in other branches and
departments of this university keep telling us that the
main object of a college education is to learn how to
live with, and get along with other people. In the de-
partments of business, the fine arts, medicine, law,
education, and even to some extent in engineering I'll
grant that this is true. But as an engineer sooner or
later (probably sooner) we're going to be called upon
to show exactly how much we know about the things
we've studied for four years. At times like that we
can’t depend on our personality plus and a tooth paste
ad smile to pull us through. Either we know or we
don’t. And nobody can tell me (quite a few have tried)
that someone who hasn’t accumulated what he should
have in college can talk his way into a job over the
man who knows his engineering. You see, in the long
run they don’t pay engineers to win friends, look
pretty, and make mistakes they try to talk their way
out of; they pay them to produce. And if they didn’t,
I fear we'd still be pulling wagons with square wheels
and swimming across rivers.

That’s the real reason behind an engineer’s social
hibernation. He’s taking a tough course and has to put
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in his time to get results. Contrary to general opinion
most of us aren’t mental supermen and instead of the
conceded ninety percent brains and ten percent hard
work its just a reverse procedure.

We've been horribly accused with regard to this sub-
ject of dates. According to the last issue, if some co-ed
is so fortunate as to get a date she is thoroughly bored
throughout the evening by discussions of everything
from the LL3 scale of log duplex decitrig to the Carnot
efficiency of the steam turbine. Well, perhaps we won-
der how any one could possibly retain consciousness if
he had to sit in four or five lectures a day on such dry
matter as English poetry or the history of the novel.
Personally I'd go slowly crazy.

Surely we laugh at the thought of a TERM paper.
You know why? We do three a week, only we call
them lab reports and we talk about them in terms of
pages not words. Surely we smoke pipes. That’s a matter
of choice. You're lucky we don’t chew. Surely we study
mathematics and I'd suggest you learn how to spell it
before you criticize it.

As for those yawns provoked by our conversation it
might do us all some good to listen to the words of
Henry Ford who attributed his success to the fact that
he never allowed himself to be bored. Once his train
was delayed and he spent a solid hour talking to a
hobo seated beside the tracks. And even he learned
something.

It’s true that the engineers aren’t the leaders in every
field of extra-curricular activities but I defy anyone to
say that they aren’t well represented in the majority
of them.

Yours, waiting for an answer, and please sign your
name next time so we’ll know whom to look daggers at,
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Materialism

This nation is engaged in a struggle in which her
very existence is threatened. We may logically ask what
she is combating. The answer is simple and is known
to all of us. It is the totalitarian type of government
based on materialism. Note well the second part of this
statement for we want to say something about it.

“Materialism is the doctrine that explains the uni-
verse in terms of matter and motion. It is opposed
both to natural realism and to idealism. This doctrine
has been especially influential during the third quarter
of the nineteenth century in Germany. In English
thought materialism has been more influential from
Hobbs to the present time.” (Home and School Refer-
ence Work, Vol. IV, P. 1798.)

Since the beginning of the twentieth century the
trend of thought in the United States has been to-
wards this false idea. The growth of materialism in this
country has been in almost direct proportion to the
growth of industry. Wealth is becoming more con-
centrated in a fewer hands. Business ethics have be-
come crooked and in many cases have disappeared alto-
gether. The worker has not been quiet in this race for
wealth. Strikes have increased yearly. All this to affect
an increase in income. It is not the end, but the means
to that end that we deprecate.

In 1940 a book, Capitalism the Creator, was pub-
lished, that has found many advocates. It is a presenta-
tion of view of the modern materialist. Unintentionally
it corroborates the statement that we have previously
made as to the concentration of capital. An ordinary
person with an ordinary amount of respect for his fel-
low beings could not however accept its fundamental
postulate.

There is a simpler remedy at our disposal to correct

this condition. Legislation may be able to accomplish-

it, but only if public opinion be favorable. If public
opinion can be changed then legislation will be un-
necessary. The latter is the more logical avenue of
approach. Respect for the rights of others and fair
dealings with others will gradually change the points of
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view of these grasping men. It will be a lengthy task,
for we cannot destroy in a day, what has taken genera-
tions to develop. With this change in social philosophy
will come a better America, both for ourselves and the
future generations.

M. J.D.
PERN

The Retreat

The retreat is now officially over. We must not per-
mit it to be said that we have forgotten it already. In
times such as we are experiencing today, it would prove
of value to each of us to stop and reflect on the prin-
ciples that the retreat masters have outlined for us. In
no other way can we find peace and contentment in
the tumult of this war-torn world.

All men are seeking for happiness and to many
people happiness does not seem to be around the
corner with the prospects of the war lasting a number
of years. But we can have peace in our hearts even in
times like these if we remember the truths repeated to
us at the retreat conference. In particular we know that
the truth was repeated that man is not only animal
but that he is rational and has a spiritual side to his
nature. This soul of man reflects and knows that there
is a Providence in the world who directs and guides the
affairs of men. In the quiet of the retreat we felt the
meaning of this truth, and we came to realize that to
those who trust in this Providence all things will work
out for the best in the end. Let us have trust and
cling to the spiritual truths that will be our only cause
of hope in this day and age.
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The Team

The students of the University of Dayton have
something of which they may be justly proud. The
football team of this year is of high caliber and other
schools would give much to have such material avail-
able. Is a well-coached team made up of this material all
that is needed to produce a consistent winner? It is not.




A nationally known prognosticator bears out what
had been evident for several years, that the Ohio col-
lege group is the toughest small group in the land. This
is the group we must defeat. Each game we play is the
most important of the season for most of the opposing
teams. When a team aims at a single game it can
often rise to otherwise impossible heights. At such time
it takes an inspired team to meet the other inspired
team. The job we have to do is to build and maintain
in the team a spirit of confidence in the student body,
and let them know that we want them to win.

Have we done our job well so far? Any one who
attended the three home games can see we have not. In
only one of the games was the cheering close to par
and in the other two games it was anemic and sporadic.
The attendance at the rallies is increasing, but there is
still room for improvement. Come to the rallies and
cheer at the games so the team will know we mean
it when we say: “Good luck, Flyers, we're with you all
the way.”
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The Student Council

One of the finest tests for measuring the true value
of a campus organization lies in the amount of service
rendered by that organization to other causes and
persons outside its membership. Is it merely a social
group, working only for the enjoyment and betterment
of its own members, or does it spread its influence and
benefits over the entire campus for the betterment of
the student body and the university?

One organization that must, by its very nature, fall
into this latter category is the Student Council. It is by
far the most important group on the campus and every
real student should understand it and take an active in-
terest in its workings.

The Council was organized for the purpose of co-
ordinating campus activities and serving as a connect-
ing link between the administration and the student
body. It is a one hundred percent service group, in that
all its efforts are directed toward aiding other groups
and the student body. Most important of all, the
Council is not merely an advisory group, but has
actual authority, and this authority is recognized by the
administration. The Council has the right to sanction
the social functions of other organizations, and no
function can be held without this sanction. Thus
dances and other social events are kept properly spaced.
It also has the power to supervise all class elections, or
elections of the student body in general. Another bene-
fit is a small loan fund, held by the Council, for the
purpose of aiding organizations which may find them-
selves temporarily “embarassed.”

The Student Council, as the name implies, is truly
a representative organization. Its members are elected
from the student body by the classes themselves. It
would be unfair to speak of the Council without men-
tioning the high caliber of its members. They represent
the highest type of students, and it is due to this fact
that the Council is able to operate so smoothly and
efficiently.

—CLARK AsH.
e5—ge
Monsignor Sheen

On Sunday afternoon, October 23, at the National
Cash Register Auditorium, Monsignor Fulton J. Sheen,
of the Catholic University of America, will lecture on
the subject: “The Crisis of Christendom.” We strongly
urge the students of the University of Dayton to attend
this lecture.

Today we need some very straight thinking and we
can think straight only if we follow the principles of
Christianity as we will hear them in this lecture.
America today needs more than bullets and bayonets.
America needs certain guiding principles that will
carry us on through the war to victory and to a peace
that will bring happiness to mankind. The principles
of justice and charity and sacrifice are necessary as a
rock bottom for the winning of the war and for build-
ing a real peace. Monsignor Sheen has lectured for a
number of years to the people of the country on a
nation wide hook up and the basic principles of his
talks have been justice and charity and sacrifice and
trust in God and the following of His law.

Only the principles of Christianity can save the
world from anarchy and nothing else. We will see you
at the N. C. R. on Sunday afternoon, October 2.

M. J. D.
LR

Your Opportunity

Do you know that students from about one hun-
dred and eighty high schools are represented here at
the University of Dayton? And the schools range from
New York to Honolulu. We often hear about the boy
from the small town being provincial, but I don’t think
that is the case today with the radio and other means
of communication so convenient. Meeting students
from such various sections of the United States should
do very much to give us a more cosmopolitan view of
life. This is our advantage. I wonder if we make use of
the opportunity of exchanging ideas with the folks
from the big towns and the small towns.

—M. J. D.

Page thirteen



M ..

L |

onten

WOMEN'’S EDITOR . . . ApeLE KropF

JOINT ENTERPRISE

From reading an ordinary text of American history,
one almost concludes that the drama of American
development had an all male cast. Yes, there are a few
lines devoted to Ann Hutcheson and perhaps a para-
graph or two about Harriet Beecher Stowe’s novel, but
the few women mentioned are soon forgotten or seem
unimportant when viewed beside generals and states-
men.

However, don’t imagine that this country is some-
thing man-made without benefit of female assistance.
Ever since a queen offered to sell her jewels so that a
man might still sail to India, women have been helping
to build this nation.

Of course one can see the contributions to national
life that women are making now in defense activities.
In the past they didn’t don overalls and handle a
wrench, but many a woman grasped the plow with
strong, sun-bronzed fingers, and patiently and skilfully
manufactured the homespun which kept one warm.

Women’s part in building America, however, is not
confined to industry and home making. We thumb our
histories and see a chapter written on the Lewis and
Clark expedition. Lewis and Clark were courageous; so
was Sackajawea (The Bird Woman), who guided
them. At the risk of her life she saved their reports and
records. She used her influence with the Indians to
prevent them from being killed.

Freedom of speech which we so dearly cherish was
advocated by Ann Hutcheson way back in Colonial
days. Her views affected the levying of taxes, and the
election of magistrates.

Eliza fiercely clutching her babe, as she crossed the
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Ohio on ice floes, the tragic life of old Prue, and Uncle
Tom being beaten to death aroused the public more
than the writings of William Lloyd Garrison could ever
have done. Harriet Beecher Stowe’s Uncle Tom’s

Cabin was one of the main factors which precipitated
the Civil War.

While men were trying to destroy each other Clara
Barton was busy nursing them back to health. She it
was who re-organized the American Red Cross, which
is one of the greatest forces for humanity.

I could go on and mention educators like Catherine
Beecher, poet<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>