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HERE'S ANOTHER WAY to give
hours—days—of Camel’s milder,

tastier smoking pleasure—the

Camel Holiday House containing

four boxes of the popular flat fifties
{200 cigarettes}. This gay gift package
{below), with space for your l
Christmas message, makes any

other wrapping unnecessary.

Yours for a
good Christmas_

and the very best
in smoking pleasure

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

TO MILLIONS of smm

many of your friends, Christmas isn’t +
quite complete without a gift £
of Camels. Make it complete with
a carton {/eft}—the famous Camel

of 20’s that says “Merry Christmas”

Christmas Carton of 10 packs %
£

in every flavorful puff. It’s ready

to give, handsomely packaged, thh £

space for your holiday greeting.

i D
\

HE’LL BE PROUD to receive,
you’ll be proud to present this
Christmas-packaged pound

®
canister of mild, tasty, cooler- §
&

burning Prince Albert Smoking
Tobacco {below}. The National
Joy Smoke always gets a joyous
welcome—so rich-looking in
its Christmas jacket—richer-

1&Sing in his pipe!

MELS. It’s fun to give Camels for Christ-
mas because you know your gift will be so
genuinely welcome—doubly welcome to those
lads of yours in the service...over here—or
over there. For cigarettes are their favorite gift
—Camel, their favorite cigarette. Remember
all your friends this Christmas with Camels.

PRINCE ALBERT. Give him Prince Albert if
he smokes a pipe. Give him the big pound of
P. A. that spells smoking joy far into the
New Year. Whether he’s at camp, at sea, or
at home, he’ll welcome the National Joy
Smoke. For mild, cool, tasty smoking, there’s
no other tobacco quite like Prince Albert.

-
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VIGIL

Let me kneel beside you, Mother,
That I may wonder tco how He
Of me should such a Lover be

And, by His lowly birth, my Brother.

—THOMAS STANLEY.
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Uhristmas Cross Sertinn

In kaleidoscopic fashion we move with the
writer across the globe and witness scenes varied
and moving on Christmas Day. Tragedy and
grief and love mingle in a medley that you
must not miss.

I HE CLOCK on the dressing-table showed 1:40.

Through the drawn curtains of the New York
apartment bedroom the winter sun forced its dim way.
The paunchy bulk of Wallace B. Pickering, man
about town, twisted under the bedclothes; his head
burrowed deeper into the pillows.

“No use,” he muttered, “can’t sleep any more.”
He sat up, his thin black hair wildly mussed, eyes
still screwed shut.

“Wow, what a head!” He pressed his fists hard
against his temples and groaned. “These Christmas
Eve parties—boy, what a hangover!” Another groan,
a shake of his head, his left eye opened slowly and
peered at the clock.

“Huh, P. M. already. Nothing to do for today.
It’s all over.” The right eyelids forced themselves
apart.

“Some party. Christmas comes but once a year, but
when it comes it brings good cheer. And how! But
what a hangover!” He shook his head again!. “Oh,
well, can’t stay here all day.” He twisted over to the
edge of the bed, let his feet down to the floor.

“Boy, what a head,” he murmured again. “Where’s
that Bromo-Seltzer?”

% x* * *

The heat of the South Sea noon lay heavy over the
tangled undergrowth along the curving beach. On a
jutting promontory overlooking the half-moon of gleam-
ing sand the sun flashed from the lenses of a pair of
powerful binoculars.

® By Paur. CHERRIER

“See anything, Sarge?” queried a khaki-clad soldier
sitting beside a machine-gun in the shadow of an out-
cropping.

“Huh? No, nothin’ yet. But they’re comin’ . . . But
they won’t get us flatfooted.”

“Yeah. Lucky that patrol plane spotted them and
sent word.”

The sergeant turned to his companion. “But we're
in for a fight, Joe, if they try to land here.”

Joe’s eyes narrowed, his lean hard fingers tightened
over the gun barrel. “Yeah, I know. But we’ll show
‘em what we're worth.”

Both men fell silent, watching the rest of the troops
as they prepared for the attack. Orders were being
barked, groups hurried about, machine-gun emplace-
ments were set up. A quiet tenseness gripped the
whole camp. There was only one place where a Jap
landing force could attack, and that was the gleam-
ing circlet of sand before them. But they were only
a few to defend it—pitifully few. And the attacking
force had been reported large.

Joe turned to look at the sergeant. The sergeant
returned the glance; their eyes met and held. Then a
wry smile twisted one corner of Joe’s mouth.

“Are you thinkin’ what I am, Sarge?”

The sergeant grinned. “Yeah, I am. This is sure
some way to spend Christmas.”

* * * x*

The little house on the Rue Lachaise was cold and
bare; death was entering it, and it seemed already a
tomb. In a dim room which a diminutive stove was
attempting ineffectually to heat, Pierre LaVallie
heard faintly through the mist that was settling on
his senses the thudding march of the regiment of Nazi
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troopers through the narrow cobbled street. It seemed
to fan the dying spark within him. He opened his
eves, fastened them on the drawn white face of his
young wife beside his bed, then twisted his head side-
ways to see the two children huddled near the stove.
Fiveyear-old Michel was staring at him, his blue eyes
wide with dread of what he could not understand.
Little Adele, not yet three, only shivered and whimp-
ered from the cold and hunger.

“Marie . . .” A hoarse whisper came from the lips of
the sufferer on the bed. The white face of the watcher
leaned closer. “Marie, I am going now.” The woman
caught her breath with a spasm of pain, and covered
her face with her hands.

“Yes, Marie, I can’t . . . live . . . longer. But now,

. what will vou do? Listen.”—The woman’s hands
fell from her face as she bent closer—“Listen . . . when
I am dead . . . bury me secretly . . . Don’t let them
know .. . I am dead. Then you can keep . . . my
ration card . . . longer . . . get more for the children . . .
a little more.” He seemed to sink back—his whis-
per was more hoarse and indistinct—his mouth quiv-
ered. “Today is . . . Christmas . . . my food card . . .
my Christmas. . . my Christmas gift . . . for . . . you.”
He choked; his face twisted. Then something seemed
to snap inside him—a breath, a gasp, and he was dead.
The low aching sobs of the figure beside the bed
mingled with the whimpering plaint of the hungry
child and the pound of heavy boots in the street
outside.

x* * * x*

There were only three men in Cell 4, Section F of
the Strohstein prison. Two of them, one young, blond
and stocky, the other taller, lean and dark, were
talking in low tones in one corner. The third, an al-
most gigantic hulking figure of a man, with sparse
iron-grey hair, craggy face, and huge tough hands,
sat stoop-shouldered in the opposite corner, staring at
the floor.

The youngest prisoner spoke in a barely audible
voice, with a shift of his eyes toward the brooding
figure in the other corner. “What’s the matter with
him? He hasn’t said a word since I was put in here
yesterday.”

His companion’s thin lips twisted wryly. “I think
heis ... well .. .”"—he tapped his forehead meaningly.
“No, don’t scare yourself,” he went on, as the other
started. “It’s useless. I've been here longer than you
have. T've seen it before. Some people can’t stand it

and he’s been here a long time. Just cracked, that’s
all. Couldn’t stand the strain.”
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The young man swallowed hard. “But, you think
.. .7 he broke off. A guard had stopped outside the
cell; the door swung open.

“Up, you swine!” They understood. It was time
for the twenty-minute shuffle around the prison yard,
the only breath of fresh air they received during
the day. They stepped out into the line that was
forming. The young prisoner from Cell 4 felt his
big cellmate behind him.

“Forward!” The line shuffled out into the bleak
yard.

A guard’s whip lashed out at the head of the column.
“Step lively,” his voice rasped sardonically, “today is
a great day. Today is Christmas.”

The young prisoner heard a thick mutter at his back.
“Weihnachten . . . Christmas.” Some mumblings
followed. He shuddered as he heard what sounded
like a funeral dirge sung by the man behind him al-
most inaudibly. Then he could make out the words
—it was a Christmas song, sung in a heavy, agonized
tempo! And the man sang more zudibly . . . slowly
. . . painfully:

“Ihr Kinderlein kommet,
Oh kommet doch all’,
Zur Krippe her . . ”

“Halt!” the command lashed out. The shuffling
stopped. In the clear cold silence the song moaned
over the close-packed line of men.

“Silence!” the guard roared. The prisoner sang on.
The guard’s whip slashed across the man’s face. There
was a jerk in the dirgelike melody, but it did not
stop. Again the whip came down. One of the sing-
er’s huge hands grabbed with amazing speed, clutched
the lash. The guard jerked, the whip-handle tore from
his grasp. Lumberingly, menacingly, the huge prisoner,
still singing, stepped from the line and raised his fist
still gripping the lash. The guard stumbled back-
wards two hurried steps—fumbled at his holster—fired
once, twice, three times. With a choking grunt the
prisoner crumpled forward. Twice more the guard
fired into the prostrate body. Then he sneered.

“Now sing your Christmas songs, swine.” He shoved
the gun back into the holster; turned to the file of
prisoners.

“March!”
Slowly the ragged line shuffled past the brown hulk

sprawled on the spattered dirt.
(Continued on page 24)



Santa Will Come

® By ApeLe Kropr

Read this story and be happy with the O’Hal-
loran children on Christmas Eve.

M OLLY O’HALLORAN, busily scrubbing the

floor, didn’t hear her husband, Tim, stealth-
ily open the kitchen door and steal up behind her.
Suddenly she felt a pair of big, warm hands cover her
eyes, and as she cried, “Tim!” they lifted her up to
receive a hearty kiss.

“Molly, my love, I have got a job in the factory.
This year the kids are going to have a real Christmas. I
can save about fifty dollars by the week before Christ-
mas, and they can have anything they want—almost.”

“Oh, Tim, that’s wonderful! I'm so glad! Last year
you lost your job, and we couldn’t get anything for
them, but now we can keep our promise that Santa
Claus will visit them this year.”

The front door of the little cottage slammed, and
four pairs of merry feet tramped out to the kitchen.
Their owners ranged in age from seven to two. In
spite of the hard times, the O’Halloran children had
managed to stay healthy and plump, and full of
vitality, as Molly could only too well tell you. As she
pulled leggings off plump legs, and removed hats and
coats from her offspring, she said with an air of mystery
that they could write their letters to Santa Claus any
day now, because he had just sent them word that he
would visit them. Four shrill voices rose in such a
clamor that Molly and Tim looked hastily to sec if
the windows were all closed so the neighbors wouldn’t
hear.

The next week or so was occupied in deciding just
what each one wanted from jolly, old St. Nick. Of
course, the baby didn’t know exactly what it was all
about, but she contributed to the general state of
hilarity. Drums and blocks were first thought of, and
afterwards discarded in favor of dolls, trains, soldiers,
and teddy bears. Then the dolls and soldiers found
themselves once more at the peak of popularity, but
were closely seconded by other favorite childhood toys.
The final drafts of the letters looked as if the children
had gone through the toy section of a Sears-Roebuck
catalogue page by page, and had listed everything found
there.

Baby Mary’s red curls bobbed with excitement at
the very mention of anything connected with Christ-
mas. She prayed every night that “Dod would make
her a dood ’ittle dirl” so that Santa Claus would be

sure to leave her a big, “bwown” teddy bear on
Christmas.

The children were little saints for the remaining
two weeks. They were eager to help Mother do the
dishes, and run on errands for her, and Michael, the
seven-year-old who went to school, rushed home every
afternoon so that he wouldn’t be left out.

And then it happened! Two nights before Christmas,
the boss at the factory paid their salaries so that the
men could use them to buy their Christmas gifts. As
Tim O’Halloran was walking jauntily home, a menacing
figure stepped up to him from behind a tree, and, at
the point of a gun, robbed him of his hard-earned
wages, his children’s Christmas. As the thief fled down
the dark, deserted street, Tim, his shoulders sagging,
continued on his way home.

When Molly opened the door, he drew her into
their room to tell her his story. She had already guessed
that there was something wrong from the look on his
face, but her own grief and disappointment at the
news was almost more than she could bear. She threw
her arms around her husband to console him, but
instead fell weeping into his arms. After a time, he
told her he was going out, because he couldn’t hide his
sorrow from the children as well as she could. She let
him go with the promise that he weuld return as soon
as the children were in bed. He took some money from
their dresser to buy himself something to eat and left.

Four hours later he had not returned, and Molly,
curled up in his favorite chair, anxiously awaited his
arrival. The children, more excited than ever, had been
harder to get to bed than usual, but the house was
now quiet. She tried to read a book, but didn’t suc-
ceed. Just as she was getting up to look out of the win-
dow for him, she heard his step on the little porch. She
ran to the door and threw it open.

“Darling, I'm so glad . . . ,” her voice broke off in
bewilderment as she saw her husband laden down with
packages, wrapped in gay holiday spirit.

“How on earth . . . ? Where did you get them?” Tim
laughed at his wife’s stupefaction as he carefully placed
his bundles on the table.

“Well, you see, my dear,” he said, “I went to a
movie, and—it was Bank Night!”
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Star Of Bethlehem

® By Danier E. Suarpe

Did you ever consider the Star of Bethlehem
from the angle of astronomy? The writer of
this article opens new vistas for our readers
about the Christmas Star.

EACH Christmas the story of Christ’s birth is

renewed to us in fables and in fact. The Jews
first heard of it when the Magi threw Jerusalem into
confusion with their question, “Where is the newly
born king of the Jews?” For they had seen his star in
the East and had come to worship Him. Herod called
them together secretly to learn from them when the
star appeared. And after they left the king “the star
that they had seen in the East went before them, until
it came and stood over the place where the child was.”

Now, the Magi were priests from the country south-
east of the Caspian Sea. The belonged to a priestly
caste, once great, but which had fallen. Zoroaster re-
stored it to its former dignity. The members of this
zealous priesthood were astrologers as well as sacrificers
and mediators with the gods. Their great leader
Zoroaster had foretold the advent of the Messiah; they
were also familiar with the Jewish expectations.

It is these Wise Men, and Herod, and especially the
Infant and His Holy parents Mary and Joseph we think
about each Christmas. In our musings we think too of
the Star the Magi saw. What was that Star, we ask our-
selves, that God used to announce to pagans the birth
of His Son? And each Christmas we lock up to the
sky, to see if the Star is still there.

Two thousand years ago we would well expect people
to stare in wonderment at a star they could see during
the day. Yet, there are many people today who, when
they see a star shining after the sun has risen, stop to
wonder, and ask what it means. Astronomers say that
star is a planet, a heavenly body like our own world.
Its name is Venus, and, except for the sun and moon,
it is the brightest body in the heavens. Why couldn’t
it have been the Star the Wise Men saw? It is ex-
tremely brilliant, fifteen times brighter than Sirius, the
brightest star known to man. Its bright phases, as morn-
ing or evening star, occur about every nineteen months.
We seldom see it in all its beauty in our latitudes, but
in a sub-tropical country such as Palestine it attracts
much attention. In such regions it can throw a dis-
tinguishable shadow, and can leave its reflection on
water alongside that of the moon.
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When they came to Jerusalem the Magi said they
saw the Star of the Messiah in the east. We might
ask how the Magi from the East could be led by a star
in the East. But the Magi probably travelled along the
Midian highway, which, in order to avoid the hills
just east of the holy city, swung almost to the Medi-
terranean, and entered Jerusalem from the west. Thus
they would see the Star in the East, over the place
where the Christ-child lay, and coming away from
Herod’s palace, would be led by it to Bethlehem.

All do not agree that Venus was the Star of Christ-
mas. It shines for only a few hours of each day, even
though it is bright enough at times to be seen in
broad daylight.

A grand spectacle took place in the skies in 1604.
Johann Kepler, who relates it to us, watched the
planets Jupiter and Saturn draw very close to each
other in December of 1603 in the sign of the Fishes.
He watched them separate, and saw them return in
spring. Then Mars joined them to form a very close
triangle, close enough, said one astronomer, to appear
as a single star. Kepler found out that this rare phe-
nomenon occurred approximately every S8oo years, and
that a like occurrence in 6 B.C. could have started the
Magi on their thousand-mile journey. In the fall of
1604 Kepler discovered a Nova, or new star, and added
this to his speculation of the Star of Bethlehem. Henry
Van Dyke in “The Story of the Other Wise Man”
made this the sign for which they waited.

There is one thing that disturbs us here. We cannot
determine exactly the year in which Christ was born.
According to the calendar drawn up by the monk
Dionysius, Herod died in 4 B.C. It is pretty generally




agreed that Christ was born within seven years before
that date, but we are unable to put our finger on the
right year. This gives cach of us a chance to do some
guessing of our own, and our conclusions will hold as
much as those of our neighbor.

The Jewish people looked for a heavenly event to
announce the birth of the Messiah because of a
rabbinical commentary on Daniel. Abarbanel said a
conjunction of Jupitur and Saturn would precede the
birth of the Redeemer, and that the planets would
meet in Pisces, the sign of the Iiishes. When Mars
joined the conjunction it surely attracted the attention
of the Wise Men. They looked for two stars. Imagine
their surprise when they saw three! They knew enough
of the movements of the heavens not to be affected by
the planets, but never before had thy seen three so
close together. With their knowledge of the Jewish
traditions, and remembering the prediction of Zoroas-
ter, they could easily have taken the heavenly event
as the sign long looked for.

The Gospels hardly give us any information about
the Star that led the Wise Men. The Gospels were
not written to explain events scientifically, so we can-
not know just what the Bethlehem Star was. Neither
is there very much in the writings of contemporaries of
the time to witness to this great event. One record
from China has come down to us stating that a comet

was seen for seventy days in 4 B.C., from February to
April. This fairly well authenticated document leads us
to the guess that it might have been a comet the Magi
saw and followed. A comet ordinarily stays for a long
time and can be seen by large groups of people. The
great Halley comet is known to appear periodically, and
if following in its ordinary course, would have appeared
about 11 B.C.

There are still others who think the unknown star
was a meteor. I do not think that is a tenable theory.
Meteors are certainly bright bodies, but because they
can be seen only within a hundred miles from the
earth they would be blocked off from the view of more
distant places. Again, meteors have too short an exist-
ence in that luminous state.

But just what was the Star of Bethlehem? No one
knows; we can only conjecture. There are those who
believe only the Wise Men saw it to fulfill the
prophecy of Zoroaster. In this matter it should be noted
that they “saw” the star just when Christ was born,
which was quite a coincidence.

Each of us is free to think as we please concerning
this Star of the Magi. However, knowing that “God’s
way with men is to take men’s way” any version we
choose should serve to give glory to God and increase
our faith.

LN

ADVENT

Now in the night the hushed world waits - -
Beat softly, my heart, He comes.

Now has the small bird stilled his note - -
Be silent, my tongue, He comes.

Now walks the moon on silent feet - -
Go gently, my feet, He comes.

Now do the prophets yearn and pray - -
Hearken, my ears, He comes.

Now does the humble Mary wait - -
Be little, my soul, He comes.

Soon will the Day-Star gild the East - -
Behold Him, my eyes, He comes!

—S1sTER MaArYy Davip, S. N. D. de N.
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Bright Christmas

® By Berry MavyL

Looking back through the years the writer
finds many bright Christmases. How about
the one of 1942? Faith and hope in God and
our fellow men, she tells us, can make this a
bright Christmas also.

g I’M dreaming of a bright Christmas, just like the

ones we used to know,” to paraphrase the words
of the well-known song. And what kind of Christmas
do all of us dream of? Well, to go back about ten or
twelve years, don’t you often think of your last “Santa
Claus” Christmas? Remember the Christmases before
you heard that there might not be a “Santy Claus,”
and recall how about a month before you were espe-
cially good? And at this particular Christmas ten or
twelve years ago didn’t someone tell you that there
was no “Santy Claus,” and weren’t you shocked, sur-
prised, afraid, disillusioned? You went home and cried
but you didn’t let mother see you—you would wait and
see. The night before Christmas you determined to
stay awake to find out for certain whether Santy came
or not. But you fell asleep nevertheless, and next morn-
ing sure enough Santy—or someone—hadn’t forgotten
you, even though you had been naughty once or twice
that month. Yes, you got your big doll with the long
curls, or your little red wagon to divert your mind from
inquiry as to where they came from.

The next year you had no doubts about old St. Nick
so it wasn’t so much fun on Christmas. Still you re-
ceived that bicycle or those roller skates and became
very engrossed in them. And then there was the
Christmas you received your first electric train, and
because you were “too little” Daddy ran it for you,
or you were given your real, little iron so that you
could help mother with the ironing, at least of your
own handkerchiefs.

And on Christmas you usually went to Grand-
mother’s house for a big family dinner. All the aunts,
uncles, and cousins were there and you ate turkey and
dressing, and mince meat or pumpkin pie till you
could hardly move. Some Christmases it snowed.
Everyone was more in the Christmas spirit on these
“White Christmases.” If you received a sled and were
near even a slight incline all the cousins, brothers, and
sisters would take turns on your sled, and you were
glad to share it—for a while. But then you were even
gladder to sece them go, so as to have it all for yourself.
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Then there was your first adult Christmas when
your presents consisted no more of toys, but of clothes,
books, money, and candy, and novelties to be put in
your own room. You were growing up, and, while you
still went to Grandma’s, you felt like you would rather
be with those of your own age than be under close
scrutiny by the relatives. Not all of them came now
but those who did also saw that you were growing up.
They asked embarrassing questions about boy friends
or girl friends, and marks in school. Maybe too, your
voice was starting to change and you were afraid to
talk, or perhaps they noticed that you were wearing
heels about an inch high instead of those flat “baby”
ones.

All at once you were in high school and Christmas
presents had to be bought for others out of the money
saved from your allowance. How many times did you
walk home to save carfare and then, after all that sav-
ing, you still had to ask Mom for money to see you
through? The great event this Christmas was being
allowed to go to midnight mass for the first time. You
were sleepy but you stayed awake somehow.

In the senior year there were many Christmas parties
to attend. Your friends entertained you, and you had
them over to your house. The family still had their big
gathering, and you no longer felt self-conscious but
even felt free to join in the adult conversation
frequently.

Then came college, and you got a portable victrola
and some “smooth” records for Christmas. The family
dinner was at your house. All the relatives gathered to
ask about college. The dinner was still turkey and
dressing, and now you took coffee with your pie—
even a second cup. Maybe you went to a party or a
dance Christmas night with your cousins who were
visiting from far away, and you all had a wonderful
time.




But Christmas 1941—18 days after Pearl Harbor—
the family was not so large now. One cousin had gone
to the army, another was going to enlist soon, then
there were the ones who had just been married and
“would they take married men?” kept running through
all minds. But yet it was a bright Christmas. We still
had plenty to eat, drink, and be merry about. Silk
stockings were still plentiful and at least all the family
—even those who lived several hundred miles away—
could be together and talk, mostly about the war.
Defense stamps were the appropriate present.

Now, 1942, a few weeks before another Christmas,
how are our dreams of a bright Christmas to come
true? There will not be that second cup of coffee; the

scattered family cannot come together for dinner—gas
rationing you know. Perhaps still more of it is “some-
where in someplace” fighting for us here at home.
How then can we have a bright Christmas? Well, think
how much worse it could, and might yet, be. Count
your blessings instead of the trials and discomforts.
Pray, and have faith in the future, and there’s always
hope. A ray of hope will brighten any Christmas. You
still have your health, freedom, life, and your God,
and He will brighten any place where He is sincerely
wanted and truly dwells. Brighten your disposition,
your smile, and your eyes, and you won’t have to just
dream of a bright Christmas. I can dream, can’t I?
Why don’t you try it, and may all our dreams come
true.

SI—Be

THE CHRISTMAS GIFT
What would you like,

My dear,
This year

For Christmas? Tell me now.

A coat of fox?

Or mink?

Now think

And name your choice at last.

A costly gem?
A r1ing?
The thing
You want the very most.
The gift I want
Cannot
Be got
By money’s devious ways.

"Tis something else—

A gift

To lift

The world to happiness.

My choice is that

The war

Be o’er

With men at peace again.

Is my wish vain,

Or will

The good

God grant it soon to us?

A world of peace and joy—
Just that
Is what
I want this Christmas time.
—Syrvia ScorrT.
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Professor Forte Versus
The Choir

® By WiLBuRr J. Dunsky

A rather fantastic story, but it will aid you in
acquiring the spirit of the Yuletide.

PROFESSOR THOMAS SINGER, organist of

St. Michael’s Church, was an accomplished or-
ginist—a master organist. He could read anything sct
before him. Not only could he read it, but he could
put into the piece soul-stirring feeling and interpreta-
tion. He knew his instrument thoroughly—was well
acquainted with all its faults, virtues, whims and fan-
cies. Over a period of many years he had learned
how to humor it along and how to coax from it the
most exquisite harmonies and combinations.

Not only was the professor an excellent console art-
ist, but he also was an extraordinary choral teacher. The
reputation of his choirs was spread throughout the
country, and on the great feasts not a few of the throng
which packed St. Michael’s Church had come to hear
this famous body of singers.

Professor Singer, however, had one great weakness.
Frequently his genius seemed to slip into the sub-
conscious, and at these times a mania for throwing on
the entire organ possessed him. He seemed to revel in
the deafeningly loud tones that thundered from the
trembling organ. This spasm seized him most fre-
quently in choral numbers where the organ dropped
the role of a simple accompanist and ran all around
the voices on a melodious spree of its own. This dis-
astrous habit had earned for the professor the nick-
name of “Professor Forte.”

One year the professor and his choir were studying
a new composition for the Christmas midnight mass.
On their way home one evening after a strenuous re-
hearsal, a group of choir members were discussing the
new piece.

“I like that Gloria,” insisted an enthusiastic first
tenor. “We soar into the clouds just like the angels!”

“I like the Gloria, too” spoke out a booming bass.
“We carry the melody in ‘gratias agimus,’” and I can
feel the spirit of thanksgiving rise within me.”

“When we come to ‘et in terra pax hominibus,”
broke in another first tenor, “I can just imagine myself
on the hills of Bethlehem listening to the angelic
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“There’s no doubt that the Gloria is tops,” agreed
a smooth-voiced second tenor, “but personally, I think
old Forte spoils the most beautiful part of the entire
picees

“I wonder whether you're thinking the same thing I
am?” chimed in a sonorous bass. ;

“Well, I mean the ‘Amen.” Why, it contains the
most beautiful harmonies I've ever heard. Each voice
has a lovely melody, and still everything forms an ec-
static, harmonious whole. When we sing it without
organ it’s—it’s simply wonderful. But as soon as Prof.
Forte throws in his assemblage of noises, I find myself
consigning him and the whole contraption to the
super-tropical regions!”

“That’s the very same idea I had!” added another
member.

“And I think we all noticed it,” summed up the
solo artist of the group. “Can’t we do something about
10

“Talking to Forte won’t help any,” grunted a bass
voice.

“We might disconnect a few stops,” suggested an-
other.

“No,” replied the soloist, “Forte keeps the thing
locked always.”

“About the only way to overcome noise is to make
more noise,” reasoned one of the intelligent mem-
bers

“If you're referring to our singing as noise . . .
threatened a towering bass.

“Perhaps I should say, then,” returned the intelligent
one meekly, “we can overcome Forte’s noise only with
louder singing.”

“That’s the only way out,” concluded the leader of
the conspiracy. “When we come to the ‘Amen,” we’ll

?”




all take a deep breath and then shout for all we're
worth without straining too much. Perhaps we can take
old Forte by surprise.”

“During the rehearsals, though, I think it would be
a good idea to sing rather softly at the ‘Amen,” and
the professor may not put on so much steam. Then on
Christmas Eve we'll stand more of a chance of over-
powering him with our surprise outburst,” offered
the intelligent member with pride.

And thus it was agreed that the choir would lie in
wait for the ‘Amen’ of the Gloria and at that point
burst out in a strong and sudden fortissimo. They were
determined to beat the professor at his own game.

During the many rehearsals that followed, the choir
sang a beautifully subdued ‘Amen,” while Forte threw
himself and most of the organ against them. It seemed
as if the plan might work.

However, the secret leaked out. The professor found
out about the choir’s plot to steal the show from him,
and he resolved to humiliate the upstart songsters.

It was Christmas Eve now, and the spacious church
was filled to capacity half an hour before services be-
gan. The usual crowd was there who had come to hear
Professor’s choir, and many, who had gotten inside in-
formation about the “Choir versus Forte” situation,
were anxious to hear the outcome of the battle.

The altar was ablaze with candles to celebrate the
birthday of the Light of the World. Beautiful Christ-
mas flowers flashed from the altar in colorful array.
At the side altar was the simple representation of the
oft-told tale of the Babe in the manger. The eyes of the
adoring throng were fixed upon the attractive scene.

Softly, almost inaudibly, came the sound of heavenly
music from above. Prof. Forte was proving again his
reputation as a master of the organ. The worshippers
listened entranced. The spirit of the first Christmas
filled the air.

“Silent Night,” “Adeste Fideles,” “@; Come Little

Children,” “There Came A Little Child to Earth”—
all these and many more the professor combined into
a gripping Christmas medley.

The tiny bell tinkled in the sanctuary, and the great
Christmas drama began. Little rosy-cheeked youngsters,
clad in festive cassock and surplice, preceded the richly-
attired ministers to the foot of the altar. Meanwhile,
Forte and his inspired choir rendered the familiar
processional.

The opening measures of the Kyrie brought the huge
congregation to spell-bound attention. After the last
notes of the petition for mercy had faded away into
silence, the priest at the altar intoned the song of the
angels: “Gloria in excelsis Deo!”

From the lofty choir came the thrilling tenor mel-
ody “et in terra pax hominibus.” Peace seemed to settle
visibly upon the congregation. A few moments later
the lovely bass melody sounded its message of thanks-
giving.

As the ‘Amen’ drew near, an expectant hush fell
upon the people below. Up in the choir, the members
caught the signal from their leader, and they prepared
for the onslaught. Forte seemed lost in the music be-
fore him, but his mind was active.

Just as the choir stood poised, with lungs filled and
chests expanded, the professor threw on the whole or-
gan, kicked open the swell box, and threw his left foot
at the lowest pedal. His aim was true, and the tremen-
dous note thundered forth! A large area of plaster di-
rectly above the choir, which had taken quite a beating
during the recent rehearsals, shook itself loose with
the aid of this final jar, and scored a direct hit upon
the unsuspecting members of the choir. Their long-
prepared ‘Amen’ was buried beneath the dusty debris!

In the midst of his noisy solo, Forte turned his
head slightly to account for the choir’s sudden silence.
When he saw the once-ambitious choir lying now ut-
terly frustrated beneath a heap of smoldering ruins, a
triumphant smile lighted up his face. His victory was
complete!

PN
OPTAMUS

Would that all who held a torch
Might hold it high,

Against the dark

Night sky;

And let a spark

Drop down

To passers by.

—KeNNETH GAENG.
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Che Seasnns Greetinngs

To the faculty and the students of the University of
Dayton and to all the readers of the ExPONENT we
extend our very sincere good wishes for a Merry Christ-
mas and a bright and prosperous New Year. May the
spirit of love and good will be in our hearts at this sea-

son and during the coming year.
—M. J. D.

DL
Chis Christmas

December 7 and December 25. It is an incongruity
that two such historical events could have happened
in the same period of the year. One we celebrate, the
other we merely remember.

This month marks a milestone in all our lives. For
one year the United States has been an active partici-
pant in the war of destruction being fought in prac-
tically all parts of the earth except the Americas. Never
in the life of any of us has one year so influenced the
trend of our thoughts and changed our actions. It is
difficult to foretell what proportions the struggle may
acquire before the war is over.

Perhaps it is good that such a day as Christmas
comes at this time to give us solace and to steady our
thinking. We, even in such a critical period, have not
lost the spirit of Christmas. Never have we experi-
enced a period in which this spirit is more needed.

In his book, “Whence Comes War,” Monsignor
Fulton J. Sheen tells us that “War is first in man, then
among men.” To obtain a lasting peace therefore we
must eliminate the causes of war that are within us.
There is no better time to isolate and begin to elimi-
nate them than the present season.

But we must win the war before peace can be effect-
ed. This is the problem confronting us in such propor-
tions that we need assistance. Pray for victory and
work so that within the next twelve-month span finis
may be written to this chapter in the lives of men.

—M. . D.
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The Congress In Cincinnati

During the holidays, December 28, 29, and 30, two
of our students will participate in the Catholic College
Congress as official representatives of the University of
Dayton. We would do well to note the decisions
reached there for our duties in the war effort and in
the establishment of the peace to follow.

Present-day students will be the leaders in the post-
war world. Who would want to follow a person who
did not know the goal he was supposedly striving to
achieve?

It is a generally accepted opinion that we will not
return to the way of life that we knew before the war.
What then will it be? We look to the Congress to out-
line the principles discussed there to point the way
for us. —M. J. D.

SI—Be

Congratulations

We should like to give credit where it is due. The
Flyer football team exhibited during the past season
what hard work and co-operation will do. Saturday
after Saturday that team gave its all for victory against
teams that outmanned us. Some of these opponents
could almost have fielded a team of coaches. Against
these odds our boys fought to the last minute, yes,
even to the last second, to turn the tide of victory in
our favor. The record proves the success of these
attempts.

And then there is the band. Those of us who do not
participate in any extra-curricular activities sometimes
do not appreciate the work done on the campus by the
students taking part in these activitics. During the
football season the band practiced several times a week
and this calls for a spirit of willingness and sacrifice.
And the performances of the band at the games were

something for us to be proud of.

And who does not remember the efforts of the
cheer-leaders trying to rouse us once in a while when




the going of the team was difficult? They did a fine
job.

Congratulations to the team and the band and the
cheer-leaders for the very interesting and enjoyable
football season. —M.].D.

25—ds

December Seventh

In this first year of the war, the University of Day-
ton has given many to the service of the country. Two
of our alumni have already been reported missing in
action. There are probably several others of whom no
word has as yet been received here. It is fitting that
we remembered them on that seventh day of Decem-

ber.

To how many of our soldiers and sailors will public
acknowledgment be given for the service they have ren-
dered? Some may be entirely unknown to men.

Their Creator will not forget. He will have seen
them all and have given them their just rewards. It is
to Him we commend those who have gone in the serv-
ice of their country; it is His protection we ask for
those who have yet to enter the conflict.

eipe
Too Bad

University of Dayton men are gentlemen—to anyone
who has not attended one of the general assemblies in
the gym.

The majority of the students, however, are on their
good behavior. The minority is enough to ruin a well
prepared and executed production. The best example
was the assembly before Thanksgiving, although sev-
eral others were far from perfect.

The chief offenders are not the Frosh, either. Upper-
classmen set the example for the whistling and general
rowdyism. Those in the center of the gym can hardly
hear now. What will conditions be toward the close
of the year? Perhaps by then some genius will have
invented a filter for the noise that will allow us to hear

only the speakers. —M. J. A.
s§—pe

Upsilon Delta Sigma

The Debating Club of the University of Dayton
was founded in 1926 by Father Charles Preisinger,
S.M. During the first few years debating was limited

to intra-squad activities, there being no intercollegiate
participation. Dayton entered the field of intercollegi-
ate debating in 1928 under Dr. Lawrence Boll, S. M.
The club adopted in this year the name: “Upsilon
Delta Sigma”.

Nineteen hundred and thirty was the first year in
which the “President’s Award”, a debating trophy for
the best debater, was offered. The winner that year was
Mr. Barth Snyder, a present member of the U. D. fac-
ulty. The annual trips were organized the same year,
and the first constitution was drawn up, although not
adopted until 1934. The present club is governed by
the revised constitution of 1938.

The present faculty adviser, Dr. William Wehrle,
S.M., came on the scene in 1933, and as a result of
his activity the University has achieved great success
in intercollegiate debating. The Dayton Club has en-
gaged outstanding schools in approximately three hun-
dred debates and has compiled a sixty-six per cent
average in intercollegiate competition.

Each year University of Dayton debate teams have
travelled some five thousand miles to engage in thirty
or more intercollegiate debates. This year’s activities
will be confined to intra-squad debating because of
travel difficulties.

The debate problem this year is “RESOLVED:
That the United Nations should establish a permanent
federal union with power to tax and regulate inter-
national commerce, to maintain a police force, to set-
tle international disputes and to enforce such settle-
ments, and to provide for the admission of other na-
tions which accept the principles of the union.”

Ofhcers for the scholastic year “42-'43 are: George
Thoma, president; Al Diringer, vice-president; Bob
Seiter and Vincent Yano, managers; Bob Schweller,
secretary; Anthony Rodrigues, publicity; and Ed Mor-
rison, treasurer. The club meets weekly on Thursday
evenings, and each member receives one credit per
year for his participation. Among other activities at
meetings are demonstrations of various types of debat-
ing and guest speakers.

The purpose of the Upsilon Delta Sigma, as stated
in the preamble of its constitution, reflects the general
atmosphere of the University: “In order to provide a
lasting means whereby the students of the University
of Dayton may develop their abilities to formulate,
express, and maintain a sound opinion, we do hereby
constitute ourselves a debating society . . .”

—WEBB G. WHITMER.
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MERRY CHRISTMAS!

Christmas comes but once a year, and here it is
almost upon us. This favorite holiday of our youth
would, I wager, still receive quite a large vote in a
holiday-preference poll conducted by the illustrious
Dr. Gallup among the students of the University of
Dayton. Perhaps this preference is due not only to
the practice of giving presents, but also to the long,
long, vacation we students enjoy.

The carefully suppressed excitement of sneaking
downstairs in the wee hours of Christmas morning to
see what Santa has left, no longer has the power of
thrilling us, but we still are quite eager to open the
gifts piled around the Christmas tree.

The weeks before Christmas are filled with happy
secrets, knowing smiles, and long shopping trips. The
returns from these excursions are highly exciting to the
small fry, and, I might add, to some rather large fry as
well.  Furtive attempts to feel the shape and texture
of the packages are bravely thwarted by their beare<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>