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White Villa
QUALITY CANNED FOODS

SOLD BY OVER 1,000 RETAIL GROCERS
WHO OWN THEIR OWN
COOPERATIVE WHOLESALE GROCERY

WHITE VILLA GROCERS, Inc.

DAYTON, OHIO

COMPLIMENTS
OF A
FRIEND

Best Wishes of

David Margolis

Class of ‘23

and

THE METROPOLITAN CO.

WE FIT EVERY MEMBER
OF THE FAMILY

807 Brown St. 812 Xenia Ave.
2311 Far Hills Ave.

"Lady Borden”

Ice Cream

BORDEN COMPANY

ICE CREAM DIVISION
748 S. Main Street

Telephone FUlton 9166

The Dayton Heidelberg
Distributing Co.

133 E. STEWART ST.
Distributors
Gibson, Roma, Meier’s,
Welch’s and LaBoheme
Wi ines

Telephone HEmlock 4334

Telephone FUlton 5165

ARCHIE SHERER COMPANY

18-20 South Jefferson Street
DAYTON, OHIO
e Steel Shelving

® Visible Systems
® Filing Supplies

® Office Furniture

Wood and Steel

® Safes - Lockers
We maintain an Used Equipment Department

L. M. Prince Co.

Opticians
117 South Ludlow
DAYTON ° OHIO

The Beringer Printing Co.

Printers & Publishers

“No Job too Large or too Small”
124 East Third St.
FUlton 1751
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Pencilings Along the Way

@ The holidays are over and we
are all back in school. Our New
Year’s wishes are somewhat late but
they are warm and genuine just the
same.

Our first wish for you is good
health. Remember the last time you
had to cut classes because of ill-
ness and how miserable you felt.
God grant you health in abundance.

Next comes peace and happiness
and contentment. Without these we
are not efficient students. Worry
can kill the body and torment the
soul. May your days and weeks be
filled with much peace of soul.

Success in studies is very vital to
a college man and woman. For the
outgoing seniors this is the last lap
in a four-year all-out (we hope)
effort at education. May all of you
come in at the tape line with flying
colors and to all the rest of the folks
who will stay on to finish may this
year and the remaining years of
your stay at U. D. be blessed with
pleasant days and successful weeks
and months.

And this year is just another mile-
stone in the journey towards the
Heavenly Jerusalem. May we all
grow in the love and the knowledge
of God and Mary.

& = &

Not too man years ago the pri-
vate colleges and universities edu-
cated the majority of students. Now
the ratio is fifty-two per cent for
public colleges against forty-eight
per cent for private and denomin-
ational colleges. This information is
from a survey conducted by Dr.
Benjamin Fine for the New York
Times.

The college and university enroll-
ment for the scholastic year 1952-
53 is two million, one hundred sev-
enty-eight thousand, two hundred
and two, an increase of thirty thou-
sand, seven hundred ninety-two
over the preceding year. The at-
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By The Scribe

tendance at public colleges increas-
ed in the last year by forty-three
thousand, nine hundred ninety-two,
but the attendance at the private
schools decreased by thirty thou-
sand, seven hundred ninety-two.

The report lists one thousand,
nine hundred institutions of higher
learning in the United States. In
this number one in every three lib-
eral colleges is operating in the red.
Private and denominational schools
are in a bad financial way. The cost
of going to a private college is fig-
ured at $1,168, to a denominational
college at $830 and to a public col-
lege at $640.

A former president of the Asso-
ciation of American Colleges says:
“There is no real appreciation
among large potential donors of the
plight of the private college. State
universities and colleges are of such
size and strength that competition
becomes useless.”

U.D. is still operating. Next
month we will give you a story of
the plan to help U. D. take care of
the increasing number of high
school graduates in the Dayton
area.

& * *

When Attorney General James P.
McGranery received the La Salle
medal in Philadelphia recently he
gave utterance to some very perti-
nent remarks. Among these is one
that calls for serious attention from
all American citizens. It is this:
“Only the awakened conscience of

OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOCOOOOOOOOOC

Bappy
Nefu Year
To All

OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOCOOOOOOOOOD

mankind can prevent a total global
conflict.”

* & *

Over in Providence, Rhode Is-
land, the local school committee
approved unanimously a released
time program which allows chil-
dren at the written request of their
parents to be excused from regular
school hours for a maximum of one
hour a week to attend religious in-
struction. A statement issued by the
school superintendent credits Prot-
estant groups with pioneering the
program. Statistics show that since
1913 when the program began re-
leased time has been used in three
thousand localities in forty-six of
the forty-eight States, with an en-
listment of some three million chil-
dren.

& = &

When the Communists took over
the government there were some
three thousand Protestant mission-
aries in China. At the beginning of
1952 the number was less than one
hundred and now there are only
between twenty and thirty accord-
ing to Protestant sources from Hong
Kong. The Communists do not want
any religion.

* i £-3 &

Dr. Geoffrey Fisher, Anglican
Archbishop of Canterbury warned
Tito about the widespread and
strong feeling in England concern-
ing the persecution of Christians in
Yugoslavia. Just twenty-four hours
before breaking off relations with
the Holy See Tito definantly said
that during his visit to England he
would make no concessions to
Catholics and Anglicans who ask
the English government to protest
his treatment of religion. Dr. Fisher
said: “The Yugoslav government is
avowedly anti-religious and hence
unsympathetic. Every principle of
civilized order forbids that a gov-
ernment should so interfere in
church affairs as to frustrate the

proper freedom of the Church.”
(Turn to Page 20)
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Citation for the Presentation of the

® In this year of 1952, the Uni-
versity of Dayton is honored to con-
fer the Marianist Award upon you,
Reverend Patrick Peyton of the
Congregation of the Holy Cross,
because of your extraordinary suc-
cess in fostering the devotion of the
Family Rosary, not only in America
but in other lands as well. The mag-
nitude of the good that you have
been able to accomplish for Our
Lady in so short a time has been
acclaimed a modern-day miracle.

You came to America from Coun-
ty Mayo at the age of nineteen from
a family with a strong tradition for
praying the Family Rosary. You
worked at hard labor for a time be-
fore entering upon your studies for
the priesthood. Shortly before ordi-
nation your hopes were challenged
by a serious illness which threaten-
ed to invalid your life. But you met
that challenge with your confident
trust in the power of the Mother
of God and you were restored to
good health and ordained with but
a short delay.

Since then, with the permission
of your superiors and the aid and
assistance of your devoted associ-
ates, you have been literally spend-
ing yourself to repay your debt of
gratitude to Our Lady in fulfilling
your promise to restore the Family
Rosary to the homes of the world.
You have fired the faith of millions
to a veritable crusade like that of
Mary’s great clients of old.

All this began in 1942. From the
modest beginnings of speaking be-
fore small groups in parishes and
schools you brought your message
to civic and business organizations,
and then merited the distinction of
convincing those in control of com-
munications that the Family Rosary
is “good radio.” The weekly pro-
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Marianist Award

BY THE UNIVERSITY OF DAYTON
to REV. PATRICK PEYTON, C.S.C.

December 10, 1952
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grams of the Family Rosary soon
spread to hundreds of stations
throughout the country.

You then presented the half-hour
programs of the Family Theater
which carry the same message.
Your zeal and personality won the
voluntary cooperation of hundreds
of stars on stage and screen and
radio. These programs are now be-
ing carried weekly by four hudred
and seventy-four stations over the
Mutual Broadcasting System and
the Armed Forces Radio Service,
which reaches our armed forces in
other lands.

Your great devotion to Mary and
her Family Rosary found even a
greater field of influence for good
in the hour-long Annual Rosary
Programs on Thanksgiving, Christ-
mas, Easter and Mother’s Day.
These programs over television net-
works and independent stations are
estimated to reach well over one
hundred million souls. You have
also won the cooperation of the
leading Hollywood studios to re-
lease and produce these programs
under the title of the Family Thea-
ter Films.

But the crowning work of all
your efforts for Our Lady are those

five-week campaigns of intensive
organizing for the Diocesan Rosary
Crusades. From London, Ontario,
in 1948 you have responded to
the invitations of the Hierarchy
throughout Canada, Alaska, Eng-
land, Australia, and in nearly one
hundred dioceses of the United
States. Your audiences at these final
rallies have responded to well over
seven million pledges to pray the
Family Rosary daily. May your con-
templated crusades in Spain, New
Zealand, Australia, the Philippine
Islands and India fulfill your prom-
ise of ten million pledges for Our
Lady. Our prayers will follow you
wherever you go.

But this brief account of your
achievement, Father Peyton, is not
the whole story of your great work,
as you so graciously admit. Your
kind letter of acceptance of the
Marianist Award insisted that you
are willing to be highly honored
only in the name of our dear Moth-
er, for you sincerely believe, and it
is evident to all who have the priv-
ilege of meeting you, that whatever
achievement may be attributed to
you, it is all due to our Blessed
Lady.

While we sincerely accede to
your wish of acknowledging the
tribute as given to our spiritual
mother, yet we feel deeply privil-
eged in honoring her through you,
and as justification we are mindful
of her own prophetic words: “He
that is mighty hath done great
things to me.”

Underlying the disarming sim-
plicity of your personality in achiev-
ing all this for Mary and her Family
Rosary is a truly Christian spirit
which was nurtured in your father’s

house; it was fostered in the great
(Turn to Page 20)
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An Affair of the Heart

(with apologies to Sir Arthur Conan Doyle)

By the two Sams, Flot and Jet—illustrated by the authors

® As you know I have attempt-
ed, from time to time, to commit to
writing the adventures of my illus-
trious colleague, Sherlock Holmes,
the world’s greatest independent
investigator. It is now my sad duty
to write the master’s last case. The
tale I am about to relate might be
called Mr. Sherlock Holmes  Swan
Song.

“You took French toast for break-
fast this monring,” observed my
friend.

“Now how in the devil did you
know that, Mr. Ilolmes?” asked
Scotland Yard’s incredulous chief.

“It's really quite simple, Les-
trade,” offered Holmes, in his most
benevolent tone. “Knowing you as
I do, I know that that particular
condiment is the only one that can
bring forth such an expression of
contentment as graced your coun-
tenance up until a moment ago.
Besides that, you have a tiny bit
of syrup under the nail of your left
index finger.”

“Blast it, Holmes! How am I sup-
posed to go about the business of
capturing criminals, when you
come in here every momning and
spoil my whole day!”

“Really now, Inspector,” soothed
Holmes, “you wouldn’t deprive me
of my little pleasures, would you?”

“I am just a hard-working police-
man, Mr. Holmes,” retorted Les-
trade, “I must be practical. I can-
not indulge in such abstruse obser-
vations as you are in the habit of
making, nor can I waste time in
listening to your pedantic prat-
ings.

“Ah, but that, my dear Lestrade,
is why you are not so proficient in
your profession as you might be.
In your preoccupation with the
cruder and more obvious aspects of
a case, the important subtleties
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often escape you. The purely ana-
lytical mind may take longer to
apprehend the criminal, but in the
end the job is done with infinitely
more grace and finesse. An enforcer
of the law should discharge his
duties with savoir-faire. “I,” added
Holmes, “have always maintained
the dignity of even the most brutal
criminal.”

Needless to say, this little speech
startled me. Sherlock Holmes had
always been rather reticent con-
cerning his philosophy and accom-
plishments. Now he seemed to be
leading the inspector on. His stoic
calm conveyed to me the impres-
sion that he had planned this con-
versation ahead of time. This sus-
picion escaped the inspector, how-
ever, as, in the next breath, he had
the temerity to compare his own
excellent record with that of
Holmes”. Whereupon I settled back
in my chair for a longe siege. But
I was soon to be disappointed. The
inspector’s office had hardly filled
with smoke from Holmes” pipe be-
fore their conversation had me on
my feet. Indeed, I am sure that
they would have come to blows,
had I not intervened. I had never
before seen Holmes so agitated in
an argument with an obvious in-
ferior.

“I challenge you, Inspector Les-
trade,” put forth Holmes, “to prove
the superiority of your crude meth-
ods by preventing my suicide. I
have reached the conclusion that
my work here is finished. I have
had a good and useful life, now,
with advancing years, I cannot be
as active as has been my custom
and so must face boredom. Rather
than end life a senile fool I shall
take my own life now, at the height
of my career. I have considered
this move at great length. Your
argument has decided me upon the
time and place. I shall commit

suicide next Tuesday at three in
the afternoon, by jumping from the
highest tower of London Bridge
into the Thames, and neither you
nor anyone else shall stop me.
Come, Watson, let’s not waste any

more of our time with this dunder-
head.”

And with that he picked up his
coat and stick and strode from the
room.

You can imagine my consternation
at such goings-on. The inspector
and I looked at each other, dumb-
founded. Lestrade was the first to
find his voice.

“What have I done?” he moaned.
“Such foolish things we do when
anger overtakes the reasoning
process.”

The man looked so absolutely
lost that I stole quietly out after
Holmes, without bothering to bid
good-day. Knowing Holmes’ moods
as I do, I was nonplussed by his
expression as he leaned against the
inspector’s door-jamb. His usually
granite features were positively
alive with a sort of fiendish glow.
That magnificently formed nose
seemed to have acquired a pro-
nounced upward turn. Those steel-
gray eyes danced with livid fire.
And his mouth—his mouth formed
a perfect crescent from ear to ear.
It was the closest I have ever seen
him to a laugh.

On the appointed Tuesday Les-
trade was close to becoming a men-
tal case. Every hour for the whole
week he had rung our Baker Street
rooms, only to find that Holmes
had disappeared from the face of
London. Now, in defiance of direct
orders from his superiors, he had
blocked off the Thames to traffic
and had closed an area approxi-
mately ten blocks in radius, sur-
rounding London Bridge. Every
man the Yard could muster was

The Exponent



either on the bridge or guarding
its approaches. A church mouse
couldn't have squeezed through,
even in the London fog. Holmes’
suicide would certainly occur under
auspicious circumstances. By now
all of the Isles and the Continent
were watching. And I was begin-
ning to worry. It was not like
Holmes to court the public eye this
way. All week I had had time to
recall certain incidents of the past
months which seemed unimportant.
Furtive glances at the Lloyd’s cal-
endar, extravagant readings in phil-
osophy, and Holmes™ recent assem-
bly and classification of his volu-
minous notes all began to fall into
place. Could the master brain have
snapped Other peculiarities and
subtle changes which only I would
have perceived came to mind, and
I called up a hansom for London
Bridge.

« >

ello, Guv'nor.” It was Lansom,
an individual whom Holmes had
engaged many times before for par-
ticularly difficult routine jobs.

“Mister "olmes sent me to fetch y’ to
im when y ventured out. If yll
just kindof squat down in the cab

well be off. The roomsre bein’
watched, y* know.”

Lansom lost the inspector’s man
in the fog immediately. Through
London’s cobbled streets and dark-
est alleys we clattered at break-
neck speed, and finally arrived at
a secluded green some miles from

the city.

Here we met a scene which at
once gladdened my heart yet filled
me with foreboding. I was, of
course, gratified to see Holmes him-
self, alive and well, and to know
that he hadnt forgotten me in
whatever scheme he was planning.
But I became convinced more than
ever that the great detective had,
at last, lost his mind. For, securely
moored in the center of the small
field, was a bright red captive bal-
loon of prodigious size being rapid-
ly inflated from a battery of gen-
erating tanks surrounding it. The
very air seemed charged with mad-
ness as Holmes extended his hand
in greeting.

“Welcome, Doctor. I am glad
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that you arrived in time.” The great
man gestured in the direction of
the balloon, which was fast becom-
ing obscured by the gathering fog.
“You, my old and loyal friend,
shall share my moment of glory.”

“Holmes,” I cried, “what is this
madness? You don’t actually intend
to carry out your threat!”

“You know I never jest, Watson,”
he replied coolly, “you have had
experience with gasbags in the
Crimea, so you are to be my driver.
There are maps and a compass in
the basket. Through a steering de-
vice of my own invention, which
you will observe at one side of the
basket, you will be able to deposit
me directly upon the highest para-

et of London Bridge. Now come,
we had better cast off, as the time
is growing.”

I could not find it in me to
refuse him, though I realized full
well the consequences of my action.
I had no doubt that he would
have proceeded to guide the bal-
loon himself, had I refused so I
remained with him to the end.

I will never understand how we
navigated that pea soup fog with-
out shearing off the towers of Par-
liament. Providence must indeed
have held the helm. London Bridge
loomed a dim colossus when
Holmes put the last light to his
meerschaum. I could barely see a
foot in front of my face as we began
the perilous descent. Several times
we were caught up in sudden gusts,
but always Holmes’ determination

brought us back into line. Finally
we could make out the ant-like men
on the gray span. They hadn’t seen
us yet. None of them expected an
approach from the sky. My efforts
to dissuade Holmes were all in vain.
Violence would have been foolish,
as he was a master of the art of
self-defense. I am proud to report
that Sherlock Holmes was cool,
collected, and rational to his last
breath. Someone saw us as the
basket settled gently upon the
tower’s top. Holmes stepped out to
a sudden cacophony of shouts,
whistles, neighing horses, and an-
guished shrieks from Inspector Les-
trade. He took one last, long puft
from the pipe and strolled calmly
over the edge. For an agonized
moment there was nothing, all the
world seemed to have stopped, and
then he was gone. His last puff
mingled with the thickening fog
and disappeared at the instant of
that far distant splash.

An oppressive wave of desolation
permeated the structures, the peo-
ple, and the fog.

I should have hung there in
space forever had not a bullet
whistled past my ear. Someone on
the bridge was trying to explode
the gasbag! I hastily jettisoned
rather too many ballast-bags, and
shot up like a breath of pollen be-
fore the wind.

I lost consciousness immediately.
When I woke, I found myself in
our old Baker Street lodging. Mrs.
Mason and Lansom were bending
over me with anxious expression.
At last certain that I was all right,
Lansom informed me that I had
been found by a hunting party in
a Surrey meadow, about fifty feet
from the collapsed balloon. He had
brought me back to London in the
hansom.

I could not believe that Holmes
was dead. The room was full of
mementos of him. The old slipper
in which he kept his tobacco, the
diminutive corner laboratory, his
tavorite teacup on the breakfast
stand, still half full, that atrocious
bust of himself, a remnant of some
forgotten case—all served to keep
alive his image. I recalled those last
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moments, his parting words. And
then I knew what I must do! I
cursed myself for not having grasp-
ed Holmes™ foggy clue on the spot.
He had directed me to drown my
sorrows, after his demise, at a
certain riverfront pub DOWN-
STREAM from London Bridge,
where they kept the brew in
LARGE CASKS.

The barrel gave me little diffi-
culty as I pulled it from the
Thames, under the alehouse pier.
Inside was Holmes™ beloved meer-
schaum and a note to me in a
peculiar undecipherable code he
had devised for our own use. It
referred me to our mail box.

Inspector Lestrade scowled over
the scrap of paper. He scowled
often now, since the successful sui-
cide of Sherlock Holmes. Even as
I acquainted him with the cipher I
percieved my mistake and again
cursed myself for having let a trick
of the fog and my excitement drive
me to the inspector for assistance.

Someone’s cat was undoubtedly
let out of a bag. The note had
contained the capital letter M,
rather than the small. Of course,
the Baker Street mail box had been
empty, and the capital M referred
to our box at the London Daily
Mail. The inspector was in now, so
I consented to let him along when
I opened the box. It contained a
small scrap of paper bearing an
address just outside of Rome, Italy.

You cannot imagine the incred-
ible oppressiveness of a transcon-
tinental trip when the traveler is
buoyed up by a last desperate hope.
Lestrade, with his poisonous cigars,
was not an ideal companion. The
journey for a few days seemed like
a few centuries.

The address on the paper mater-
ialized into a charming Roman
villa, on one of the older suburban
slopes. We were ushered in by a
peasant servant girl. In every room
artists were busily at work. Several
artists in oils, a writer, three vio-
linists, and a water-painter occu-
pied simple studios to either side
of the hallway she indicated. From

the extreme end of the passage

(Turn to Page 20)
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Abstraction

By Robert J. McAuliffe

® Maybe I am a little eccentric,
and maybe not. Maybe I have a
weak mind, and maybe not. At
any rate I find myself very inter-
ested in “different” things. Not dif-
ferent in the sense of unusual. No,
they are the most usual things. It
is merely that others seem to have
little interest in them.

Take, for instance, a person out
for a ride on a bus or a train. You,
for instance. How would you pass
the time? You would look at the
scenery, or sleep, or read, or just
talk with the person next to you.
Now take, for instance, me. I am
out for a ride on a bus or train, or
just strolling on a crowded street.
I am aware that there are thou-
sands of peculiar looking specimens
floating around awaiting to be dis-
covered.

There is no trick to it; all you
need is one good eye, good for a
distance of twenty paces or more,
and an imagination. I have very
good eyes. One is located on each
side of my nose, about three-fourths
of an inch above the nostrils and
just below the eyebrow. Behind the
brow is a very active, and at times,
impossible imagination, and so my
little study is to me a natural. By
crossing my eyes, I can see two
lumps, the lower about four times
the size of the upper, and both con-
nected by a thin line. The upper
is right on a level with my eyes,

and so I have a fairly accurate pic-
ture, in my mind, of the perfect
nose. Of course, mine is perfect;
after all it’s mine, isn’t it?

Now the study begins. My cri-
terion is my good judgment. I see
an elderly man. He is of medium
height, or about five-feet-nine-
inches. I guess him to be about
fifty. He is thin. I give him about
one hundred and fifteen pounds.
His head does not look too large
for his body, and so I may pass
judgment on his nose. It is too long.

I imagine him with a shorter
nose. He would be good looking. I
broaden out his nose and fill out
his face. Not too good. I lengthen
his face. The nose is still too long.
I lengthen the face, shorten the
nose, and, bingo, he belongs in
Hollywood.

Here is a young lady. She is tall,
thin, and not too bad looking, ex-
cept for her nose. She looks better
when I fill her nose out. She looks
better when I shorten it and take
the bend out of the middle of the
bridge. She could be a model by
the time I have the bridge at the
correct angle with the forehead,
about one hundred and twenty de-
grees.

Now an old lady. The years have
dealt well with her. She is elderly
and beautiful. Her nose looks all
right. I cough, and clear my voice
in order to get a front view. Full
face, her nose is still well propor-
tioned for her face. Shrink her head
a little and the nose becomes too
prominent. I decide to do havoc
to her face. I blow up the nose. It
sets on her face like a tomato hang-
ing on a tree. I protrude her ears
below the bun of her hair that un-
balances her head. I feel sorry for
the old lady. I move on.

But this game soon tires me. Do
I resort to a normal pastime? No.
There are endless games to play.
Here is one that is more serious and
can keep you busy for a long time.
It is a study of hands. The hand is
the tell-tale member of the body.
Nothing can tell the story that a
hand can tell.

I find hands to be very interest-
ing. By merely reading a person’s
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hand, you have his story. You can
practically tell at a glance at the
hands, what occupation a person
has. Then, too, there are infinite
varieties in the shape of fingers, the
thickness of the hand. Its length,
the breadth, tell-tale shape of the
fingernail, the length of the nails,
how they grow, their cleanliness,
the color and texture of the nail
section.

How they are used is another big
study. Certain nationalities use
their hands as punctuation for the
speech. Certain people are proud
of their hands, others are ashamed.
Some people are self-conscious of
their hands and try to hide them.
Adolescents do not have a mon-
opoly on “hand-consciousness,” al-
though the greatest awkwardness in
this matter is generally located in
that group. It is often a riot to
watch a young man try to hide his
short, stubby hands with closely
nibbled fingernails, and it is a study
in itself just how he tries to hide
them. After the act he goes through,
they are only more prominent. Of
the latter, I can give a personal
experience.

The period of adolescence was
for me a tortuous time. Not only
did I nibble my nails, but I was
afflicted with a colony of warts
which settled on my index finger,
right hand, between the base and
the first knuckle and on the back
of the hand. I was horribly con-
scious of that hand. Once when I
was at a dance, I thought I could
feel people staring at my hand.
How did I solve the dilemma? I
turned my hand palm-out behind
my partner’s back. When standing
or walking, I kept the little finger
to the front and the warts toward
my leg. It probably only became
more peculiar looking, but I felt
better socially.

Every scar on a person’s hand has
a story to tell. A good imagination
can find a wealth of stories on any-
one’s hand. Closely clipped nails
on smooth hands, male or female,
will show a typist. Large, tapering
hands always hold an interesting
study. One may speculate. Violin-

(Turn to Page 20)

January, 1953

The Beginning

By Jack Rice

® “Where’s Kenny?” Barney ask-
ed. The rocking chair grated mo-
notonously back and forth.

“Gone for the undertaker,” Maria
said tonelessly, tugging at one rag-
ged gray sleeve.

They fell silent; the rocking chair
grated back and forth. Maria stood
with her hands limply at her sides,
then walked over to the stove and
loudly rattled pots and pans.

“When'd he leave?” Barney yell-
ed above the noise.

The pans and pots were suddenly
still. Maria stood, her back to Bar-
ney, one pan in her hand.

“Who?” she asked cautiously.

“Kenny,” he said, “Kenny, of

course.”

“Oh,” she said, “he left moren an
hour ago. Oughta be near to town
by now.”

Each unconsciously looked to-
ward the dirt road for any sign of
Kenny. It was dry and yellow with
heat and an arid summer. No cloud
of dust signalled the approach of
any car. Two hens had made dust-
holes in the road, and they were in
them now, scratching and clucking
contentedly

“Gonna miss the old man,” Bar-
ney said.

Illustration by Kay DeVol

“Yep,” Maria agreed. “Sure gonna
miss him. gonna miss the funny
way he'd come in for breakfast
every . ..” Her eyes were suddenly
full, and she dabbed at them with
a corner of her apron.

Barney tried hard not to notice.

“Yeah, always funnin’ around
ever morning at breakfast, no mat-
ter how he felt. Always come in
with that mossy old gray sweater
and those funny green slippers and
that. ...”

He broke off. The green slippers
were piled in the corner, one brok-
en, one on top of the other. Maria
stooped and picked them up.

>

“T'll just set them in—in there,’
she finished lamely, and disappear-
ed from the kitchen.

Barney rocked on; he lit his pipe
and drew some consolation for his
grief from the homey gesture.
Maria came back into the kitchen
and said,

“Well, T .5 =B

Each heard the sound. Each
knew what it was. And staring into
each other’s eyes, they were never
more alone. It was not loud. The
sound was merely the gentle slap-
ping of leather on wood. Such a
sound, as a matter of fact, as might
have been made by a pair of broken
green slippers!

Barney sprang out of his chair,
tensed and ready, the cords on his
neck standing out like huge veins.
Maria started to scream, stuck her
fist in her mouth to stifle it, and
slowly sagged, fainted dead away.

He grabbed the shotgun from the
cormer and ran with great leaping
strides into the other room.

There was nothing. In the living
room, the dining room, the bed-
rooms, upstairs and down there
was simply nothing there. Under
tables, behind sofas and chairs, be-
neath beds, there was nothmor but
dust motes and a varied assortment
of junk.

Finally the old man’s room. The
slippers themselves on the closet
floor with the rest of his footwear,

(Turn to Page 21)
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The Great Tree

By Thomas Spring

® Once upon a time, about the
time that Lief Erickson is supposed
to have trod our eastern shores, a
small, insignificant cone dropped
from the tip of a branch of a giant
tree and bounced down an embank-
ment until it came to rest under
a log.

Winter came with her cold twang
and covered the forest paths with
a white, fluffy blanket. Hungry
wolves and Dbeady-eyed rabbits
passed the spot where the littie
cone lay hidden under the snow.
But winter went her way, the snows
melted and streams ran full. The
deciduous trees and bushes once
again garbed themselves in green
and what had once been the little
cone was now a strong, green shoot.

Seasons came and went and the
little tree grew tall and straight.
It had reached the height of a man
when an Indian, a stranger to this
forest sanctuary, came toward it.
He looked upon the tree with a
knowing eye and said to himself,
“Here is a young monarch.” Then
he went on his way through the for-
est until he came to a quiet stream.
He pulled a canoe from the bushes
along the bank and paddled to the
other side searching the while for
signs of life on the bluft above him.
Having landed, he concealed the
small craft and hiked up a steep
trail to the top of the bluff. There
was a crude shack made of small
boughs with skins stretched over
them. Playing before it were a
young squaw and her boy. Upon
seeing him, they ran to embrace
him and went into the hut with
him.

About dusk, the brave and the
boy came out and sat on the bluff.
Off in the north they could see the
hard, bare peak called Nest of the
Great Birds, for it was there that
the eagles make their home. Speak-

ing of his trip, the brave told the
boy about the tree he had seen and
said, “Son, in many moons, that
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tree shall cover Nest of the Great
Birds so that you can not see it
from here.”

And so the tree grew through the
years. It was visited often by the
Indian and later by the Indian and
his son. In time, the boy, now a
man, alone passed by; and after a
while, he, too, was accompanied by
a younger man. Thus the years slip-
ped into decades, decades into gen-
erations and generations into cen-
turies. The tree was very tall and
straight now, so tall in fact, that it
was second only to one, the Great
Tree.

The prophecy made centuries be-
fore had been fufilled; no longer
was Nest of the Great Birds visible
from the bluff above the river. Ris-
ing in the view was the aspiring
monarch of the forest, towering far
above all the other trees except
one, the Great Tree.

Illustration by Bette Osweiler

Then a time came, about the time
that Columbus sailed to our south-
ern shores, when the air became
hot and dry; the river ran almost
dry; no wind blew; nature grew
silent and waited . . . waited . . .
for what she knew not. Then it
came, slowly, softly at first, but
with gathering momentum. The low
rumble was heard far down the
valley coming faster and louder

until it roared up the vale and
crashed down upon the forest. The
trees jerked and swayed violently
as the earth convulsed madly be-
neath them. Suddenly, an unearthly
screech of wood being rent asunder
pierced the roar of the quake
as the Great Tree teetered, paused
for a moment, then plunged toward
the earth through the resisting
bramble of smaller trees.

Silence, absolute, except for the
patter of rain drops on the broad
leaves of some trees. The new king
of the forest reigned now in proud,
regal majesty.

Back on the bluff, a man ran
from the hut into the rain to see if
the tree his father had told him of
still stood. It did, but as if by itself;
for the brave saw that the old giant,
the former monarch had disappear-
ed and no tree was higher than the
new Great Tree.

Some years later, the same brave
appeared on the bluff with a small
boy. He pointed the Great Tree out
to the child and told him how,
many years ago, a man had stood
before the tree when it reached
only his height. He spoke of Nest
of the Great Birds, which being
obscured by the giant, could be
viewed only from the other side of
the forest. Then he told of a tree
that had once been taller than the
Great Tree but was gone now.
After looking at the wooden royalty
for a while, they went into the hut.

The years still went by and the
men still passed the tree. For a
period of years two would come;
then only one; then two again, one
younger and the other older, but
always one whose face had been
seen before. Time marched on until
a young brave came many times by
the tree, and always alone. Never
did he bring a younger one to
whom he could show the Great
Tree. For now, he was the sole
occupant of the little hut on the
bluff; there was no squaw, no boy.
just the brave . . . the brave and
the tree.

The day came when the man was

too old to make the trip past the
tree and he would sit for hours on
the bluff gazing at the giant and
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thinking of Nest of the Great Birds
beyond it.

One time, about the time that
the shot heard 'round the world was
fired at Concord, the old brave
looked into the north and saw dark,
forbidding clouds gathering there.
He became aware of a cold chill in
the air and a soft but cool, biting
breeze. With a last look at the
Great Tree, he went into the hut.

In the forest, there was an excit-
ed chatter from the birds and
beasts as the storm gathered about.
The wind moaned through the tree
tops. Suddenly, the wind stopped,
silence descended upon the forest
creatures. This was the moment be-
fore the storm.

Then it came! The forces of na-
ture broke with furious wrath upon
the forest. Screaming down onto the
hapless trees, the wind bowled over
the smaller ones like sticks. Hail
lashed leaves and bark from limbs.
The ominous sound of thunder
came closer until it crashed into
the trees threatening destruction.
Through the rain struck -the light-
ning at tree after tree until it picked
a target. Lightning strikes not in
the same place? Ha! Again and
twice more! The Great Tree shud-
dered.

In the hut, the old man listened
to the roar of the storm he heard
the crash of the lightning and the
screech of wood ripping to shreds.
After the height of the storm was
past, he listened to the steady beat
of the rain on the stretched skins
of his hut.

Morning dawned. The gaunt
frame of the brave pulled itself
from the slump in which he had
fallen asleep. Anxiously he walked
to the edge of the bluff and beheld
through tear-dimmed eyes what he
feared in his heart. Rising grimly
over the forest through the morning
mist was the gray bulk of Nest of
the Great Birds.

e @ -]

The first step toward a greater
teaching profession is to make up
our minds to do the things neces-
sary to build that profession.

—Anonymous
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My First Employer

By Thomas Oster

® Gramp, to the average person,
is a normal man with gray hair and
a dark complexion, but to me he
isn't comparable to anyone else I
have ever met. He is short now, but
some pictures of the “good old
days” show him to be a good two
inches taller than any other patron
in Pat’s Bar. His face is a dark,
reddish-brown, whereas the top of
his head is tinted baby pink, for it
has been protected from the sun by
an old tattered straw hat. His hair,
what’s remaining, has been bleach-
ed white by sixty-five years of work.

Grandfather is a jack of all trades
and a master of many. When the
weather is good he farms and when
it's bad he improves and repairs the
buildings and equipment.

Illustration by Bette Osweiler

He is an old timer in some re-
spects but usually won’t hesitate to
purchase some useful new-fangled
dudad if it cuts down his work or
helps him to relax. He’s got a radio,
a phonograph, a telephone, a trac-
tor, and a car, if you want to call
it that. The car he has now is a 1935
Packard Limousine. He bought it
from his brother-in-law who is a
funeral director. The plans for to-
day’s tanks must have come from
the builder of this car. Any car that
Gramp drives has to be built strong.

Gramp drives correctly only when
he is teaching someone else how
to drive. He usually owns a big car
for he finds that such make good
moving vans. When taking a small
calf, sheep, goat, or bull to market,
he takes out the back seat and
chauffeurs the animal away.

City people depend considerably
on other people’s goods. Gramp, on
the other hand, can get along pretty
well by himself except for elec-
tricity and whiskey. What elec-
tricity won’t supply usually the
whiskey will. Gramp isn’t a drunk-
ard; he just gets working power
from alcohol.

" Grandfather’s education was very
meager, for his parents were poor
immigrants when he was born and
reared on the American soil. His
small list of English adjectives is
supplemented when possible by a
cuss word or two. He never uttered
a vulgar word or curse, but used
cuss words only for emphasis, de-
scription, or opinion.

As mentioned before, he worked
hard and couldnt get along with
any one that didn’t. When I began
to spend my summer vacations on
the farm, he took it upon himself
to make me a good worker, no mat-
ter how much it would hurt me.
The day began at six o’clock for
me. Gramp would be up at five-
thirty but wouldnt wake me until
six. From about six-thirty in the
morning until seven o’clock at night
we worked. Breakfast was at seven,
dinner at twelve, and supper at six.
No periods of rest or relaxation fol-
lowed the meals, except on Sundays.

Life on a farm can be very inter-
esting; for there are only a few jobs
that have to be done every day.
There are seldom two days alike,
for a farmer has a large variety of
jobs. One day a farmer may be do-
ing carpentry work; the next day he
may be out fixing a fence.

I got up and dressed from six to
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six-fifteen. I then staggered down-
stairs, washed up and went outside
to do morning chores until Grand-
mother made breakfast. For break-
fast we always had eggs in some
form or other. After breakfast I fed
and watered the chickens, while
Gramp prepared for his work that
day. In the beginning, the days I
worked with Gramp were few and
far between. My main job was to
keep the place clean, healthy, and
orderly.

When I was thirteen years of
age, Gramp began to show me how
to farm. Up until then, it was
theory; now the practice began. At
the breakfast table Gramp would
tell me what he wanted; then it
was up to me to do it. My first jobs
were small, maybe just to harrow
a field. The harnesses were heavy,
and the horses were very big when
I began to work with them. Life
was a little lonely at times, for
often I was out in a large field for
as long as eight hours at a stretch
with no one to talk to, except the
horses, and they were always too

busy to say anything.

After the crops were planted the
farm work lightened a little, but
there was always cultivating to be
done, either by machinery or by
hoe. Near the top of the list of
those things which I didn’t like to
do was hoeing.

When summer began to fade and
harvesting time approached, all odd
jobs were dropped. The grain bags
were inspected, patched, and count-
ed. The granary was cleaned and
set up. After the machinery was put
in shape the available farmers were
asked to come over on a specified
day and thresh Gramp’s crops.

When the threshing machine ar-
rived, the turmoil began. The filled
wagons and trucks of grain were
driven one at a time along side of
the machine. The bundles of grain
and straw were thrown on a con-
veyor belt coming out of the ma-
chine. From the opposite end hung
a long, large stove-pipe affair. Out
of this snorkel came the straw, chaff
and plenty of dust. The grain was
separated from the straw within the

(Turn to Page 21)
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Gallantry and Intrepidity
in Action

By Bob O’Brien

® First Lieut. Stan “Stosh” Kurd-
ziel recently died of wounds receiv-
ed in Korea. Four days after the
infliction of the wounds death oc-
cured at a hospital in Japan. Stan
suffered the fatal wounds behind
the line, behind the enemy line
that is. The reason he died: “Pro
Deo et Patria,” for God and coun-
try. Stosh lived by the school motto
and he died by it.

Four weeks before this happened
he was awarded the Silver Star and
was promoted from Second Lieut.
The Silver Star is awarded for:
gallantry and intrepidity in action.
His promotion was also for hero-
ism. The third act of heroism high-
lighting Stan’s active duty was his
last; it happened on Triangle Hill
to a man who aimed his life to-
wards the Trinity.

Many people I talked to who
knew Stan still have a wonderful
impression which he left with them.
Thelma Romer says that you knew
him just because he was so friend-
ly. Marlene Fischer speaks of him
as a “perfect gentleman.” U.D.
Athletic Director, Harry Baujan,
calls Stan the type you like to have
represent the university.

For eight years, high school and
college, Mr. Joe Gavin coached
Stan in football. It was long enough
for Mr. Gavin to see Stan perform
all the blocks, tackles, touchdowns,
and when needed extra points and
safeties on the grid and also in life.
Mr. Joe Quinn expanded on this by
telling me that Stosh was probably
one of the most liked athletes at
U.D. and also one of the better
tackles.

His old team-mates still remem-
ber him and men such as Jim Raiff,
Jimmy Akau and Frank Siggins
vividly recall his power on the
football field and his power as a
man. There is also Jerry VonMohr
who knew Stosh. Jerry and Stosh
played for the same team but not
on a gridiron. Although at different
times they made a nice pair of All-
Americans.

Also there is another man who
knew Stosh as a teacher, a friend
and a neighbor at Saint Joe’s Hall.
This man, Brother Louis ]. Faer-
ber, S.M., was kind enough to give
me a great deal of information and
show me the files remaining on
Stan. While looking through this,
I noticed two things I couldn’t for-
get. The first is in a letter to the
Kurdziels from Brother . . . “Stan
will never be lost,” the other writ-
ten to Brother from the Kurdziels
by Stan’s sister Jeannette . . . “Such
was the Will of Our Lord.” One of
the things Brother Faerber believes
about Stan is “His motto seemed to
be the same as Lincoln’s: ‘With

malice toward none, with charity
for all." >

Bob Vandavander, a close friend
of Stosh’s told me of the deep love
and pride Stan had for his parents
and his younger sister, Jeannette.
That was something both Bob and
Brother Faerber saw when they
met those Stan thought so much of.

(Turn to Page 22)
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Mother Frances Schervier

(Mother Frances founded the Sis-

ters of the Poor of Saint Francis
who conduct St. Elizabeth Hos-
pital in Dayton.)

® To the superficial observer
there was nothing in the outward
appearance of Mother Frances, as
she was called by her Franciscan
daughters, to distinguish her from
any one of them. She wore the
same brown habit, observed the
same common life, and performed
the same tasks as they did. She
was averse to drawing attention to
herself by word or deed, especially
if that attention would be in the
form of recognition or praise. She
never talked about herself and a
very short acquaintance with Moth-
er Frances revealed that she was a
much better listener than a con-
versationalist.

It was only when you looked into
the deep brown eyes, set far apart
in the small, round, pallid face,
that you became aware of the
power and the spirit of love that
seemed to draw you involuntarily
to Mother Frances, and to feel that
you could trust her without re-
serve. When she spoke, her words
and demeanor revealed a cultured
and disciplined voice, yet her con-
versation was plain and simple. One
was impressed almost immediately
with her possession of contrasting
traits of childlike simplicity and
masculine firmness that seemed to
blend and animate her small, frail
body with constant activity.

Although Mother Frances lived
a century ago, her life story sounds
typically American because she dis-
played to a striking degree quali-
ties not generally found in the solid
German-French aristrocratic stock

from which she came. She an-
swered the challenge of a life filled
with seemingly insurmountable dif-
ficulties and hardships with a cour-
age and fierce energy that would
thrill the heart of any adventure-
loving American. Hers is a success
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By Sister M. Rosalie, S.P.S.F.

story, a story in reverse. A riches
to rags story that ends in God.

Frances Schervier was the daugh-
ter of a prosperous German manu-
facturer and an aristrocratic French
mother. As a child she had every
advantage that a loving but strict
and pious family could give her.
She lived in a day when freedom
was unknown to the children of
the well-to-do. They were forbid-
den to be on the public streets
except in the company of their par-
ents or a nurse. Early in life
Frances showed a lively disposition
and a gift of ready laughter which
thrived in the loving association
with her three sisters and two
brothers, in the well-ordered Scher-
vier home. She also manifested a
marked firmness of character and

the faculty of a clear perception and
quick decision which were valuable
assets when at the age of thirteen
it became necessary for her to take
over the management of the home
following the deaths of her beloved
mother and her two older sisters.
This triple crisis in her emotional
life occurred within the space of
eighteen months. She accepted it,
along with the physical burden of
the home management, in the spirit
of self-sacrifice which she so fre-

quently manifested in her later life
as Mother Frances.

Frances” vocation of pious prac-
tices and works of charity for the
poor and down-trodden had its be-
ginning when the family’s distribu-
tion of alms became one of her
duties. In these works of charity
Frances gave as long as there was
anything to give. Soon she exhaust-
ed her personal dowry and inheri-
tance, but she kept on giving and it
was necessary for her nurse and the
servants to hide things to prevent
her giving them away. She then
began to beg for the poor, and
because of her family’s position she
had access to the wealthier homes
of the city. She added personal ser-
vices to the material aid as she
visited the homes of the poor and
nursed them.

Frances entertained the desire to
become a religious but was opposed
by her father. Until after his death
she remained satisfied with what
she could do in the way of organ-
izing societies and other groups to
carry on the charitable work so
dear to her heart. After ascertain-
ing that her tasks were in accord-
ance with the will of God, she put
aside all personal respect and stifled
her natural pride to carry out any-
thing that would benefit her sick
and poor. On one occasion, in an
effort to stop her begging, a family
friend offered her a live pig provid-
ed she would drive it across the
city herself. This was most humili-
ating to Frances, but she did not
refuse and arrived that evening
with the pig at one of the soup
kitchens she had caused to be
established in the city.

Her real vocation was revealed
directly by God to her very close
friend. The command that she was
to begin a religious community was
so dramatic and far above the
humble aspirations of the already
saintly Frances that she suspected

(Turn to Page 22)
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Rain

It beats against the window panes,
And swirls, carried by the wind,
Around corners. It drops methodical
As an army; to the ground

Rain!

The lingering leaves upon the trees
Turn a brighter hue and the pavement
Glistens wetly. Streets are desolate
Save a lone figure pressing homeward.
Rain!

In a torrent it pours from the sky;
Seeping into the ground it quenches
The thirst of crops. Making them grow
As it drops endlessly eastward.

Rain!

—Betty McAdam

Sonata

A room, bare.

Harsh bulbs stare down from enameled steel eye-sockets.

In the far wall, a window with four bubbly panes.
Outside: rain, thunder, darkness.

The simple polished piano barbs the plain walls.
But there is life, and music.

. . . Music rising slowly, steadily, in wisps.

It is gay, tinkly, superfiicial, uncertain.

Then it plummets to the depths of moist caverns,

each note richly black, as dark velvet trimmed in gold.

Strange pulsations contort the pious sadness.

Then comes a phrase, speaking small, first under,
afterwards over the throbbing. It is simple, honest.
It rises and overpowers all else, yet remains plain.
Pure, complete, a kind force: that is the melody,
filled with burgundy emotion.

And the music soars and fountains and rings

to brilliant clouds and suns undreamed of.

A room, bare.

But there is life . . . and music.

—Roger H. Keith.
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Sonnet 5
Sonnets to the Siamese

How do I love thee?

Give me a comptometer;
Better yet,

Just read my thermometer.

I love thee more

Than there are oil wells in Tulsa;
You don’t believe it?

Then feel my pulsa.

Lest the more sensitive

Should wince at my poetical clowning,

I'll end by adding (unnecessarily)

That I love thee more than I love Mrs. Browning.

—Joanne Combs.
[ ] [ ] [ ]

Time Guides the Lost Traveler

Turn here from that dark path;
That vista of stately remorse,
Little noble or enriching there.
Nought but forgetfulness—come here
Where I beckon.

I am time.

I measure in years, hours;
In centuries of the same
Ageless pain that stuns your

Presence now.

Here stand shielded from stinging sparks
That follow after—from black
Midges and tarantulae that feed
On dungheaps of memories putrefying
Into remorse.

That beauty, sweetly shrouding dullness
And self-speculating self, primping
In countless mirrors that are other
Eyes like your burning pair,
Century old infant.

Then go but once through the briers;
Be torn again by those black-thorn
Fingers, jealous of their prey.
Let each sting awaken in you
New senses.

Each poisonous prick will release
Fetid blood, infested with the toxin

Of unfed desire, which strengthens the clutch
Of morbid love’s stark rigors,

Gray child.

Raise the adder’s potion once more

To your lips—the draught perhaps
Will flood ulcerous longings from

Your innards. A year will make the venom
Sweeter than nectar.

The roiled brew will clear,

And my alchemy will invoke
Sweeter visions: as, you were gallant,
True, and she, a sunny, blue-eyed

Nameless darling.

—Tom Eshelman
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| Recall December 7, 1941

By Melvin Silva

® All of a sudden it happened!
Out of the clear, blue tropical skies
there came a flight of terror of so
strange a nature that everyone was
overcome by suspense and fear. It
was a beautiful Sunday morning in
December of 1941, as we drove
home from church services, that we
noticed two airplanes fighting right
above us. Dad stopped the car, and
we got out to see this exhibition
in the sky. The show was most
remarkable because of the complete
reality of the thing. In due time,
both planes headed southeast; but
shortly thereafter, there came a
whole squadron of approximately
fifty airplanes of an unidentified
character.

An eerie feeling about the whole
affair overcame us. We went home,
and Dad turned on the radio. Not
having any response from the radio,
we came to the conclusion that it
had gone “off the air.” We discuss-
ed the matter with some consterna-
tion among ourselves and, later,
turned on the radio again. This
time the announcer was saying,
“This is an air raid; take cover!”
The phrase was so foreign to us
that we scoffed at it and took it as
a joke, as indeed most people did.
But after really getting the whole
context of the broadcast, we realiz-
ed that Pearl Harbor had been at-
tacked and bombed by Japanese
aircraft, inflicting much damage on
the Island of Oahu. The only way
by which we could heed the ad-
monitions of the military authorities
on the radio was to keep indoors;
and this was a little difficult, cur-
ious as we were to ascertain what
was taking place outdoors.

Martial law was almost immedi-
ately enforced in the Territory of
Hawaii, imposing very strict restric-
tions on the civilian population.
The first few months of the Second
World War were months of ex-
treme bewilderment for most of the

inhabitants of the Hawaiian Is-
lands, a land where peace and
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happiness was once synonymous
with living.

The beautiful and famous Ha-
waiian moon, a phenomenon to
many a visitor to Hawaii, peeping
over the swaying fan-palms in the
evening breeze to the strains of
sweet Hawaiian music, was now
considered more an enemy than a
friend. The native sport of sliding
down the waterfalls (Wai-pahee)
into Mother Nature’s own fresh-
water swimming pool could no
longer be enjoyed, for barbed-wire
fences were strewn along the paths
leading to the pool; and military
reservations restricted the inhabit-
ants from entering the naturally
beautiful tropical gardens of the
Pacific.

I will never forget the first

“black-out.” It was about eleven
P. M. on the night of December 7,
1941, when the siren warned us of
an air raid attack. The weird,
wheezing sound of the siren was
sufficient in itself to throw the pop-
ulation into excitement — just as if
we had not had enough agitation
throughout the day! Living next
to the recently converted Civilian
Defense Center, which a few hours
before had been the District Court
House, was no consolation whatso-
ever. Everybody warned every-
body else to “take cover” — and
hardly any one knew what was
meant by the term! Eventually,
airplanes flew over, soaring above
the roofs of the houses; but we
were not told whether they were

friendly or enemy planes. It is
rather difficult to put into words

the experiences when everything
seems to happen all at once, and
the unfamiliar is commonplace. The
feeling of being in the dark, not
knowing where the bombs will be
dropped, puts one in a state of
extreme, uninterrupted dread. The
air raid shelters were not yet built,
for it was only a few hours since
the first bombs had been dropped
quite a few miles away. And, be-
sides, “air raid shelters” was an-
other unknown term. As the planes
flew over, the children in the
neighborhood started crying and
shrieking, while parents hushed and
scolded. The local police played
an important role on this unexpect-
ed occasion by visiting all the
houses of the neighborhood and
demanding that all lights be put
out. Planes were faintly heard and
as the hum of their engines died
out in the distance, people breathed
a sigh of relief. Meanwhile, police
and American Legionnaires, with
their blue-tinted flashlights, halted
pedestrians on the streets. It was
hardly possible to fall asleep that
night with the thought of what
would happen next! Everyone was
literally in the dark, and no one
would know where to run should
the necessity arise.

This dreadful day suddenly
changed the lives of many of the
peoples throughout the Territory.
A new way of living gradually took
shape, and measures towards pro-
tecting ourselves from any sudden
attack were adopted. People grad-
ually came to understand the mean-
ing of “air raid shelter.” Families
constructed them in their yards,
and they were our means for sur-
vival. Gas masks were distributed,
and the regulation to carry them
everywhere we went was strictly
enforced.

How strange to the illiterate all
this seemed! The erudite recogniz-
ed the event as an historical one,
world-shaking in its significance.
The antagonism that suddenly
arose between the East and the
West was in a strange setting in
the Paradise of the Pacific, the
melting pot of all races. Ill-will
and suspicion sprang up overnight.
It took quite some time before

(Turn to Page 22)
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Brevitied . . .

7/

STROLLING THE CAMPUS

® Well, here we are again. All
our ducking and dodging of
Brother Tom didn’t do us a bit of
good. In fact, it proved quite a
catastrophe, for he trapped us just
the day before deadline and so,
here we are torturing the weary
brain for some bit of knowledge to
set down in print.

It’s pretty hard to concentrate on
school activities when the soup
keeps boiling over, the dishes and
the ironing are collecting dust, and
the house, on the whole, looks like
a bull has been turned loose in it.
As a housekeeper we belong in the
bottom of the barrel. (Please, ex-
cuse us while we check the roast.)

Now, we want to tell you about
“Wild, Wooly Willy,” the sweetest
little pup you could ever hope to
see. Were not saying this just be-
cause he’s ours, but because we
think it’s the truth. Everywhere he
goes cars stop, people stop, and
children follow him.

Little Willy is an albino Chiuaua.
He is pure white and pink right
down to his little nose and eyes.
Although he isn’t quite seven inches
tall his ears stand up a full two
inches above his head, making him
look like a miniature rabbit. His
tail, which forms a perfect arc
over his back, proves that perpetual
motion is possible, for it never
seems to stop. When he is wearing
his green sweater with a shamrock
on the end and sporting his shiny
pink nose, he answers to the name
of “Irish.”

For such a little fellow he has a
great deal of energy. He’s always
frisking about, just as cocky as he
can be. His favorite pastime is pick-
ing on dogs ten times his size, and
sending them yelping away with a
snap of his pincer-like jaws when
the play gets too rough. Then one
day he met his match, Lady.

Lady is a bit different from most
dogs. She is a Great Dane about
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four feet tall and weighing approx-
imately one hundred and fifty
pounds. When Willy first saw this
colossus, his first reaction was to
run under the closest armchair and
growl his greeting from behind the
protecting ruffle. Lady, however,
lived up to her name and soon the
two were fast friends.

One day Willy, true to form, be-
gan telling Lady off. He stood be-
neath her nose and gave a few short
yaps. Poor Lady was at a loss. She
looked at Willy curiously, then low-
ered her head, and uttered one
ear-splitting whoof, that sounded as
if it came from an underground
cavern, right in Willy’s face.

You've never seen a dog walk
away so fast in your life! He didn’t
run. He definitely walked—his ears
straight up in the air, his tail fast
between his legs, and his nose
straight ahead—but he kept his dig-
nity. He may have gone straight
up the stairs and hidden in the
darkest corner under the bed never
to speak to Lady again, but no one
could every say that he RAN.

Now you may ask, what has this
got to do with the campus? Simply
this, I applied my Child Psychology
course to Willy. It may sound silly
but it certainly worked.

When we first got the little imp
he had a terrible inferiority com-
plex. He had been badly mistreated
and consequently he was terrified
of everything and everyone. One of
his huge ears dropped sadly, he
never wagged his tail, and he shook
whenever anyone reached out to
pet him. He hid under the couch
all day and even had to be dragged
out to be fed. All in all, he was a
pitiful little bundle.

However, within a month with
plenty of love and affection and
a few tips from Fr. Roesch’s lec-
tures we had a snappy, cocky little
rascal, with ears as stiff as starch.

We have a new problem now.
How are we going to unspoil him?
Hmmm, wonder if they offer a Dog
Psychology course around here.

—TurA KIEFER.

SMALL TOWN

® Nestled in a valley, situated
along a highway, jutting up from
the level prairie, indicated by a sign
along the road, or merely a speck
on the map is the small town. The
small town, the place where you
know practically everybody and
they know you. Here you share
joys and sorrows, pleasures and
misfortunes. When an emergency
arises, residents from every part of
town answer. Let the fire siren blow
and volunteer firemen come run-
ning from stores and homes, head
toward the fire station, and before
you know it the truck, with its red
light flashing and siren wailing,
goes roaring down main street as
the policeman halts the traffic. It is
the place where last night’s basket-
ball game is of concern to all and
the question of the outcome of next
week’s game is fervently debated.
Here the home town band sends a
tingle down everyone’s spine as it
marches in parades down main
street. Then, on Memorial Day, as
one of the band’s trumpet players
sounds the taps, tears come to those
who have lost someone in the ser-
vice of the country.

The small town is the place
where many famous men and wo-
men began and finished life. A small
but interesting history book could
be written about practically every
small town in our country. It would
be a history as varied as the towns
themselves.

A great many young people leave
the small town and accept employ-
ment in the large cities. Here they

see the chance to earn more money
and have more of the conveniences

(Turn to Page 21)
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The Educator’s Nook

(THE EDUCATOR’S NOOK is intended to serve as an outlet and an oppor-
tunity for all students in Education to express up-to-date views on interesting
phases of matters educational. With your cooperation and approval we hope

that it will become a permanent part of the EXPONENT.)

ANOTHER “R"” IN
EDUCATION

® [t is commonly held that our
schools should center their atten-
tion on the three basic skill sub-
jects, reading, riting and 'rithmetic
—more commonly known as the
three “R’s.” There is yet another
“R” which needs to be added to
our list of basic skills to be taught
in our schools. It is a skill which
is just as vital and important and
fundamental in everyday living as
is any of the other “R’s,” namely
the ability to get along with other
people, to know how to cooperate
with them, and to be able to “iron
out” differences of opinion justly

and tolerantly. Here 1 make refer-
ence to what Ashley Montagu in his
book On Being Human calls the
“Fourth ‘R’,” human relations.

“We must shift,” insists Mr. Mont-
agu, “the emphasis from the three
“R’s” to the fourth “R,” human re-
lations, and place it first, foremost,
and always in that order of impor-
tance, as the principal reason for
the existence of our schools . . .
For all the knowledge in the world
is worse than useless if it is not
humanely understood and humane-
ly used.”

Of course, the responsibility to
get these attitudes and ideas of
good human inter-relationship
across to students rests squarely
upon the shoulders of the teacher.
Mr. Montagu, therefore, concludes,
“Our teachers must be specially
qualified to teach human relations.
The importance of their function
must be recognized and suitably re-
warded by a society anxious to en-
courage the entry of the best kind
of people into the professional priv-
ilege of preparing human beings
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for the art of living . . .” (That
society is not anxious to reward
suitably those who are today trying
to effect this lofty goal is witnessed
to by such astounding facts as this
—in 1950 the total national expen-
ditures for education in the United
States, teacher salaries included,
were only 2.7 per cent of our gross
national product.)

The addition of a “Fourth R” to
our educational objectives should,
ultimately, not confuse our work
or make it more difficult; but rath-
er indicate more clearly where we
are going and how we are to get
there. Now, in a troubled world
such as ours, more than ever hu-
man relations must be carefully
cultivated at the grass roots, or
civilization must face annihilation
from war.

—James V. TIEMAN.

AIDS TO DISCIPLINE

(The first part of this article is a
precis of “Some Aids to Disci-
pline” by Sister Aurelia in the
Catholic Journal, April, 1949.)

® Many teachers associate disci-
pline with a strict, regimental, mili-
tary force. They feel that no order
can be obtained otherwise. How-
ever, this notion is far from the cor-
rect idea of discipline. Training
children to meet the realities of life
through the practice of obedience,
charity, and co-operation with oth-
ers, cannot but develop a sense of
real self-control in the students.
Discipline again, like many other
factors in teaching, must come
about through mutual understand-
ing between teacher and pupils. A
calm, exterior behaviour, a sym-
pathetic understanding and an or-

derliness about oneself, will suggest
to our students to do likewise. Ob-
serving these Christ-like traits in
their teacher, their application to
assigned work will be of whole-
hearted attention, thus giving little
time to misbehave.

The ability to overlook minor in-
fractions and disturbances that can-
not be avoided is a mark of a good
disciplinarian. However, when chil-
dren become unruly, then it is time
to find the cause, and perform the
distasteful duty of correction in a
calm manner of action. We have
been chosen as God’s instrument to
help each and every child entrusted
to our care. This must be done in
a positive manner — training the
child in Christian social living, not
with the rigid whip of the dictator,
but with the gentle, yet firm, guid-
ing hand of the Creator.

CRITIQUE

® Sister Aurelia’s explanation of
discipline is in direct reference to
the Latin derivation of the term,
“to teach.” It is my opinion that if
more teachers would take this
thought into some consideration,
disciplinary problems would cease
to exist in a certain degree. Train-
ing the child through the teaching
or inculcation of good habits cannot
but help the child attain a fine
moral character.

The role of the teacher is a great
factor in obtaining discipline. The
students consider their teacher as
their model in many instances, and
rightly so. In order to develop good
discipline in our students, one must

be well-disciplined herself. To the

students, the teacher should be one
(Turn to Page 22)
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Editorial Comment. . . .

WHAT? ANOTHER RESOLUTION

® 1953! A new year stands before us. Fifty-two
weeks full of potentialities are waiting. Most of us,
no doubt, have formulated our annual “pocket” reso-
lutions. The time we spent in making them was short;
the time we shall spend in keeping them will like-
wise be brief — at least, it usually is. But this new
year is full of possibilities. Every minute of it holds
for each of us happiness or desolation, peace or war,
life or death — yes, heaven or hell. The either-or lies
within our power. What are we going to do about
it? Now is the time to act, not later. Let us bring our-
selves together to make one solid resolution with the
firm intention of keeping it.

This single resolution consists of two words: Love
God. Yes, love God. We don’t have to be so-called
pious souls to do this. No, our love must be made
manifest in action, rather than in word. Love God!
We rise in the morning to live another day, a day
given to us by our Heavenly Father. Love Him for it!
We make our way to school or work, meeting many
on the way; many we like, many we do not. We could
speak to some and ignore the rest. But God made
them all. Why not love Him in every one of them,
and give each a greeting from the heart.

We trudge through a heavy, twenty-four hour
schedule. Why not do it cheerfully, lovmg God for
giving us an opportunity to work out our salvation.
We attend a heart-warming basketball game. Love
God for letting us have so much fun.

If we spent our time in this manner, loving God
in everything and in everybody, we would have much
less time to think of ourselves and our little troubles.
Why, we'd be happy. Then let’s put forth all we've got
into this resolution, and show the world the way to
true peace and happiness. Let's LOVE GOD!

—Sister M. JoaniLra, S.P.S.F.

SECULARISM DECRIED

® At a convention held recently in Denver The
National Council of Churches of Christ in the U.S.A.
warned that “our culture is in danger of becoming

pagan” and to offset this trend “religion must be
placed at the heart of higher education.”

The council further declared that “we cannot
admit that in a public system of education the state
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should have the unchallenged right to monopolize all
the hours during which a boy or girl receives instruc-
tion five days a week.” The council claims to represent
nearly thirty-five million people affiliated with thirty
Protestant and Eastern Orthodox denominations. In
its three-thousand-word message the Council makes
a plea that the philosophy of secularism must not be
permitted to gain control of public education.

In many respects the National Council’s statement
parallels the statement of the American Bishops made
at their annual meeting in Washington in November.
Where the Catholic hierarchy had found the nation’s
public schools dangerously secularized the Council’s
message says: “It is unfair to say that where religion
is not taught in a public school, that school is secular
or Godless. The moral and cultural atmosphere in a
school and the attitudes, the viewpoints and the
character of the teachers can be religious and exert
a religious influence without religion necessarily being
taught.” We would just like to suggest that teachers
in the public schools have the children learn the
Ten Commandments plus the sanction that God’s
places on His law, that is the punishment meted out
for violation of the Ten Commandments, and then
watch how the tide of juvenile delinquency would
decline.

The Council decries the current trend towards
secularism in these words: “A typical secular state, by
rejecting the reality and authority of God and the
relevance of religion to life depreciates religion and
exalts irreligion. Furthermore secularism can take on
the character of a positive religion, as it has in certain
modern states, whether of the Communist or Fascist
type. When this happens, a state tends to assume
divine prerogatives and commits satanic crimes.”

The Council’s message unfortunately carried an
antagonistic note when it declared that government
aid to parochial schools would be a “devastating blow
to the public school system™ and violate the principle
of separation of Church and State. Against this state-
ment of the Council the Catholic Bishops remarked
in their message that when a government makes more
difficult the task of parents in providing religious
education to their children in the parochial schools
by depriving them of what the federal constitution
grants them, auxiliar school services like bus trans-
portation and lunch aid “this can only be regarded
as an utterly unfair and short-sighted policy.”
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JANUS

® In the days of pagan antiquity there were gods
for nearly every occasion. One of these gods was
Janus. This god was represented on the earliest coins
of Rome with two bearded faces looking in opposite
directions. The reminder of this ancient deity is with
us all through the month of January; as the very
name is a derivative of Janus. It was Janus who busied
himself with the beginnings of all enterprises.

The gods of ancient Greece and Rome are now
confined to the realm of myth, but this one mythical
god, Janus, gives rise to thought upon entering a
new year; especially a year with the potentialities of
1953.

In this year the administration of this government
suffers a complete changeover in personnel and pol-
icies. A new President, Dwight D. Eisenhower, will
be installed as the new chief executive of the United
States. To him will fall the task of assuming the
leadership of this country. In turn this country must
assume the place of leadership of the free nations of
the world if those nations are to have leadership
comparable to that offered the Communist world by
Russia. This leadership that we are now speaking of
regards the merely material-economic point of view.

There is another kind of leadership, however, and
this is a spiritual type; a kind of leadership based on
absolute standards, or values, of morality.- This type
of leadership does not have its basis in the land and
natural resources or in the technological and scientific
wealth of a country as does the material-economic
type. It is to be found in the individual himself, and
it is only through the individual that its inestimable
force can be effected.

It would seem our duty, then, to undertake this
personal (in the strictest sense of the word ) leadership
in regard to the forwarding, as well as backing, of
governmental policies. With this resolve in mind we,
whether once for or against his election, cannot but
wish President Eisenhower well.

ONE WHO LOVED HIS FELLOW-MEN

Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase!)

Awoke one night from a dream of peace,

And saw, within the moonlight of his room,
Making it rich and like a lily in bloom,

An angel writing in a book of gold.

Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold,

And to the presence in the room he said,

‘What writest thou”—The vision raised its head,
And, with a look made of all sweet accord,
Answered, “The names of those who love the Lord.’
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‘And is mine one? said Abou, ‘Nay, not so,’

Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low.

But cheerily still; and said, T pray thee then,

Write me as one who loves his fellow-men.’

The angel wrote and vanished. The next night

It came again with a great wakening light

And showed the names whom love of God had
blessed, —

And, lo! Ben Adhem’s name led all the rest.

Leigh Hunt, a lesser English poet of the Romantic
Period, is the author of this poem, “Abou Ben Adhem.”
Actually, however, it could well be entitled “Vari-
ations on a Theme”; the “Theme” being, “Love thy

neighbor as thyself.”

A friend of mine, speaking of the poem, recently
remarked, “The humanists must thrive on that.” And
well it could be the maxim of the Christian humanists
—those that are not caught in the quagmire of human
endeavours as the “be all and the end all.”

In this new year let us be mindful of our rela-
tions with others. Often we are tempted to hold others
in disdain because they do not for reasons, which seem
legion, come up to our standards. In short we dont
find them to our liking. If one realizes, however, that,
for the most part, all of our petty dislikes which we
feel for others spring from something we find only
in another’s physical qualities (appearance, compan-
ions, mannerisms, habits, speech, and dress to mention
only a very few for examples), perhaps we would
recognize the insignificance of our dislikes especially
when one considers the whole man, and not just the
parts of man that are matter and movement or qual-
ities related thereto.

C. S. Lewis, in his The Weight of Glory, a series
of lectures compounded into book form, speaks of the
different types of human beings that we meet in life.
He mentions that everyone—though different in sur-
face appearances; of varying intelligence, from the
lowest to the highest; and also of variance in char-
acter—everyone, no matter what his station in life may
be, has an immortal soul. And therein lies our respon-
sibility to our fellow-men.

Ben Adhem carried his weight well. “Ben Ad-
hem’s name led all the rest.” The author, Hunt, too,
we must think, realized the place of love for others
in God’s creation. The epitaph that is engraved on
his tomb reads:

“Write me as one who loves his fellow-men.”

Let all of us profit by the words of dead men
and engrave these words on our lives. This is our
weight of glory. It is not an easy burden, but carry it
we must. —JaMmEes GLEASON.
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Eprrep BY ANNE FLYNN

GREETINGS !

® Greetings for the New Year to all readers of the
“Coeds” Corner.” We will start the new year off right
by again urging all those who wish to contribute to
this page to please do so. Don’t wait for us to contact
you personally. If you have an idea, just write it
down, hand it in, and it will appear. Our resolution
for this year is to put lots of new names in print.

May 1953 be a happy and successful school year.
S ANH

THE WORLD’S SADDEST STORY

® As one trips lightly along a U.D. corridor
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