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Pencilings Along the Way
By the Scribe
@ We are somewhat late with
our wishes for a Joyous Easter but
as we are in the Paschal season
with its Alleluias, we do not feel
that our greetings should be omitted. Today we must emphasize the
need for the joy and happiness that
accompanies work well accomplished. If we have spent our time profitably during Lent we have reason
to rejoice with the Risen Savior.

Conditions in this age of ours are
bad; there is no doubt about that.
Individually we cannot do much to
remedy them except to pray and to
make our lives a reproach to those
who do not love God and country.
Within our circle we should serve
God with the gladness that comes
from the conviction, that even
though we are unprofitable servants, we are trying hard to please
God and help our neighbor.
Christ’s Resurrection should give
us courage. He overcame the powers of death and hell. Consequently
when we look about today and see
the terrible struggles that evil men

are waging against humanity and
religion let us rely on the Divine
aid which we can get by leading
a good life and by asking for that
aid. Communism is not as strong as
God, no matter how powerful and
hideous and terrible it looks. Let
us remember that in our every day
lives, and inject into our lives some
of that spirit of the Risen Christ
which will make us a part of that
bulwark that will stop the advances
of Communism.
*

&

*

Silver jubilees and golden jubilees are observed by people in all
walks of life. Religious celebrate
these jubilees also. Here at the University of Dayton we have a man
who is observing this year the fif-

tieth anniversary of his religious
profession in the Society of Mary.

came to the Society in 1901 and
made ‘his first profession in 1903.
One of his brothers, Alphonse, also
a Marianist, is stationed at St.
Mary’s University in San Antonio,
Texas.
Brother Leo is not widely known

to the student body because his
work does not bring him in contact
with many students. During his
whole stay here he has been connected with the maintenance department, first as an engineer in
the power plant and later as chauffer. In the morning you can see

the U. D. truck parked outside the
office of the purchasing agent while
the chauffeur is inside conferring
with Brother Kline about the busi-

ness calls to be made that day.

Then every piece of mail that the
U.D. students receive from home
is brought by this same chauffeur
in that same truck from the U.S.

post office to the U. D. post office.

On Sunday mornings in all kinds of
weather the priests of the University are taken in one of the school

cars to the various parishes for Sunday services and the chauffeur is

none other than our golden jubi-

‘The Joys

of the

Naturally we cannot let this occasion pass without asking our readers to continue their interest in vo-

cations to the priesthood and the

religious life. The harvest is ripe
but the number of laborers is inadequate. Do not say that this is
not my business, for it is. Our duty
is to help spread the kingdom of
God that we talk about when we
say the Our Father. Ask our Lord
and His Blessed Mother to send
numerous and fervent vocations
into that harvest field.
*

*

&

Down in the University Library

you can find a paper-bound copy of
the Proceedings of the National
Congress of the Confraternity of
Christian Doctrine published by
the St. Anthony Guild Press of
Paterson, New Jersey, and held in
Chicago in November of 1951. Seeing this report started me thinking
about how nice it would be to tell
our U. D. students about the working of the Confraternity, an organization that will give them a chance
to exercise their zeal. Where to
find some material about the Con-

Eastertide

fraternity? Easy. Look for the latest

Jo You

Franciscan Fathers at their St. Anthony Guild Press in Paterson, New

edition of the National Catholic

Almanac, also published by the

Jersey. By the way, this Almanac
Fifty years in the religious life,
and for that matter in any calling
is a long time, and we salute golden
jubiliarians who have spent their

lives in a good cause and we ex-

He is Brother Leo Verhoeven, who

press our admiration for their daily
perseverance in the call of duty.

has spent all but six years of his

Surely work done by religious for

religious life at U.D.

His home

God and country can be classified

town is Rochester, New York. He

as work done for a good cause.
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Hence, we wish to express our congratulations and good wishes to
Brother Leo in this year of his
golden jubilee and tell him that
he has our prayers for continued
good health to be enjoyed in many
more years of fruitful service in the
Society of Mary.

is a mine of information. If you
have any vexing questions about
matters Catholic ask the librarian

to show you where this Almanac
is and then start searching and you

will probably find your answer.
Now back to the Confraternity.

In his encyclical Acerbo Nimis of
April 15, 1906, Blessed Pius X di-

(Turn to Page 20)

The Exponent

The Progress of Poetry
By James Gleason
@ This is an age of specialization;
this can easily be seen in the world
about us: the auto-mechanic doesnt dabble in nuclear fission on the

weekends, nor does the physicist
dash off literary criticisms as his
sideline. These are, of course, extremes, but in general it is apparent
that in the system of modern society we are headed, and often
times quite involuntarily, for a specialized field. Nor is this the
most unwholesome situation in the
world: a race of dilettantes could
never make much ofa positive contribution to civilization.
This specialization makes for
clear, well-defined fields of endeavour in the exact sciences where

precision is the keynote. In the
arts, however, specialization often
leads to obscurantism. We do not
often think of the arts being very

specialized at all, but let us look
to one of the arts, poetry (because
it is here that specialization in the

arts reaches its highest degree).
Today the artist, through the medium of his particular gift, speaks
only to other artists. This is another case of generalization, but for
actual proof of the truth of it one
need look no further than to a few
of the “rarified” periodicals. There
we find a series of comments of one
artist concerning the art of another.
Later, we may rest assured, that the
first comments will be answered in
kind by the recipient of them, or
one of the recipient’s disciples will
take up the standard for him. A
vicious, but delightful circle. But
why is this particularly true of

poets and poetry?
In the beginning the arts served
to assist religion; the artists were
assigned the positions of the gods’
interpreters on earth. Once out of
the primitive stage the role of soothsayer was dropped, but still the belief of interpreter persisted. With

role of mediator fell more and more
to be the lot of the poets. For many
years the poet was expected to be
as learned in religion, science, psychology, and politics as he was in
metrics. And this was often the
case. Dante, for example, was a
scholar of varied fields of learning.
Dante is, however, generally considered the last poet who assimilated the vast amount of knowledge
of his age into his art. Shakespeare
is likewise considered the last of
the great modern writers who
found a huge audience of common
men without lowering his standards
to have this vast appeal. For the
last time poetry, without losing the
associative imagery and a certain
richness of language which distinguishes it from prose, had spoken publicly.
Poets, after Shakespeare, were
forced into the unnatural choice be-

tween poetry and communication.

are greatly divided by the time element, they are poetically akin),

each attempted to become a medi-

ator between religion and psychology and the various rational philosophies of their respective times.
In the attempt to do this they created an atmosphere of a subjective,
poetic Utopia and by so creating
this they widened the gap between
the poet and his already dwindling
audience.
Up to this time poetry had managed to keep a grasp on sanity even
though it was losing its listeners.
Also up to this time our attention
had been centered on England, but
to understand the radical change
that has taken place in verse during
the last six decades it is necessary
to turn to France. After the French
Revolution there followed a series

of popular revolutions. Such stag-

The dividing line is beginning to

gering changes in the social order
were bound to have tremendous

appear.

repercussions

(This is a very nebulous

thing and no one can say that a
certain poet marks the absolute be-

ginning of the modern period.)

Pope, Dryden, and Tennyson were
forced, in some degree, to abandon
a special character of poetic language to communicate to their con-

temporaries — on even the issues of
their times.
Donne, Coleridge,
Blake, and Hopkins, on the other
hand, chose, by a greater specialization in not only their method but

also in their subject matter, to alienate themselves from a common audience.
Poets were beginning to recognize that the so-called common man
finding himself caught in the web
of the increasing complexities of
life does not usually turn to poetry

for diversion, but for escape. Poets
also came to the realization that

poetry would lose its character if
it attempted to compete with the

the division of the arts into the

growing popularity of the novel or

various fields of painting, music,
architecture, sculpture, etc., the

jouralism.
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these four because, although they

Donne,

Blake,

Cole-

ridge, and Hopkins (again using

on

literature

in

France. Poetry developed at a
much more rapid pace in France
than in Victorian England.
Arthur Rimbaud is the poet who
almost single
- handedly invented
the idiom of modernism in its most
extended sense. Rimbaud owes
much of his development as a poet
to Baudelaire. It remained for
Rimbaud, however, to wreck every
established system of versification.

Rimbaud, all of whose poetry was
written between 1870 and 1873,
and who had quit writing poetry
altogether by the time he was
twenty years old, rejected language
as the rational means of conveying
thought; grammar, syntax, word
meaning, all connecting language
links were stripped away if they
stood in the way of his essential
vision. Cries of frustration, unformulated fears and desires, and utter
disgust with bourgeois conventions
all add up to make Rimbaud the
poet of the revolt and the voice of
the anguish of an age. With his
Page 3

outraged images and outcries an
absolute poetry was born. Through
Rimbaud the groundwork, later
built on by Joyce, was laid for making art a cult. After Rimbaud different schools of poetry, very closely allied with the painting of the
same corresponding schools, followed one after the other with

staggering

rapidity:

Symbolists

pledged to dethroning classical
forms, Surrealists and the interpretations of dreams and the freeflowing reveries of the subconscious, the machine-worshipping
Futurists, and now
Existentialism with its theologians of anguish.
From the time of Rimbaud, France
has been the testing ground for
practically every “new idea” in art.
Another excursion must be made
into European poetry for us to be
able to see the fuller scope of
Anglo-American poetry. In Germany another pioneer of modern

poetry was beginning to write. This
was Rainer Maria Rilke. He ranks
as one of the finest lyric poets of
all time. In an age seemingly bent
on self-destruction Rilke stands out

as a beacon because of the great
importance he placed on tradition.
This was quite a contribution when
one realizes that a formidable mystique of revolt and violence was
being nurtured. His search for a
faith was to take shape in the
essentially “religious” poetry from
Peguy to Yeats, Eliot to Dylan
Thomas.
It was during this time of revolt
and “liberation of thought” on the
Continent that succeeded in breaking many of the ties with tradition,
that two Irishmen, Yeats and Joyce,
an Englishman, Hopkins, and an
American, Pound, were, in a general sense laying the groundwork
for the present-day English language poets.

Yeats had a burning love for his
native Ireland and so attempted to
bring a cultural revival to that

country. His poetry turned toward

mythology, and through this me-

dium he attempted to bring about

mythology was a complete failure

controversial figure. His poetry is

his exquisite poetry shaped the
lives of many of the coming generations of poets. Yeats had built, on
aristocratic leanings, an “ivory
tower” of poetry, and so again the
gap between the poet and his readers was widened.

obscure, his erudition vast, and his
inventiveness seemingly insatiable.
Perhaps Pound’s major contribution
is his leadership in the founding of
new schools and forms of poetry,
and his influence on T. S. Eliot.

The other Irishman, the Jesuit-

Marxist teachings made a great ap-

educated James Joyce, revolted

peal to many of the young poets of

against both his country and his
religion. His revolt embraced the
wider field of both orthodoxy and
tradition. The Joycean revolt took
the form of literature and through
this medium he projected the socalled
stream - of - consciousness
method. This marks the first really
large scale appearance of this method on the English literary scene.
Perhaps no other method has been
so discussed during this century as

the early part of this century, but
most of these poets outgrew the

the flow of associations, at first
glance completely disjointed and
showing no relation with each other. Joyce, for all his sneers and
puns, never alienated himself from
Ireland nor could he lose his fundamental Catholic character. He did,

has shaped poetry more than any

this type of literature composed of

however, pick up quite a number
of disciples in both America and
England. His impact is most direct-

ly on poetry because at heart, and
in his own peculiar method, Joyce
was a poet from start to finish.

period.
Eliot and Auden stand out as the

most imporant poets. Eliot, main-

taining that poetry does not have
to be understood to communicate,
other living poet. He gave a voice
to a period of despair, both personal and universal, in his monumental works The Wasteland and
The Hollow Men. Eliot found a
faith and beautifully expressed this
turning point of his life in Ash
Wednesday, and then established
and strengthened this in Four

Quartets.
Auden, the most versatile and,
after Eliot, the most important poet
of the age, was influenced greatly
by Eliot and his development in
many ways parallels that of Eliot’s.
Tor between agnosticism and
faith, Auden chose the latter. He

of the people, but he still remains

Hopkins’ impact on modern
poetry was not really felt in his
own time. This is because Hopkins

was a Jesuit and his poetry was
never really meant for public consumption. After his death, however, his poetry was discovered and
he was at once recognized as a
major poet.
Hopkins’ religious

poetry stands out magnificently in
an age torn by doubt and despair.

Yeats was bitterly disillusioned and

tion to the pioneers of the modern

especially so with Ireland. Though

poetic idiom in the person of Ezra

his attempt toward the revival of

Pound. This angry expatriate (now

Page 4

This brings us to contemporary

poetry, so let us look briefly at this

gains contact by expressing his

America made a major contribu-

a culture through a sort of mystic

attachment. This movement has,
however, left its mark on the poetry
of the period.

ideas to the people in the language

In this attempt

a new culture.

The Communist movement and

in prison for treason), is a highly

the master rhetorician and superb
lyricist.
In Viereck, Lowell, and Dylan
Thomas a return to the lyric, traditional, and tragic can be detected.
Fortunately the most important
poets of our time are also the saner

ones. Few of them are guilty of

obscurity for the sake of obscurant-

ism. Still there is a vast amount of

poetry which to all intent and
purposes is incomprehensible. This

is unfortunate, but, as we have
seen is not a mere happen-so.
(Turn to Page 20)
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Father O'Reilly’s Sacerdotal Golden Jubilee
By the Faculty Adviser
@ Fifty years in the priesthood.
What an enviable record to have!
This is the great happiness of the

Very Rev. Bernard Patrick O'Reilly,
S.M., who on Tuesday, April 14,
celebrated the golden jubilee of his
priesthood with a solemn high mass
in the chapel of the Immaculate

Conception on the University campus. The officers of the mass were:

deacon, Rev. William Ferree, S.M.,
Superior of the Mount Saint Normal School, and sub-deacon, Rev.
Charles Hoffstetter, S.M., of the
U. D. philosophy faculty. The ser-

mon was preached by Rev. John
Rauscher, $.M., pastor of the Immaculate Conception parish in
Dayton.

youngsters and that is what we
were.
For the next five years Father
was first a teacher in the small

college section on the campus. We

had a big high school division then
and on till 1928 when these lads
were sent down to take over and
turn the old Notre Dame Academy,
that many of your mothers attended, into Chaminade high school.

He was vice-president for a small
number of years and in 1908 he became president, a position that he
held for nineteen, but not consecutive, years.

Father O'Reilly was born in

first vows in the Society of Mary
in 1891 and in 1951 he celebrated
sixty years of service in the Society.
Shortly after his first religious pro-

fession the superiors sent him to
Besancon, France, to begin his

studies for the priesthood. He reduring which time he wasa college
student, a teacher and a seminarian.
Being a good conversationalist, he

tells many interesting and delightful episodes of his long stay abroad.
He returned to the United States
in the summer of 1903. The writer

was a student in the normal school,
located
and he
coming
it was

in St. Joe Hall at that time,
remembers Father O'Reilly
over to the convent side as
called then to give the

youngsters religious

conferences.

We were all somewhat awed at

meeting a man who had spent so
many years abroad. There were no
airplanes in those days to bring distant places close together. Also
we were amused at the French
manner in which he pronounced
his Latin. Did you ever hear a
French priest say “veni sancte Spir-

called St. Mary College, gained a
new building in the transfer.

Father O'Reilly was provincial
for five years during which time he
visited annually all the houses of
the province. In those days the
establishments in Hawaii and California belonged to the Cincinnati

province. Since 1948 they form the
Province of the Pacific. As provincial he could devote only a small
part of his time to the interests of
the University, but he did not neg-

lect us by any means. He has been

Rochester, New York. He made his

mained in Europe twelve years

foresight. The normal school was
moved from St. Joe Hall to the
resent Mount Saint John campus
in 1915 and our institution, then

When Father O'Reilly came to
Dayton the school was called St.
Mary’s Institute and the only buildings on the property were: St. Joe
Hall, the Chapel, St. Mary Hall,
the power plant and the old gym
now used by the girls. Chaminade
Hall was built in 1904 and what a
wonderful addition that was, because it gave so much needed
space. The dining room at that
time was where the registrar’s office is now. Notice how crowded
conditions were with all the students in St. Mary Hall.
His first term as president lasted
ten years, till 1918, when he was
appointed provincial of the Cincinnati province of the Society of
Mary. During this ten-year period
the enrollment was practically
doubled and the engineering school
was begun in 1911. This is one of
the very important happenings in

called “The Builder” and his claim
to that title rests in the construction of Alumni Hall, the Stadium
and the Library. In 1921 and 1922
he was the prime mover in a citywide drive to get funds to finance
the construction of Alumni Hall.
The building was erected at a cost
of about one-half million dollars.
Half of that sum was collected in
the drive.

In 1923 Father O’Reilly returned
to the campus to begin his second
term as president. This lasted nine
years. Hardly had the erection of
Alumni Hall been completed when

he pushed the building of the Sta-

dium. In the late nineteen twenties
Victor Emanuel was interested in
doing something for the athletic de-

partment of the school. But at that
time we needed a library to become a member of the North Central Association of Colleges and
Universities. Father O'Reilly presented our needs to our kind alumnus and in 1927 the Albert Emanuel Library was built in memory
of the father of Victor Emanuel, the
donor of the library. The canon
law of the Church for religious orders requires that superiors serve

only for a certain period of time;
then they must be replaced. Ac-

itus’” or “Dominus vobiscum”? Of

the history of the University and

course, it does not take much to

much of the credit for it accrues

long period of service at U. D. was

awaken the interest of high school

to Father O’Reilly’s initiative and

practically finished.
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cordingly in 1932 Father O’Reilly’s
He did stay
Page x

on for one more year in the public
relations department but at the end
of that time he was appointed pastor of Our Lady Help of Christians
Parish in Fairborn, twelve miles
east of Dayton. Presently he is
pastor in Fairborn.
No other Marianist directed the
destinies of the University as long

as Father O'Reilly did. And_ al-

though he has been away from us
for almost twenty years, his interest in the University is as keen as
it ever was. A person cannot talk
with Father very long before he
will recall his stay at U. D. and the
work that was done in those days
when he was president. He is

happy and thrilled about the many
developments that have taken place
since he was president. In fact
there is no doubt in the minds of
those who know Father O'Reilly,
that the University of Dayton has
the very first place in his affections

and interests. Hence, we are very
happy to honor him with this remembrance in the Exponent, that
was started the very year that he
came to the University, and which
was directed for many years by his
brother, Brother Francis O'Reilly,
S.M., who died on the campus two
years ago. Yes, the Exponent and
the University with all of its buildings and students and_ teachers
brings many pleasant memories to
Father as he reminisces in this fiftieth anniversary of his ordination.
Naturally the

present

student

body does not know him, but to

the men of Dayton from 1903 down

to 1932 (coeds came in 1935) his
name

is

just

about

synonomous

with the school. Years ago when
the enrollment was smaller he
would meet all the new students
personally on registration day and
he would visit the class rooms
weekly to read the marks. With
such close contacts it was but natural that the young folks should

remember him. The people of the
city knew him, too. He was in his

day what we would call today a
good contact man, and thus he
brought the school close to the
people of Dayton with his dignity

and his genial personality.
(Turn to Page 20)
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A Crazy Kid
By Bertrand Buby
@ In disgust I kicked an old shoe
of mine across the room, Frantical-

ly I raced to my bed, grabbed my

pillow, punched it vehemently, and
sent it sailing across the room. The
innocent pillow slid from the wall

and landed on the floor, only to be
made the receiver of a succession
of my kicks. But what was the use?

Showing my temper would not
solve the problem of monotony and

boredom. How could a twelve-yearold boy find something adventurous around such a city? Shucks!

the only thing a person of my age

could do was to mope around the
house day in and day out. Slowly

I bent down, picked up the pillow,

further deliberated, and once again
I hurled the thing against the wall.
I finally decided to go to bed.
The rattling of the windows and
the banging of the shades woke me
after some time. The slender luminous hands of the clock told me
that it was two o'clock in the morning. I begrudgingly left the bed,
raised the shades, and closed the
windows. Half instinctively I gazed out of one of the windows and
watched the placid waters sneak

up and tickle the beach. I scrutinized the quay and to my surprise
I caught within my eyes the solitary figure of a man. He was a

lean, tall man, and from his move-

ments he seemed past fifty years
of age. I watched him carefully.
He boardeda little boat and soon
disappeared into the chasm of darkness.

The next thing that came to my
senses was the very familiar call,
“Donnie, Donnie, time to get up.

Get dressed quickly and go to the
dairy. Hurry, it’s eight oclock.”

My nasty frame of mind had not
worn off and the words burst forth
from my mouth, “Aw, Mom, that’s

all I do every day.”

I rose and quickly dressed. And
in a few moments I was on my
way for the milk. Returning from
the store I surveyed the weather.
It displayed the signs of a hot, dull
day. And it was just that. Old
man boredom slowly forced the
hands around the face of the clock,

and at last another blunt day passed away.

Just as I was about to retire, I
suddenly remembered the incident
of the night before. That vague
image of the man and the boat

haunted my imagination. I wished

that he would appear again, and I
resolved to wait and see if he
would. This was a whim, a foolish
notion; but if he did happen to
appear it would bea real adventure to investigate what he was

doing. To pass the time away I
listened to the radio, but soon the

zero hour came.

I quietly but

quickly left the house and stealthily
hastened to the wharf. The cabin
of one of the fishing boats furnished me with an excellent spying

spot. Time tip-toed on. Then my
ears caught hold of the steps of
someone. I peered towards the
direction of the sound. It was the
same mysterious man, and once
again he boarded a small boat.
This was my chance for an adven-

ture. Either I seized the great opportunity or left it.

The little boat disappeared into
the dark waters. I hopped into a
nearby boat and followed the sound

of the mysteriously manned oars.

This kept up for at least a half
hour and then, Crack! The other
boat had struck something. Nothing more was to be heard. My boat
kept drifting, and before I could
get control of my fears another
crash met my ears. The vessel I
was in had struck some sort of a

huge rock formation. The strange
man could only be on that island
of rock or whatever it was. I leaped from my boat and began my
search. The darkness added to my
fears, but I still foolishly listened
for movement and strained my eyes

for a speck of light. After I had

Once again I heard the familiar

moved from place to place I real-

or I'll tell your father to beat the
living daylights out of you.”

fairly large size. It could be only

phrase, “Get up this very moment

ized that the rock island was of a
one thing — a coral-reef.

What
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bear hug, he questioned, “Where’s

would a human being be doing on
such an island? At last something

came to my ears. I heard a faint

JET

cough, a shuffle of feet and then
to my bewilderment, the closing of

By Carol Hilton

a door. My feet slowly ambulated
toward the noise. I began crawling on my knees as soon as I had
realized that I was within the vicin-

ity of the door. My eyes glared
through the darkness. They peered along the ground in front of me.
I stood erect and moved in the direction of the light which was issuing forth from the bottom of the
door. Pressing my ear against the
door, I listened intently. Someone
was ascendinga pair of stairs. The
sound of the footsteps soon faded

away and I carefully opened the
door and entered the room. Alas, I
was not careful enough. My clumsy
foot struck some old object in the
room and I staggered to the floor.
A loud groan instantaneously broke
forth from my mouth. I was so
terror stricken and nervous that I

froze in my position. Suddenly a

steady flow of steps followed from

the upstairs, then they moved one
by one down the flight of stairs

@ At three every afternoon I begin my vigil at the window for
Brad, my seven-year-old son. It
is approximately at this time that
he turns the corner leading to our

house on his way home from

school. But that day, for the first
time in his entire school life, he

was late. There were no hurrying
feet rushing to inform me of the
day’s happenings, nor was there a

shuffling, downcast little boy approaching slowly to relate the incidents that had made it a tedious
day. I try not to worry about
Brad, for after all a seven-year-old
boy is almost a man, or so Brad
had informed me whenever I told
him to be careful crossing the
streets.

“Oh, Mommy,” he would say,

“I'm not a baby anymore; I know
how to cross the street.”

Brad? He isn’t sick, is he?”
As if in answer to his inqui
the front door slammed and Brad’s
voice called out.
“Hey, Mommy! Pop, come see
what I got us. Hurry up!”

Guy and I both rushed into the
living room to see our young son
exuberantly hugging a small bundle
of black fur. A huge smile lighted
his still baby face and his violetblue eyes gleamed with happiness.
When the so far lifeless bundle
gave an unexpected wiggle, I was
shocked into consciousness.
“Brad,” I said, “Wherever on

earth have you been? It’s fourthirty! And for heaven’s sake what
is that thing you are carrying?”
“It's a puppy, Mommy. An all
black one, see?” And with that he

held out the dog for my inspection.

I couldn’t have been more shocked if he had handed me an elephant straight from Africa.

and headed toward me. I closed

“But, Brad,” I querried. “Where
on earth did you get it?”

At last the silence was broken and
for the first time I heard the voice
of the strange character.

“I earned him for us, Mommy.
Mr. Soloma said that if I would
go to the store for him he'd give
me a puppy. Dana, that’s his dog,

my eyes and shuddered. This was
surely the end of the road for me.

had puppies. Remember I told

“Young man, what are you doing

in my house?”

For the first time I got a real
look at the man. His hair was thin

and gray. A quaint pair of spec-

tacles protruded over his aquiline
nose. His mouth was small and
strange to say, it had a peculiar
smile upon it. I was so startled at

his appearance that I had forgotten
to answer the man’s question, and
once more he said,

“What are you doing here at
this hour?”

I broke out in tears and told him
the whole story.

But even after that enlightening
information I still caught myself

worrying about my only child. And

now tonight he was late. Fifteen
minutes had passed since I should
have caught my first glimpse of
him, and still there was no familiar

figure rounding the corner. By four
I was really worried. I would have
called Guy at the office, but I know
that by then he would be on his

way home. To occupy myself till
he would come and tell me what

“Very well, my spy, come up-

we should do I began to prepare

stairs with me and I'll let you know

dinner. It was not long after that
Guy came in.

just why I live here. I am sure you
could go for a hot cup of coffee,
couldn't you?”
(Turn to Page 21)

April, 1953

“Hi, Hon,” he called out. “Dinner almost ready?” And then missing the familiar war call and the

you, and he said since they weren't
pedi - pedi something, he couldn't
sell them. His name is Jet. I named him, and Mr. Soloma said it
was a good name.” And then as if
he just thought of it, “Mommy,

don’t you like him? I earned him
just for us; Daddy, say you like
him.”
With that last part of his speech
Brad's eyes filled up. Now if there
is one thing I can't stand to see it’s
my son crying. I went over to him

and put my arms around him trying to smooth down his cowslick
and also his hurt feelings.
“But, darling,” I tried to explain,

“we can't possibly keep a puppy in
an apartment. Puppies need room
to run and lots of fresh air.

It

wouldn't be fair to Jet to keep him

locked up here all day.”
I looked at my husband beseechPage -

ing him to uphold me in my judgment, but he didn’t say a word.
He just looked at Brad and the
puppy with a curious smile.

“Darling,” I begged of him, “you
know I'm right. Please explain to
Brad that we can't possibly keep
a dog here. You know we can't.”
With this the threatening tears
really spilled over. Brad was heartbroken. He had brought us what
he considered the finest gift he
could offer, and I was rejecting it.
His own mother wouldn't accept
his beloved present.
Guy went to Brad and took the

puppy out of his arms. The little
mass of black whimpered and
started wetting Guy’s face with his
little pink tongue.

“You know,” Guy said, “he is
rather cute. Really, Marsha, don’t
you think we could work out some
sort of agreement about the dog?

Say we do it this way. I could

walk him in the morning, you in
the afternoon, and Brad when he

gets home from school. Now why

wouldn't that work?

Every boy

needs a dog. I knowI always had

one. What say, Marsha, want to

try it?”

“Mommy, please say yes! Let’s

keep him! See how he likes Daddy
already! He loves all of us, and I
know he'll be good. Please, Mommy!”

I knew I was no match against
the two of them, so what else was
I to do? With a reluctant fore-

boding feeling I gave in. We would

keep Jet, as Brad had named him.
He was officially a member of the
family with my approval. The
Scots were now four. But I was
still leary of the idea.
As time passed my pessimistic

attitude turned out to be wellfounded. Oh, at first, I will admit,
the plans Guy made for raising a
dog in an apartment worked out
fine. In the morning the dog was

Guy’s, in the afternoon mine, and

after school Brad was only too
happy to take over.

Weeks passed and the dog was

a rolly-polly black ball that liked
to sleep, eat, sleep, chew slippers,
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sleep, and make puddles on the
floor. He didn’t make them on the

linoleum where they could be wiped up, mind you, but on the rug

where they took exactly one hour
to dry. They were the most monstrous-sized puddles I ever saw,
and I always maintained that Jet
had kidney trouble.
I housebroke him finally, but in
the process I secretly decided that

this member of our family was
slightly stupid. I also fed him and
watered him, if that’s what you

call giving a drink to a dog. Nothing was said in the agreement
about who was to do these things,
and so I just took them over grace-

fully.

We had had Jet for almost two
months when I noticed a slight
change in Guy. He was again hav-

ing two cups of coffee in the morn-

faster than I could scrape them.
And the noises he made! I don’t
know who told him he had to
masticate them twenty-five times,
but he did, quickly and loudly.
Chomp, chomp, swallow, smack
lips, burp, and beg for more was

his motto. Consequently we didn’t
have carrots often.

By six months Jet was no longer
a puppy. He now stoodalittle
higher than a cocker spaniel; his
hair was short and straight and
gleamed blue-black, this the fruits
of my constant brushing to give
him a healthy coat, and probably
the results of the seven eggs and
two cans of tomatoes he consumed
in a week. That dog ate better

than many people. The only thing

he inherited from his mother was

his cocker eyes. They were always

sad, and his soul seemed to leap
right out of them. He had certain-

ing. This had stopped with the
arrival of Jet since otherwise he
wouldn't have enough time to walk
the dog. Naturally, this eliminated
him from the dog-raising business.
Oh well, I decided, one can’t really
expect a man to go to work with
only one cup of coffee. Conse-

ly worked his way into our hearts.

uently I took over Jet’s morning

body aching. I think we spent a
small fortune on rubbing alcohol.

walks after Brad and Guy left. At

least Jet was still Brad’s dog.

Then at three months Jet was no

longer a novelty. He had become
a chore. Friends no longer stopped
Brad on the street to admire the

“cute little puppy.” He was now
something familiar and accepted.
Brad began to have other things to
do than to walk his dog. Once
again I was elected. After all the

poor thing couldn't be allowed to
waste away from lack of exercise.

Oh, Guy and Brad still loved the

dog. They would come home with
“Where’s my dog? Did you feed
him today? Does he have water?”
After being assured their dog was

taken care of, they would play with
him. All three of them would emit
horrible growling sounds. At least
this kept the dog from underfoot

He wasa strong dog, too. For
weeks I suffered leash burns and
sore muscles. I eliminated burns
on my hands by wearing gloves,
but Jet seemed bound and deter-

mined to keep every muscle in my

After a month of his growing
stronger and my growing weaker,
I decided to teach Jet to heel. I
rue the day that I made this de-

cision. If only one could foresee

the future. For weeks Jet and I
worked. I think it was as hard on
him as it was on me. He would

leap ahead and I would jerk him
back, calling a sharp “heel” at him.
He finally learned the command,

though, and I was proud to walk
my dog without a leash. I took
great pride in saying, “Heel, Jet”
and having him fall back with his
nose exactly at the heel of my shoe
while other dog owners struggled
to keep their pets from dragging
them along.

I don’t know, though, perhaps he
hadn't learned the command well

while I was preparing dinner. I

enough or perhaps I should have

was especially thankful for this

taught him the word “Stay.” All I
do know is that when Jet was al-

when I was scraping carrots. That

He

most nine months old our day start-

would beg with his eyes and I

ed the same as any other. At one

dog was crazy for carrots.

would melt. He could eat carrots

(Turn to Page 21)
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A Century of Service
By Suzanne Connolly
@ What are the qualifications
for greatness in an organziation?
What is the recipe for success in a
retail establishment? These questions were answered by a man
whose name is now synonomous
with quality and service.
When David L. Rike opened his
dry goods store on East Third
street, in 1853, he had as his aim
and motto, “Fair Dealings and Fine

Quality Merchandise.”

He had

been reared in a home in which
religion, honesty and hard work
had been stressed. He knew no way

to deal but fairly, he wanted no

merchandise but that of the finest

quality. This was his formula for
success in buying and selling
—to
serve and please the customer, and

he, being so treated, will return. In

the words of his first advertisement

he attempted to convey this idea:
“Every attention will be paid to

customers and no pains spared to
show goods.”
And thus the people of Dayton
learned of Rike’s. They became
familiar with the name and with
its connotation of genuine satisfaction. They did go back to buy
again, and Rike’s grew and needed

who was to build on that foundation.

It was 1911 when the cry again
went up for “more room.” Disregarding warnings and gloomy predictions, Fred Rike began to build
his magnificent store at Second and
Main in the midst of the residential
section.

On a favorable night in March,
1912, trucks moved their precious
cargo up Main Street to the new
and then, too large seven-story
building. Once again came the test
in courageous leadership. The center of town, the traffic, the shoppers
were still at Fourth Street. The
overwhelming task of making a
business section out of the rather
quiet area around Second Street
loomed before Rike’s executives.
Mr. Rike authorized the construction and the leasing of the
Miami Hotel on Ludlow. An old
church, next to Rike’s on Main
Street, which was being used as
a skating rink, was tom down and
in its place a theater was built.
Prosperity was well under way
when the rampaging waters of the

Miami River swept over the city,
destroying everything in their path.

The Rike’s “family,” led by their
president, literally “dug in” to clear
away the mud and debris after the
flood. All hope of surviving was
abandoned by practically everyone
but Fred Rike. The same spirit
which had guided the management
of the store for the past sixty years
brought it through the acid test
triumphantly.
The people of Dayton were grateful to The Rike-Kumler Company
for providing them with the type
of goods and service that they desired. They watched with keen interest the thermometer which stood
outside the building in December,
1922. “A Million in December” was
the goal, and it was proclaimed on
the lapel of every clerk and supervisor.

Ed Wynn was playing “The Perfect Fool” at the Victory theater
that month. He used Rike’s slogan
as the “punch” line for one of his

jokes one night, remarking to an
employee after the show, “How
about it, kidP I put it over, didn't
I?” He had “put it over” just as the
entire city was to do.
At noon, on December 31 it was
clear that the million would be
reached. Mr. Rike hired a small
band which started on the top floor
and marched down throughout the

store. Clerks and customers joined
the group and paraded all after-

(Turn to Page 21)

to expand.
The first big move came in 1893.
The beautiful new building on the
corner of Fourth and Main became
the fashion center of the Miami
Valley. The people kept coming,

buying yards of the finest materials, beautiful ribbon, latest style
hats. Rike’s was no longer just a

dry goods store; it now had special

departments for furs, gowns, rugs,
curtains and men’s wear.
But if it was changing in ap-

pearance, it was not in policy. The

same courteous service and perfect
merchandise evoked true admiration and loyalty from those who
shopped there.

In 1895, David Rike died. He
left behind him a foundation for
greatness, and a son, Frederick,
April, 1953
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On Types of Cheerers at
Basketball Games
By Peggy Gillespie
@ For years I have studied the
reaction of those who attended
basketball games to cheer their favorite heroes on to victory.

There is the type who, in the
midst of a very crucial and critical
moment of silence when “Our Little
Boy,” a 7 2%” giant, is striving desperately to score in the in-zone,
yells loudly and distractedly in very
clear bell-like tones which can be
likened to the sound a tug-boat
emits while passing another tugboat in a fog, “Come on, up and at

it; you can do it!! We're all for

realization that that shot is in!

Naturally Mr. Quietmouth wants
to cheer, too. So he does. First
he looks to the right and then to
the leit, and finally when he is positive that no one around him is

listening (for he doesn’t want to
appear boisterous) he says in a
quiet voice, “Yeah team.”

These are two types of cheerers,
and there are many of us who will
find ourselves, or rather our method
of cheering, as being very much
like one or the other. Tell me
which type are you?

you!” This shows, of course, that
this enthusiast is a true supporter
of the team. He could be Mr.
7 2%”’s second cousin once-removed by marriage, but for the sake
of team spirit, we'd rather assume
that he is just an ordinary fan who
played on the third team when he
himself was a youngster in college.
Probably the reason in this hypothetical case that he never made
the first team was the fact that he

mouth. Now this fine gentleman
hasn’t missed one of the hometeam’s games since 1933, or was
it that dreadful winter in 1934
when he was in bed for a few
weeks with minor sniffles and
sneezes? Well, anyway, Mr. Quietmouth hasn’t missed a game in almost twenty years and still wants
to give his all to the home-team.
We will now observe his method
of cheering. Mr. Quietmouth comes

Perhaps you find yourself not
for that reason I shall try to illustrate a few more types so that you
may realize in what category you

and the only appropriate word they

can place yourself.

can find is “Encore,” which they
shout loudly downward hoping
that Home-Team will receive encouragement from them.

There is (and I do hope that you
are not this type) the person who
comes to the game for the pure
sport of it all -- to enjoya really

good game. He maintains thai the
best team will win, and consequent-

haughtily walks to his reserved (of
course!) seat and calmly removes
his hat and top-coat; then without

Everyone

much confusion, (of course, there

around him is in a frenzy upon the

were those who were trampled as
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begins.

underway and Home-team’s competion is rather stiff. However, Mrs.
Bridge Enthusiast and friends are
carrying on a very lively conversation when, suddenly, they realize
that everyone around them is
cheering for some reason, and they,
wanting to do their best towards

helping Home-Team retain its good

and can’t wait for the line-up and
the dramatic moment when the first
cheering

We now come to the type of

spirit, decide to cheer also. These
dear ladies have not been to a
basketball game before, it seems,

to these two types of cheerers, and

ly he refuses to take sides. He very

quarter is finally under way. Then

and besides its being rather crude
in his opinion; he has, you will
remember, not taken sides. All of
the comments which he makes during the course of the entire game
are the occasional “humphs” that
he discharges when an extraordinarily good or extraordinarily poor
shot is made. Well, so much for
this character!

even remotely related in any way

to the game, full of pep and energy,

the

nified to stoop so low as to cheer,

ite Nephew. The game is fully

was small; (you see he was only 6

supporting the team is Mr. Quiet-

ceeds to sit down to enjoy the game.
This gentleman, however, is toodig-

cheerer who seems to be lacking in
the powers of concentration. She
is very much interested in the game,
she says, for after all her favorite
nephew is the captain of the team.
She comes to the game with two
other members of her bridge club
who also want to cheer for Favor-

94” tall).

Another type of basketball fan
who would like to do his part in

he struggled to his seat) he pro-

Oh, well, it takes all kinds, and

I guess you find them all at a
basketball game. Me? In what

category of cheerer do I belong?
Oh - ah - well - you see that is—
I believe in observing others, and
I—ah—really haven’t had time to
classify my own personal type of
cheering.
The Exponent

Who Lives and Believes in Me
By Charles Ott
@ It was Easter Sunday morning. Black clouds bunched up
and thundered over the large three-

trils of old Brother Joe, lying snugly in his big bed in the middle of
his big room.

structure that is the administration
building of the Beacon Postulate.

Everything was neat about the

story imitation brown and tan brick

The postulants had ducked through
the rain with old green and gray,
torn and patched raincoats thrown
over them and were singing High
Mass in the chapel on the ground
floor.
A big porch opens along the
length of the chapel and on hooks
along the wall solemnly hung the
old green and gray, torn and patched raincoats. Dulcet tones of organ
and choir leaked out through the
closed windows and double doors
at the center of the porch and
mingled with the mournful raincoats. “I have risen and I am now
with you, Alleluia.”
A streak of lightning tore at the
clouds and for a moment light poured through and played on the long
porch and a big, black tree.
One would have searched under
the angelus bell at the edge
of the porch, under the big
black tree for three spirit witches

chanting in dry

cackling tones,

“Bubble, bubble, toil and trouble.”
A dramatic clap of thunder follow
ed and the rain continued to beat

its rhythmic rustling on the faded

bed. Baby-blue blankets lay evenly over his lean, old body. His
snowy white head rested on a
soft, clean, starched white pillow.
A black rosary slipped through his

fingers against the even baby-blue
blankets. A desk littered with papers and magazines stood caddycornered between two of the three
large windows in the room. Brother
Joe loved to read when he felt
strong enough. There were some
chairs of all sizes and descriptions
placed in some semblance of order
by the little postulant who did
housework.
A smile would splash a thousand more creases on Brother

Joe's

waxey,

old

face

as

he

thought of the bright little fellow
who would knock on the door,
burst in and cry out gleefully,
“Good morning, Brother Joe, you
old codger! !”
The community members would
drop in on him during recreation
and sit around telling of the day’s
happenings, and Brother Joe would
chuckle appreciatively at all they
said, and the chairs would be left in
some semblance of order . .

red tile roof of the porch. Presently
the witch’s chant would meta-

morphose into the postulants sing-

ing High Mass, “. . . Mirabilius
facta est scientia tua, alleluia, alleluia.”

On the other side of the chapel
on the ground floor is a corridor, a

There was a general commotion
in the dark-lighted chapel. Bright
artificial white lights illuminated

the churchy dull brown stuccoed

lonely recesses above, two sacristies, a parlor for visitors and a large
room occupied by the aged Brother

walls and made the stained-glass
saints recede somewhere into the
wet grayness outside. The sermon

was over and the congregation of

of freshly waxed floors and Easter

religious and postulants stood up,

lilies through the corridors, the
lobby, the visitor’s parlor and found

making a gentle commotion in the
dark-lighted chapel, and the rain

its way into the waxey white nos--

continued
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Lillies and candles joyfully piled the altar. Sweet-scented lilies
to mix with the odor of freshly

waxed floors and be carried by
the damp air through the corridors, the lobby, the visitors’
parlor and find their way into the
waxey white nostrils of old Brother

Joe. But the waxey white nostrils
were no longer receptive of odor,
and the hands had stopped finger-

black beads against the even babyblue blankets, and the eyes had
stopped smiling at a bright little

postulant.
A desk littered with papers and

magazines stood caddy-cornered
between two of three large windows in a room and some chairs of
all sizes and descriptions were
placed in some semblance of order.
Postulants were singing High
Mass in a dark-lighted chapel and
dulcet tones of organ and choir
leaked out through closed windows
and double doors at the center
of the porch and mingled with
mournful raincoats. A_ streak of
lightning tore at black clouds
bunched up and thundering over
a large,
three-story imitation
brown and tan brick structure and

three spirit witches chanted in dry
cackling tones, “Bubble, bubble,
toil and trouble” under an angelus
bell on the edge of a porch, beneath
a black tree.
It was Easter Sunday morning,
and raining.

lobby, a set of stairs winding into

Joe. The damp air carried the odor

rustling on the faded red tileporch
roof outside.

to

beat

its ryhthmic
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Bum in Central Park
He sleeps a faded sleep,
The man of rags;

Bent in a jagged shaft of sun.
Deep-driven wrinkles,
Heavy fingers on the bench
Reveal his life;
Unfinished pictures
Partially begun.
He sleeps a faded sleep
And knows no friend
Except the pigeon pecking
At his feet.
—Kenneth Thompson.

O Wise One, Are You Serious?
Some sages wish that we would ration
Our usual talk on precipitation:
The clouds, the sun, the heat,
And humidity;
(They say such speech shows offensive stupidity.)
But I'll bet their tongues are as tough as leather,
Just from discussing the state of the weather.
—Roger H. Keith.
@

e
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Lunch on Parnassus
The poet is fed on a rare ragout,
A bubbling, noisome, scalding stew
Of ecstasy simmered in regret;
A nourishing, noxious vinaigrette.
His daily portion is frightfully spare,
But served by the muse with loving care;
And should some rind in the kettle fall,
Why better, he says, than none at all.

ae

oetry
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The poet’s bread is a desperate meal:
Spittle of patron and critic’s heel;
Encrusted with love’s malignant spore,
Yet the poet swallows and asks for more.
The poet’s wine is distilled from gall,
And slakes his thirst for an instant small.
But his sleep for all of this doubtful feast
Is a surer slumber than some, at least.

—Tom Eshelman.

Crecy

Edited by TOM ESHELMAN

Seashore Echoes
As I sit and ponder o’er,
A memory comes drifting back;
A midnight breeze upon the shore;
A yellow moon ’mid cloudless black.
I can faintly hear the roar
Of ocean breakers’ endless pace;
The waves roll up, break, fall back;
Their salty spray I almost taste.

Footsteps scattered incomplete
Upon the moist and plying sand
In the distance fade, retreat;

Like all the hurried plans of man.
But Nature’s everlasting force
Shall vent the power and the spleen.
The waves roll on, break, fall back
In never-ending stream.

—Wilda Billett.
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One man walking. Calling out at
Each double-barred cross on horizontal
Breastplate the noble name. Learned
He was and destined for fame as holy martyr.
Strong right arm and flashing knife
Had carved a niche of a stranger hue
Among royalty on this day.
We met them at Crecy.
The sight was worth the march all night.
Proud tilt of plumed helmets across
The windless plain inspired a doubt.
Sharp lances glinted, row on row.
Impatient chargers snorted for having
Been girded to joust at mere infantry.
Changeless in changing clime
The one small element. One man ran
And one man only and he not far.
The others stood then

Meeting steel with wood, taking
The last look on haughty mein
Before they became where features had been.
We met them at Crecy.
Yew-wood and cloth-yard barb,
Sinew pulling upon sinew had
Taught an English lesson not soon
Forgot. Even the French could
Appreciate the subtle moral and
Gallic irony of achievement such as this.
—Jack Rice.
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Adventure
DOWN THE OLD MISSISSIPPI

@ It was my plan to start right
in with an apology to you...an
apology for reading an easy “children’s” book. It seemed rather late
in life to be reading “Huck” for the

first time, but I read it and found
it absorbing.
However, I’ve found myself with

in Fiction

The Duke and Dauphin are mar-

velous characterizations; in fact,

that part of “Huck Finn” which in-

cludes them seems like drama upon
a stage. They are only characters
acting a part. This feeling does not
carry over to any of the other

people in the book.

There is such pathos in the rela-

tionship between Huck and Jim...

begins to drag, and while there was
great humor in Tom’s wish to treat
Jim as a prisoner in a dungeon of
a castle surrounded by a moat, it
became very tedious as it continued. However, humor rides high
when Tom finally agrees to “use
picks” and “let on it’s case knives,”
for digging Jim out.

pathos in Huck’s “inbred” preju-

One of the small masterpieces is
Jim’s argument with Huck about

er” by the minute.

dices towards him because of race.
It is with a lump in the throat that

The preponderance of critics
have acclaimed “Huck” an AII-

you read Jim’s words: “Yes, ’en I’s

to see why Jim would think: “Be-

the proverbial blank sheet of paper
in my typewriter .. . getting “blank-

American classic, as “mythology.”
I agree, and yet I don't.
So, let’s forget the critics and I'll

just tell you simply what I liked
best about Twain's story. As Huck
and Jim drifted down the Mississippi on their raft, there are precious jewels of short tales strung together on a cord that is the river.
The dialects, the characteriza-

tions are simple and ’a “fittin’.”
I've never known a boy like
Huck, or one like Tom, for that
matter, but I can believe, with

Twain, that they really lived and
“adventured.”
Huck, with his little book-larnin’
and his great heart has an understanding of human nature that surpasses most grownups.
Remember these bits of Huck’s

philosophy: “. . . I judged she
(widow) would be proud of me
for helping these rapscallions, because rapscallions and deadbeats is
the kind the widow and good

people take the most interest int.”

rich now, come to look at it. I owns
myself, en I’s wuth eight hund’d
dollars.”
Twain could describe visually
with such few words . . . making a
picture for the reader to see. “

everything was dead quiet, and it

looked late, it smelt late.”
Two more brief, and beautiful
descriptions: “. . . the first thing to
see, looking away over the water,
was a kind of dull line — that was
the woods on tother side; you
couldn’t make nothing else out;
then a pale place in the sky; then
more paleness spreading around
then the river softened up away off,
and warn't black any more, but

gray.” “... we had the sky up there,
all speckled with stars, and we

used to lay on our backs and look
up at them, and discuss about

whether they was made or only
just happened; I judged it would

have took too long to make so

many. Jim said the moon could ’a
"laid them.”

When Tom Sawyer turned up at
Aunt Sally’s it was the greatest sur-

King Sollermun’s wisdom. It’s easy
kase why; would a wise man want
to live in de mids’ er sich a blim-

blammin’ all de time?” (Speaking
of the noise, and confusion of his
harem with the wives and_ chil-

dren).
For a real lesson in logic re-read
their argument about why a
Frenchman should talk in French.
As I now think back over Twain’s

perfection in dialect, his knowledge
of the Mississippi and rare talent
in an ability to make us see it, too;
his insight into the hearts and souls

of people . . . perhaps I, too, can
say “Huck Finn” is a classic.
&

®

*

From Huck: “. . . it’s the little
things that smooths people’s roads
the most, down here below.”
—WILLA YECK.

®

¢

2

THE PYNCHEON FAMILY
@ Having now read two of Hawthome’s novels, I have come to the
conclusion that I simply do not like

him. The House of the Seven
Gables was even more difficult to

Huck knew they weren't a king and
duke, but only liars. However, he
said, “If I never learnt nothing else

prise I'd had; both Huck and me.
For he was surprised! This was my
first real acquaintance with Tom;

more difficult, more boring novel

out of Pap, I learnt that the best
way to get along with his kind of

it seems he had a keener sense of

than The House of the Seven

people is to let them have their
own way.”

April, 1953

imaginative adventure than Huck,

read than The Scarlet Letter.

I

have never in my life read a duller,

Gables. It was a struggle all the

although Huck had been living his

way. I had to force myself to con-

adventure. At this point the story

(Turn to Page 15)
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It's Only Money
By Jack Rice

lion for you if appear personally
my office Midville 3 P.M. today

“The custom of Renfro Rentals
is to receive the deposit on the auto
before allowing the rentee to enter,” the attendant said in a sing-

stop luck stop Lou Johnson.”

song voice.

@ The telegram came at 4 A. M.
“Father dead stop will says mil-

Johnny angrily stubbed out his
cigarette. The old man was getting even with him at last. He
knew that train or plane connections from Pulaski wouldn't get him

to Midville by three.

It meant

driving the whole eight hundred

miles in one jump. It would be
close; Johnny couldn't afford to

“Okay. Okay. How much I owe

ya?” asked Johnny, taking a deep
breath.

“The customary fee of deposit on
an auto of the Renfro Rental Service is fifteen dollars,” recited the
attendant in the same singsong.

Johnny put the cigarettes, the

have a flat or engine trouble anywhere along the way. His car was
too beat up from running hard and
long to trust on an important deal
like this. He jerked down the telephone receiver, and with short,
angry strokes, dialed a car rental
agency.

lunch meat, the buns, the seat cushion, and the beer down on the sidewalk. He took out his wallet. All
he had was a twenty, three tens,

Johnny checked his supplies for

The attendant dug into his own
pocket, still standing at attention.

the hundredth time, waiting im-

and the fifty dollar bill he carried
for luck.

“Ya got a five?” asked Johnny,
holding out two tens.

patiently for the car. There were
cigarettes, lunch meat, buns, and
beer. Johnny wasn’t going to stop

little extra padding wouldn't hurt.

“Oh, yeah, you want some money

don’t you?” Johnny said. “Well, just
let me set my tackle in the front
seat there and I'll get your money.”
The

attendant put his hand

across the door so Johnny couldn't
open it with his free hand.
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“Oh. I forgot something,” he
said mildly. He turned and swung

at the same time.

The punch

couldn’t have traveled more than
six inches. The attendant stood u
on his toes and then fell, all limber
and relaxed, like a sawdust doll.
Johnny blew softly on his knuckles
and got in the car.
“There’s nothing like a nice drive

to wake a man up quick,” Johnny
said, and chuckled softly.
*

*

“Sure,” said Johnny.

A horn beeped outside.

“Just a minute, Mister Morris,”

Johnny turned, started to get in
the car, then stood up.

“Ya really mean ya got a millun
dollars waitin’ on ya?” the hitchhiker said skeptically.

and hefted it thoughtfully. He was

the attendant said haughtily.

And

country roaring past.

going to doa lot of sitting, and a

Johnny tried to shove past him to
put his supplies in the car.

“That’s fine, Mr. Morris.
here are the keys.”

The hitchhiker on the seat said
nothing, only turned to look at the

ged into his expensive windbreaker, then picked up a sofa cushion

Johnny ran down the steps two

“Sure. Sure. Here it is.”

*

for anything except gas. He shrug-

at a time, his arms full of gear. The
uniformed attendant stood at attention beside the right-hand door.

“Ah yes, the keys. Just one more
thing, Mr. Morris. We of the Renfro Rental Agency must be certain
that none of our customers are violating any laws. Will you please
display your driver’s license?”

Illustration by Ned Ostendor

“I'm awfully sorry, Mr. Morris,
but I have no change,” the attendant said, still in the same singsong.

Johnny guessed that way of talking
had just got to be a habit with him.

“Okay. Okay. Keep the change,”

Johnny said. He bent down. He
picked up the cigarettes, the lunch
meat, the buns, the seat cushion,
and the beer. He pushed past the

attendant and put his stuff on the
front seat.
“Hey, where’s the keys?” Johnny
asked.

“So why aincha take a plane or
sumpin’ instead of drivin’?”

“’Cause the last fifty miles is
nothin’ but loggin’ road.”

The hitchhiker said nothing, but
stared straight ahead. Telephones

poles whizzed by.

The speed-

ometer said seventy.
“Let me out up there, mister.”
“Sure, bud,” Johnny said.

He

braked the car to a stop. The
hitchhiker opened the door and got
out. He leaned in the open door.

“Ya know what I think, mister?”

The Exponent

“What?”

a great, gaping hole in the bridge

“I think you're crazy!” The hitchhiker slammed the door and ran,
cutting across the fields where the

car couldn't follow.

Johnny sat

stunned, not moving. Then he started to laugh. He laughed until tears
streamed down his face. Maybe
the guy was right!

The miles rolled smoothly now.
Johnny was getting near home. He

was seeing places he had not seen

for years. The old logging trail
was weed-grown and rutted, abandoned by the mill when the surrounding woods had been exhausted of their usable timber. Johnny
inched the big car along, remem-bering the tacks and nails he had
sown along this trail in his youth.
He remembered the times before
horse-drawn timber wagons were

replaced by catapillar tractors.

Johnny and Ned Larone had found
an old dry snake skin that some
molting reptile had discarded. He
and Ned had rigged up the snake
skin with wire andplaster-of-paris

until it looked almost alive. They

had fixed the whole business so it
would lie concealed in a wagon
rut until tripped, when a small

spring would make it jump out.

Johnny and Ned had set it up one
day and then hid in the bushes to
watch.
It worked. It worked too well.
The horse had not only spooked
and reared; it had run away with
the wagon. Johnny would never
forget the careening wagon, the
driver sawing on the reins and curs-

ing wildly,

the brake smoking

against the steel rims. The wagon

overturned. The logs flew in every
direction, toppling trees and crashing through under brush. There
was never enough left of the driver
to even recognize.

Johnny drove slowly, lost in
thought. Suddenly he jammed on
the brakes. A huge covered bridge

loomed up ahead. Johnny stopped
the car and got out. You never
knew how weak these old things
were. Johnny stopped short at the

edge. An auto had gone through
a weakened spot in the roadway.
The catwalk along the side was

stout enough, but the car had torn
April, 1953

oor.

He leaned farther over, peering
down. Brush broken, great gashes
in the dry stream bed, a trail of

tire marks, crushed and dented
parts, the moist spots on the rocks

that had been made by gasoline,

water, oil, and human blood, gave

ample proof of the damage in the
descent.
The car itself was lying on one
side at the bottom of the gulley.
One wheel was still turning. The
hood had been torn off. The motor
was jackknifed into the passenger
compartment. Broken glass glinted
in the sunlight.

But the people were the real
wrecks. What had once been a
woman was sprawled on the rocks
on one side of the gulley, where
she had been flung by the diving,
twisting car. A little girl lay awkwardly at the bottom, lying oddly
twisted but still alive. A man was
sitting up, vainly trying to stop the
bleeding of a severed artery in his
leg.
Bright red blood arched
rhythmically in the sunlight. He

placed his hand over the wound,
but the blood only squirted between his fingers.

ny thought, he could have one hell
of a good time with a million dollars. One million dollars was two
million cigars, or twenty thousand
cases of beer, or a hundred RollsRoyces. What were a couple of
jerks more or less in the world?
Even as he thought, Johnny’s
legs bunched under him. He was

up and running, yelling as he ran.
“Try and hold on. I’m coming.
Try and hold on. I’m taking you
to a doctor!”

BOOKS
(Continued from Page 13)
tinue, for it inevitably made me
sleepy.

Again, in this novel, we see how
Mr. Hawthorne was pre-eminently
interested in delving into the char-

acters of his people. He spends
chapters describing how he or she
was affected by this or that slight
occurrence. He goes to greater
lengths to show us the workings of
the mind of each character.

Hawthorne’s complete disregard
for plot is maddening. He simply
throws it in as a background for
the presentation of his character

study. His general idea of plot for

Johnny’s first impulse was to rush
down the slope, heedless of brush
and saw-edged grass tearing at his
clothes and skin. To carry the

fine. He simply did not use it well.

couple to his car and drive pellmell

two of the chapters of the book.

to the doctor, the car swaying
drunkenly on the rutted road.

“Hi there,” the man called feebly.
Johnny jerked back out of sight.
His watch showed five till three.
He would have time to run the remaining distance to Midville. But
there was no doctor there. He
would have time to take the man
and the little girl to a doctor —
ten miles back along the logging
road he had just covered. Oh God!
He would have plenty of time for
that!

What were a couple of lives more

or less? It just meant that many
less jerks to elbow you in a subway,
to starve because there weren't
enough jobs, to cheat you or push

you around. Even after taxes, John-

The House of the Seven Gables is

The story, as presented by Hawthorne, could be condensed into
In reading this book, I had to
force myself through it. I should
have pushed it aside when I had
trouble with his introductory sketch
of the old Pyncheon family. I
struggled along until I reached the
thirteenth chapter. Here I finally
became interested. This chapter
was the high light of the book.
Here, Hawthorne gives an entire
chapter to Holgrave’s attempt at

fiction. If Mr. Hawthorne had used

this style throughout, the work
would be exceptionally fine. However, in chapter fourteen, the author degenerates into the same old
monotony of style.

I was not sympathetic toward
any of the characters. Perhaps it
was not the author's aim that I

(Turn to Page 25)
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Editericl Comment....
THE PROMISE OF THE RESURRECTION

BABBITT SENIOR AND JUNIOR

@ The somber season of Lent is over and Christians the world round have celebrated Easter. It is
timely for us to reflect on Lent in its sombermess and
Easter in its miraculous glory, because they are representative of not just a few days of a year, but life
itself.

@ Sinclair Lewis not only characterized a segment of American life in Babbitt, but he also added
a word to our national vocabulary. George F. Babbitt,
the main character of the book, was a pusher, a “club

The sorrows of Lent are much like life. The
glory of Palm Sunday followed five days later by the
sufferings of Good Friday, reflects in some degree
the lot of man through life: the toiling, the brief
glory, and the changeability of the human temperament shown in the change from Palm Sunday to

boy” par excellence, a back-slapper, and, unfortunately, the epitome of the aspirations of many bourgeois
dreams. Babbitt brings home to the reader how many
people envision progress: a “get ahead” life in a “go
ahead” city, like Zenith.

Many people were ready to lay Babbitt away.
Perhaps they were premature. They did not count
on his offspring, Babbitt Junior. This is the new

Good Friday. The celebration of Easter points to the

Babbitt whom Peter Viereck, the poet and political

consolation of immortality, and also to the fact that
the glory of man lies in his capacity for salvation. It
is to Easter that mankind can look from a world

and social philosopher, introduces to the public now.

cloaked in darkness and death and be joyful. Because
Christ, in His infinite goodness and forgiveness, died
on the cross for us, mankind was reborn and

redeemed.
On the evening of Easter Day when Jesus stood
among the disciples and showed them His wounds,
suffered from the Crucifixion, there was great wonder
and rejoicing among them. It was an experience of
what Our Lord had promised: . . . “and ye shall be
sorrowful, but your sorrow shall be turned into joy,
and that joy is the radiant consequence of Easter.
The Resurrection is the fact on which the Christian Faith securely rests. Christ by His crucifixion
and resurrection sets the beautiful example that should

be always in the minds of Christians everywhere.
Christ became man; He suffered and died for us, and
He gives us the graces necessary to follow the pattern
of living that He set down for us. His invitation to
follow Him applies to the peoples of the present day

just as much as it did to those of His time.
“The Resurrection and the Life” has risen from

the tomb, and by so doing He has liberated mankind
from the tomb of sin. The grip of evil over mankind
was broken once for all. If we follow Christ we will
escape the never-ending death of sin and ascend to
the ever-lasting life of grace.

Viereck’s Babbitt is a good bit more to contend with,
however, than was the George Babbitt of Sinclair
Lewis. After all Lewis’ Babbitt was the solid citizen

type. A man whose thoughts circulated around the
cigars in his filing cabinet; or just filing cabinets and
life in general. He was the kind of person that Stephen
Spender, the contemporary English poet, must have
had in mind when he wrote “Statistics”:
. .. you think too much of speeds
Pulleys and cranes swing in your mind
The Woolworth Tower has made you blind

To Egypt and the pyramids.
Certainly applicable to Babbitt. But hardly an
indictment of sinister and evil doings. George F.

Babbitt can be written off as the harmless, selfsatisfied man, who, in the last analysis, is the inescapable part of community life.
As we said before though, Lewis’ Babbitt was

laid away years ago (although his ghosts are still
legion, they are definitely not fashionable in the higher

circles).

And what brought about the death of

Babbitt Senior? The post mortem reveals that it was

the taunts and sneers of his fellowman. And the
“sneerleader” for these particular snipers at the death
of Babbitt in fashionable society was none other than
Babbitt Junior, Viereck’s Babbitt.

In his new book, The Shame and Glory of the
Intellectuals, Mr. Viereck says that the two halves of
Babbitt Junior, liberalism and the avant-garde, in

politics and culture respectively, have, in most quarters, become nothing more than aritiualistic fetish to

be performed with religious intensity by the members
Page 16
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of the cult. This contention is brought home with
imposing conviction in the section of the book that

treats with Alger Hiss and Ezra Pound. To quote
Mr. Viereck:
Alger Hiss and Ezra Pound are the two

MODERN LITERATURE ON TRIAL
@ Van Wyck Brooks has been engaged for many
years in writing a history of life and letters among
the writers of America. His latest work, The Writer

in America, flowers into a statement of faith in life

ghosts at the happy feast of Babbitt Junior (who

and American tradition as opposed to the popular

is none other than our old friend, Comrade
Blimp, the robot Babbitt of revolt, the philistine-

pessimism of the present time.

baiting philistine, the avant-garde that has become a last rearguard to the revolt against re-

volt). Hiss and Pound are the ghosts whose implication Babbitt Junior evades with concealed
panic.

That both of these men ended as they did by
flirting with treason is most unfortunate for all concerned, but it is not altogether a coincidence. The

followers of Babbitt Junior, however, refuse to face
the lesson of which Hiss and Pound are symbols. Of

this Mr. Vireck says:
. . more detached minds must insist on its
being faced. They must insist on “vulgarly” and
tactlessly rubbing the face of American progressivism in Ezra Pound and Alger Hiss.

In his earlier works Mr. Brooks had been criticized for the limited biographical approach, the lack

of critical judgments, the attention paid to many forgotten writers, and a permeation of nostalgia throughout the works. Much of this criticism came from that
small, erudite group of “ivory tower” specialists call-

ing themselves the “new” critics.
In his recently published volume Mr. Brooks
answers these charges. Reverting to the old adage
that the best defense is a good offense, he levels a
chilling blast against the negative spirit found in contemporary literature, the renunciation and cynicism

of many modern writers, and especially against John
Crowe Ransom and the group he heads, the “new”
critics.

Of this group, his critics, Mr. Brooks says that

Whenever conversing with the robot tribes
of Babbitt Junior, you must steer the conversation

they prize ambiguity above clarity, cherish difficulty

toward Hiss and Pound with the seeming obsessiveness of a dentist drilling near an exposed

and imaginative force for their fetishes of form and
craftsmanship, and are embarrassed when confronted

nerve. This is hardly the road to popularity! .. .

by straight-forward simplicity. In short, he is saying

but it is the road to truthful understanding.

that much of the blame for the spiritual sickness
found in modern literature can be attributed to the

Although Viereck has much to say about the
coterie of Babbitt Junior, those Rotarian-baiting

for nothing other than its own sake, sacrifice content

“new” critics, a thin-blooded breed of analysts.

Rotaria, the intellectual clique of cafe chic, he also

The roster of negation does not end with the

warns against the extreme Right position as well as
the extreme Left.

critics, but goes on to include practically every “big

Viereck is not altogether negative in his cursory
scan of the American intellectual scene. When he

asks good questions he comes up with good answers.
He calls for a return to a standard of values instead
of the aimless drifting with fad-like trends, a return

name” writer of the present and many of the recent
past. He sees them as defeatists, paranoics, escapists,
decadents, and those few remaining as eminently
obscure. It is in these sweeping denials and condem-

nations that he loses much of his effect, instead of

the original purpose of strengthening his position.

to God in a society that is pagan in practice even

Mr. Brooks is a compelling force, however, be-

though Christian in tradition, and a return to a sane,
balanced conservatism.

cause, speaking in accents of affirmation, he calls on
us for tenderness, love, and hope. In a time when
these qualities are taunted, spurned, distrusted, and

The book covers a large range of subjects, many
of which (not all, however), meet with the same treat-

ment given to Babbitt Junior.
He writes with his usual sardonic thrusts and, in

believed dead by many, one, whether he holds the
author's views or not, cannot ignore this voice crying

in the modern wilderness of despair.
—JAMEs GLEASON.

places, he approaches downright impudence, but at
all times there is a dexterity of language and keenness
of insight befitting the subjects dealt with. The book

should help to clear some of the muddled thinking
which has clogged the American scene since early
in the century.
April, 1953
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Epirep By ANNE FLYNN

SPRINGTIME IN THE CAPITALS
© Cheerio! ! It’s springtime in London. The bells
in Westminster Abbey are ringing clearly across Pic-

may be seen walking around with tape-measures — a
reminder that the royal route, come June 2, will be
lined with stands for thousands of onlookers at the

cadilly Square. The whole city is whirring with the

procession.

happiness of the coming coronation.

The gardeners in the parks have already decided
on their designs for the flower beds, but no matter

Buckingham

Palace is dressed in spring foliage and even the London fog seems lighter and brighter. Yes, as you can
see, spring has come to Londontown.

Bonjour! ! It’s April in Paris, too. The sun shines
brightly over the Eiffel Tower and just as warm over
the sidewalk cafes. Young lovers are walking hand in
hand along the banks of the Seine, while artistic Parisians visit the Louvre. The street-vendors sell violets

outside the doors of Notre Dame Cathedral. Spring

has just as certainly returned to Paris.
Hello! ! Over the Washington Monument to the
Capitol dome blows a gentle breeze. This same breeze
ripples the water of the Tidal Basin where the Cherry
Blossom Festival is in full swing. Tourists are swarming on Washington from all sides. The Smithsonian
Institute is doing a booming business and Mt. Vernon

is constantly full of guests. The beautiful Japanese
Cherry trees make perfect surroundings for inhabitants
to welcome the new season.
Spring has come to the world once again.
—CERESE PAPE.

“OH, TO BE IN ENGLAND
NOW THAT APRIL’S THERE!!!
e

what type of patterns they have chosen, you can be
assured that in the royal gardens in any season, the

flowers will be red, a symbol of royalty in England.
The Dukes and Earls have had their “economy robes”
fitted and are trying on their coronets, while the most
important robe of all — the Queen’s — is being given
the last few stitches. In the Royal Mews, the gilded

State Coach, dating back to 1762, in which the Queen
will ride to Westminster Abbey, has been renovated
by experts.
One of the busiest places in all of London has
been the suite of offices in Belgrave Square, where the
Duke of Norfolk, the Earl Marshall of England, has
the responsibility of the entire pre-coronation planning. He has moved his staff of officials here.
Yes, I’m sure that Christopher Robin and Alice
would see these changes and many more besides, just

as all other visitors will. That is one of the fascinating

aspects of London, for it is a jumble of the past and
present, practical and obsolete, beautiful and common-

place, majestic and simple. This combination is probably what led Samuel Johnson to remark, “When a
man is tired of London, he is tired of life for there

is in England all that life can afford.” Once you live
in England, even for a few months, you will have lost

your heart to it. I did!

“They're changing the guards at Buckingham

—LUANNE JONEs.

Palace — Christopher Robin went down with Alice.”
So says A. A. Milne, but if Christopher Robin went

down with Alice to Buckingham Palace these days, he
would be quite sure to notice the changes for the
coming coronation. The sentry boxes outside the

SPMNG

0
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Palace have been embellished with the cipher of the

Spring has sprung,

new reign — E. II. R. A few months ago, the royal

The grass has ris.

crests on the main gates were regilded and now gleam

I wonder where

with new magnificence. In the Mall, parties of officials

The flowers is?
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FOUND IN THE MAILBOX

unusual because it is such a plain and simple hat,

The Outcasts of Pinyon Flats
(with apologies to Bret Hart)

being a mere brown beanie with a single feather
protruding from it. Probably its wearer is a “woman
of few words.”

© We started off wrong from the very beginning.
The leader of our camping group of twenty-seven girls
had not arranged for enough transportation. We final-

ly got a pick-up truck and arrived at midnight, four
hours behind schedule, at our destination, Palm
Springs. Well. I guess it wasn’t exactly in Palm

Springs — we were up in the mountains, way up in
the sticks, with nothing but the wide open spaces four
thousand feet up with snow-capped mountains on

both sides.

The temperature was 14°F. Those who rode in
the pick-up arrived frozen stiff. We rode in a nice
warm car, but we also froze when we got out. While

our leader slept in her car, we slept outdoors under
the ghastly California sky. I had two blankets, but

in all the fuss, somebody took one. I was left sleeping
on the ground.
About five the next morning, someone started a
fire. A cinder fell on Jo-Anne’s sleeping bag. She
was next to me. I started choking, unable to imagine
what was wrong. Then Jo-Anne complained of her
neck getting warm. When I looked and saw smoke

coming out, everything went flying. The fire wasn’t

Some hats have a cosmopolitan flavor added to
them. Did you notice this hat that greatly resembles

the Italian Pizza Pie? It is a large circular lid (in the
true sense of the word) and has miscellaneous articles
scattered upon it. Its owner, who is six-feet-three,
claims that when she wears it, she feels as though

she has been knocked down a few inches. Finally,
there exists the Napoleon type hat. It is notabsolutely

necessary that this particular type of hat be threecomered; it’s the effect that’s important. It renders
to the small timid person, who suffers from an in-

feriority complex, a spontaneous power of initiative
and self-confidence. The crown-like hat, which is
breaking into vogue in honor of the coming coronation, produces the same effect.
Observers, don’t frown at hats; be considerate of
the wearer. Remember, a hat can either make her
or break her!
—Irnma Ravucu.

CENTRAL WOMEN’S
ORGANIZATION NEWS

two inches from my face. I could have been burned
alive and would never even have felt it. It was so
cold and I was so numb that my hands and feet
could have fallen off and I wouldn’t have known.

@ Next fall women students here on campus will
have girls elected from each of the classes to be their
representatives on the Planning Board of the Central

We spent the next night in a convent. The nuns
were really nice. They lent us a stove and even
turned the heater on for us poor frozen souls.

C. W. O. has been ona re-organization status. It is
now felt that it should become a self-governing unit
and one of the first steps to be taken is this election
of members of the Planning Board. Therefore, in the
week of May 4-8 voting will take place in the Lounge.
Girls from the present freshman, sophomore, and
junior classes will cast their votes for one representative each from their respective class. Also, one other

We returned home the following day just in time
for dinner and learned that snow had fallen on Pinyon
Flats right after we left.
—THERESE RHENE.

Women’s Organization. For the past two years, the

representative to take care of publicity will be chosen.

PSYCHOLOGY IN PRACTICE
@ It takes a lot of pages in a psychology text-

She can be a member of any class. The representative
for the incoming freshman class next year will either

be appointed by the Dean of Women or elected by

book to describe the various psychoses, but did you

the Planning Board.

know you can learn something about them (especially
around Eastertide) by simply glancing at a woman’s
hatrackP? Each hat has a distinct character and tells

Another election will take place for women students at an even earlier date. From April 20-23, the

its own story about the personality that it influences.
Look, for example, at that first hat on the shelf.
Being almost higher than it is wide, it consists of a
chartreuse base with many deep-red roses planted on
top. The lady to whom this hat belongs, evidently

appreciates flower gardens in the height of their
bloom.

Next in line is a rather unusual specimen —
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May Queen and her two attendants will be chosen.
All women students can vote, but the candidates are
limited to senior, Catholic girls. Be an active and
participating member of the Central Women’s Or-

ganization and exercise your privilege to vote in these
two elections.
—ANNE FLYNN,
Publicity, C. W. O.
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TWA ANNOUNCES
TRAVEL-STUDY TOURS
FOR NEXT SUMMER
@ More than 25 combination
travel and study tours for students
and teachers have been announced
for this summer by Dr. John H.
Furbay, manager of Air World Education of Trans World Airlines.
The tours have been organized
in cooperation with leading education travel agencies. Prices in most

cases have been predicated on
TWA’s Sky Tourist fares in order
to keep the all-expense cost to a
minimum. In a number of tours,

college credits may be earned.
According to Dr. Furbay the

will circle the globe, leaving San
Francisco the first week of July,
returning from Paris six to eight
weeks later. Inclusive price of
this tour is approximately $2,095.
In addition, special services listed in the Travel and Study Tour

Digest pamphlet issued by TWA

and travel agencies include summer school courses at the Sorbonne,
courses in fashion designing, in
French cuisine, and in interior decoration, at inclusive prices of $747
each, and courses in Spanish and
Portuguese universities.
Full details of all tours may be
obtained from any travel agent or
any TWA office in more than sixty
United States cities.

tours have been carefully planned
to offer the greatest possible enjoyment,
value.

knowledge and_ vacation
Last summer, Dr. Furbay

pointed out, a total of 918 persons
took twenty-two TWA organized
study tours and another six hundred students and teachers travel-

ed independently for study sessions
abroad.

The tours cover nearly every free
nation in Europe and some include
the Middle East. All tours have the
services of a qualified conductor.
Certain tours also include a choice
of four-week seminars at leading
European universities.
One of the seminar tours, for instance, of six weeks for the inclusive price of $1189, visits France,
England and Switzerland, and includes a four-week seminar in International Education in connection

with the International Education
Conference in Geneva. It is speci-

fically designed for teachers who
desire to study international affairs

in Europe.
Another tour, of thirty-one days
for the exclusive price of $1,120, is
designed for elementary school
principals. During their visits to
France, Belgium, Holland, Denmark, Sweden, Norway, Scotland
and England they will meet and review mutual problems with local

school principals in these countries.
One tour, sponsored by Lafayette
College in cooperation with TWA,
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PENCILINGS
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(Continued from Page 2)
rected that in each parish the Confraternity of Christian Doctrine is
to be canonically instituted. The
work of the Confraternity is the
spread of the knowledge and practice of the Faith by teaching Catholic children not in Catholic elementary schools, and Catholic chil-

dren not in Catholic high schools;
by runing religious vacation
schools; by conducting religious
discussion clubs for adult groups;

the vacation schools and the other
activities of the Confraternity.
Catholic college men and women
have spent their summers working
with priests and nuns in the South
helping to spread the Faith. I wish
some of our U.D. students could
do this. Here is something to think
about.

PROGRESS OF POETRY
(Continued from Page 4)
This resume has, of necessity,
been brief and in no way attempts
to present a comprehensive account

of the progress of poetry, but

rather to give a general outline in
broad terms of this progress in
order that one can understand how
the existing situation and position

of poetry of the English language
came into being.

FR. O’REILLY’S JUBILEE
(Continued from Page 6)
We are celebrating the anniversary of Father O’Reilly’s ordination
and that means that he is a priest
of the Catholic Church. He would

want us always to consider him

is Bishop Edwin V. O’Hara of Kansas City. The central office in
Washington functions as a clearing
house for Confraternity information. This office sponsors national

first and foremost asa priest, which
we do, of course. He is a priesteducator and it is true that we
have written about the angle of
educator in this article. If he had
been in a parish all his priestly life
then the priest-angle would have
been considered. In closing let us
for a moment consider the awe-inspiring dignity of the priest and the
tremendous powers that he has.
Standing at the altar of God he
brings God down to that altar in
the Mass; he feeds the sheep of
the Good Shepherd’s flock with the
Body and Blood of that same Good
Shepherd; he cures the evils of
men’s souls in the confessional; he
preaches the glad tidings of the
Gospel of Christ; he governs and

and regional congresses, makes surveys and supplies information. The

his spiritual care.

Chicago conference was the ninth

duties of the priest.

and by instructing non-Catholics in
the teachings and practice of the
Faith.
Active members serve at least
one hour a week or fifty hours in
a year and they are divided into

teachers, fishers (home visitors),
helpers, discussion club leaders,
parent-educators and apostles of
good will.

The Episcopal Chairman of the

Confraternity in the United States

directs the flock that is entrusted to
These are the
No wonder

national congress. The rest of the

we stand aghast at the great pow-

article in the Almanac explains the

ers that God has given to man in

workings of the discussion clubs,

the priesthood.

The Exponent

On this happy occasion of the

golden jubilee of his ordination we
extend to Father O’Reilly our sincerest felicitations and we wish him
many more fruitful years in the

sacred ministry. May God bless

him abundantly and may Our
Blessed Mother have him under her
very special protection.

*

&
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son that necessitated our screeching at one another was the eardeafening squealing and bumping
of a large crane busily erecting iron
girders for what promised to become an apartment building. We
couldn’t have talked for more than

ten minutes, but when I was ready

to leave there was no black flash
to answer my call.
I didn’t see it happen. I couldn't

A CRAZY KID

possibly have heard it happen. But

(Continued from Page 7)

when I glanced across the street
and saw the still bundle of black

I then followed the man and ea-

gerly drank the coffee. He then very
intelligently followed with these
words,
“Little man, your days of boredom are over. I will let you go
free but I want you to come back
every afternoon at two oclock. I'll

fur, I knew. I knew Jet would no
longer answer my call, would no
longer beg for carrots, or do any of
the thousands of things that made
him dear to us. I knew without even

looking that Jet was dead. I slowly

started across the street.

World War II came and brought

with it sacrifices to be made by

everyone and everything including
department stores. Mr. Fred Rike’s
son, David, was called to service

for two and a half years as a major
in the Air Corps. Nylons, tissues,
soap, cigarettes became the most

precious and sought-after items in
the store. The traditional and very

popular Thanksgiving Day toy par-

ade, which the city had enjoyed
since 1924, was discontinued because of the scarcity of materials.
Fashions were “frozen,” and how
to make the short, skimpy clothes
of wartime attractive to the shopper was a real problem for the
experts.
In 1947, Frederick Rike died.

Every employee felt keenly the loss
of the man who had accomplished
so much during his life-time. Under
his leadership they had _success-

teach you the tricks of my trade.

You see, I’m Eddie Reynolds, and
I am in charge of this little house
on this coral-reef. It’s a lighthouse,
and I’m its keeper.”

fully weathered a flood, two wars

and a depression. He had faithfully and fruitfully carried out the
ideals of his father, the founder.

My mind was finally relaxed as

David Rike, after two years grad-

the whole “mystery” was solved. I

uate work in the Harvard School
of Business and experience as Assistant General Merchandise Manager, was well able to succeed his
father as president.

thanked Eddie and apologized for
my suspicion and for my lack of
manners. I promised him that I
would return every afternoon if he
wanted me to do so.
When I finally reached home, I
quietly retired. The next morning
at eleven oclock I heard Mom’s
familiar voice. She was speaking to
Dad.

It is he who heads the magnificent Rike’s of today. His guidance
has begotten a system of training

“I can't
ours. He
that there
here, and

only what is the very best in taste
and style was the foundation for

figure out that son of
is always complaining
is nothing to do around
look at him — he’s still

in bed. Why, you'd think he rowed
a boat all night long.”

JET
(Continued from Page 8)
o'clock we left the house, Jet and I,
and made our way toward the
park. We were half way there when

I stopped to chat with a neighbor.

Chat really isn’t what we did; I
think scream would be a better

word. In fact, if I had stayed much

which produces clerks, buyers, executives of the highest type. His
idea of presenting to the public

CENTURY OF SERVICE
(Continued from Page 9)
noon in celebration of the success.
Rike’s and the people of Dayton
had once again cooperated to “put
over’ an operation whichmutually
benefitted them. Each was proud
of the other.
Growth and expansion were
again the key words in 1937 when
Rike’s added sixty percent more
floor space. Their slogan was,
“We're building your greater
Rike’s.” An estimated one hundred

the course in Taste in Selection
being offered to the buyers now.
The Rike’s of today is the store
which is nationally known for its
exceptional executives, its fine merchandise and its beautiful appearance. Its outstanding reputation
evokes a feeling of personal pride

from every Daytonian who is familiar with its service.
From a small Third-Street dry
goods store, they have developed
into one of the nation’s top retail
organizations. And throughout that
time, Rike’s policy of “Fair Dealing

longer I would have become quite

thousand persons flocked to the

and Fine Quality Merchandise” has

proficient in lip reading. The rea-

formal opening, May 12, 1938.

remained unchanged.
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The Educater's Nook
Education Students are invited to contribute to “The Nook”

A PREVIEW OF TOMORROW
e A new program for the purpose of injecting greater meaning
and realism into academic courses
has been initiated in the Division
of Education.

had a good sense of humor, and
much patience. He told us after his
class that with teenagers one can

expect a lot of restlessness and al-

most constant talk. But it takes an
infinite amount of patience and an
ability to ‘stay young’ yourself in

This program allows students to
view their courses from the standpoint of practice rather than just
theory by providing opportunities
for systematic observation of teaching throughout their four years of
teacher training.

order to keep up with them and

The student may ordinarily use
his own discretion in choosing the
school, grade level and subject area
which he wishes to observe, but he
is directed to take note of specific

idea of what they are to accom-

points. The following points will
illustrate: (1) The social climate
of the classroom; (2) The ex-

tent to which the teacher uses a
positive approach, rather than constantly telling pupils what “not to

do”; (3) The degree to which the
teacher shows by words and actions a fundamental respect for the
personalities of pupils and their in-

dividual needs; (4) The effective,
multiple teaching techniques.
Consonant with this new program, these future “teachers” have
submitted written reports relative
to their observations. The follow-

ing are excerpts from some of these
reports:

“The excellent cooperation be-

tween (the teacher) and her pupils
is a result of her respect for the
personality of each child and her
realization that each has a definite
contribution to make to the group.”

—Ann Tennery.
“I don't think that I have ever
seen such a unique ability to handle
teenagers. He (the teacher) seemed to fit right in with the students,
Page 22

understand thema
—Jane Smith.

little better.”

“The pupils are given a schedule
for the year which is not adhered

to too rigidly; it allows for some
variations, yet gives them a general

plish during the school year and
serves to establish a goal... . By
the teacher's retaining composure,
calm, and a low, but distinct voice,
it was observed that the class re-

sponded with the same composure,

and, for the most part, kept their
voices down.”—Dorothy Foley.

“The seats (in this room) were
arranged in a half circle . . . students responded better in class discussions and got more from others’
ideas and answers on a question
when they were facing each other.”
Jack McDonald.

(The teacher)

“had_ excellent

control over his class which he ran
in a very democratic and_ adult

manner. If there was a joke or
some other object demanding of
humor in the class, it was not forbidden; it was enjoyed by all and
then forgotten.”—Louis Disantis.

(This teacher) “realized that not
all the students could get the full
meaning of the subject matter alone

by reading. Therefore, she analyzed the contents for the students in
an effort to develop a clearer and
fuller understanding of it.”—Norbert Grone.

(The teacher) “never yelled or

made an example of any student.”
—Arthur Bigelow.

It is very evident (from student

response) that all appreciate this

chance to observe real classroom
situations before they actually

teach.

As Evelyn Myers states:

“Observation makes you realize the
importance of the teaching profession.”
—JANETTE STETSON.

®
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TEACHING, A VOCATION
@ I cast aside the magazines and
reference books with the realization
that what I was looking for could
not be found in cut and dried
articles. It wasn’t statistics of how
many teachers were contented in
their fields of work that interested
me. It wasn’t even statistics. I was

looking for an insight into what
teaching really is — a living personal experience. I would like to
tell what teaching is like, but how
can IP I am only a prospective
teacher. The best I can offer are
my views on what I — or perhaps
any teacher — should give to and
get from teaching.
To me teaching is a vocation, a

definite calling. Its very nature de-

mands reverence and_ respect.
Whether all teachers feel the same
as I do about this, I don’t know.
I think that perhaps this vocational
regard could be a determining factor in one’s success as a teacher.
The attributes of this vocation
are: a moral, mental, and physical
fitness and a desire to teach and
work with the young.

By moral fitness I mean a sense
of goodness which is carried over

into daily living. A teacher is like
a model to his pupils and, if he
wishes to teach high ideals, he him-

(Turn to Page 25)
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Hilton Chatter
By Carolyn Mergler and Pat Ramsey

@ “Take me out to the ball
game, take me out to the crowd,”
—at least we hope there will be a
crowd at all the baseball games to

give the team a boost. We have a
really good team again this year

Byrne, John Vukelich, and Armand

Round table discussions are sound,

Martino. A few of the many couples

Round table discussions are fair,

having a ball at the dance were

So long as the table is round

Jackie Macbeth and Joe Callahan,

Mary Gonzales and Chuck McLaughlin, Connie Masten and Jack

from all indications. The very cap-

Sallee, Sheila Dougherty and Tom

able pitching staff consists of southpaw Bill Entz, and right-handers
Tom Frericks, Don Grieve, and
Gene Schamel. Jim “Blix” Donnelly was chosen by his teammates to

Olberding, and Pauline

be captain of the team. Some of
the other stalwarts of the team are
Joe Niemann, Bob Basel, Tom Carroll, Tony Bardo, Hal Okita, Don
Miller, and Dave Gilliland. — A fine
group of athletes as well as a great
bunch of guys. Let’s really get out
and support them this spring.
Youll probably see some really
good games!
Congratulations to Maurie Reichard, Jack DeVilbiss, and all the
others who contributed to the success of the Third Annual Jazz Concert. It was real crazy man!
In the “Ball and Chain” department this month we notice that
Norma Lee has decided to settle

Mitchell

and Walt Bradley. Pat Maloney

was elected king.

Jim Raiff had a going-away party for Jim Currin the Sunday before he left for Nevada. Understand

everyone hada great time. Ray

Koren and his wife, and Bev Niemann and Vern Weber got energetic and played a wild game of
basketball. Judy Lang didn’t seem
to be in as gaya spirit as the rest
of the crowd. I can’t imagine why.
Helping to break the inactivity
of Lent was a party given by Audrey Moorman. A few of the many
that were there were Norma Suhr,
Chris Harris, Bill Caho, Connie
Youngman, Pat Russell, and Bud
Gabel, Carol Bulcher, Jerry Mc-

Avoy, Jim Katcavage, and Kathy
Metz.

down and go steady with Don Lu-

ther.

*

Speaking of the absent-minded
professor, a student pulled the best
one this month. Larry Rate locked
his keys in the car and had to walk
until his parents sent him the extra
set a few days later. What a memory!
Don’t miss the Battle of the
Bands at the Military Ball, April
17th. Continuous music. This time
you can dance until you fall over.
Hope youre all going.
Statement of the Month: “I come
from Indiana, the home of more
first-rate second class men than any
other state in the Union.”
With that we'll be scampering
off before our Hoosier friends start
throwingthings.

Lines Written Before
The Turnabout

No date, no date,
Now that’s too bad.
Guess I'll have to

The annual Turnabout Tag is

Take my Dad!
The warm days we've been having occasionally find many of the
male students heading for the links.
A few of the golf enthusiasts are

should I make? The choice of king

Bob Finke, John Horan, George

was also a tough decision with the

“Sweet Rolls” Woywod, and Roy
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Gee, ain't it great?
Turnabout’s near,
But where’s our date?

swell couple who became engaged
on Pat’s birthday. Best wishes to
Barbara Birt who recently became
Mrs. Phillip Hessinger.

candidates being Pat Maloney, Pat

*

Spring is here,

Congratulations also to Pat

Kinsella and Joe Malloy, a really

once more just a memory and the
coeds can relax again. What a
frantic bunch of females were running around the campus the last
week or two before the dance.
Whom should I ask? What if he
says noP What kind of corsage

And the people around it are square.

Horvath.

Make-Up
A bit of powder
A dab of paint

Make milady’s wrinkles

What they ain't!
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ANPUS NUTR URS
@ The social season at U.D. is
on its way once more.

Starting it

off was the Turnabout Tag. Dragging the fellows along were Pauline Mitchell and Walt Bradley,
Janet Grentz and Jim Haggerty,
Greta Heckman and Buddy Kramer, Pat Schorsch and Bill Collins,
Jeanie Graul and Steve Stewart,
Lynda Smith and Bob Basel, and
Kathie Jardine and Larry Sorohan.
Keeping things happy ata recent party were Winnie Busillo,
Connie Youngman, Peppie McKernan, Bud Gable, Carol Bulcher,
Jerry McAvoy, Kathie Metz, Tom
Hughes, Carl Monnin, Paula Stelzer, Arnie Stein, and Fred Sills.
Some of the girls were on their
way to the University of Cincinnati the other week. Some of those
heading to Cincinnati on a charter-

Best wishes to Jane Smith and
Jim Meyer, Pat Kinsella and Joe
Malloy,

and

Jim

Brookey

and

Jackie Lewis all of whom have

recently become engaged.

Sewing class might seem like a
tame class but it is never dull.
Lynda Smith made sure of that —
seems she madeaslight error and
cut the button holes on the wrong
side of her blouse.
Hope Don Lupica
bye to the hospital
Guess Don will look
happier Easters
—ones
hospital.

says goodreal soon.
forward to
not in the

Have you seen any of the Critics’
Forum book reviews at the Engineers’ Club? Next one, April 24.
Good for your culture.

Miller, Doris Drees, Gloria Taylor,
Ginny Pollin, Marilyn Eickman,
Nodie Bowman, Maggie Stang, and
Becky Strominger.

Fresh vegetables were served in the
arcade, and candy and popcorn
added the final touch.
When the first announcement of
cuts came out this semester we said
something to the effect that the
smokes in the arcade between

tions of different plays to the public. Their latest being “Charley's
Aunt” which is currently playing.

Question of the month: When do
Pat and John sleep? Were referring, of course, to Pat Muldoon
and John Chaney, who work the
third shift at Frigidaire.

Don Dartt’s in Toledo, Bev Niemann at Vern Weber's in Solon,

Joe Malloy at Pat Kinsella’s in
Newport, Ky.

EVERYBUNY READS KK!
Those

government

jobs

have

their highlights. One of the projects

is now enjoying Nevada weather — getting neat suntans are Don

A climax of spring practices for
the basketball and football players
will come about on the 25th of
April when spring games will be
played against the oldtimers.
Hope everyone survived the
meatless days and we'll be seeing
you at the MilitaryBall.

Nutt, Tom Bollinger, Jim Currin,
and Jim Braun.
Those lovely Tuesday and Thursday afternoons — with spring in the
air and nothing but fun and relaxation in the minds of most of the

U.D. population, the majority of
the male students may be seen tak-

classes would have to be cut short.

ing advantage of the weather by

Now since the

“alteration” has

marching back and forth, left and

come out it seems youll have to

right, “hut, hip, hup, ho” (trans-

wait until a free period to light up
a cigarette.

lation for girls —?) around the
practice field.
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The U.D. Players are enjoying

Visiting during the Easter va-

Jack Boesch played host at a

proved — napkins on the tables!

year’s squad.

cation were Carolyn Mergler at

party given at his house lately. Tak-

Turnabout campaigning was
never dull and the treats were really great. The cafe was really im-

The freshmen basketball players
should be congratulated on their
winning of the State A. A. U. title
and a trip to Denver where they
were defeated by a team that
eventually ended up in the runnersup spot. Nice going, Freshmen,
and carry over that idea on next

great success with their presenta-

ed bus were Sally Brown, Betty

ing advantage of his efforts were
Pat Schorsch, Jackie Tangeman,
Pat Byme, Barbara Wember, John
Stapleton, Shirley Rozenkranz, Vinnie Datz, Ned Perotti, and Jack
Gannon.

During the past eight weeks the
senior students in education had
many experiences with students
several years younger than they in
their student teaching.

The teacher is the school. What
the soul is to the body, what the
mind is to the man, that the teacher
is to the school. A good teacher
will find or devise good methods

and will employ them with discernment, dealing

with each pupil as

an individual soul, unlike any other
that exists or has existed.

—BisHop SPALDING.
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BOOKS
(Continued from Page 15)
should be. I especially did not feel
the character of Clifford to be real.
His obviously depleted mental
powers are too suddenly revived
after the death of the Judge to be

true. Hawthorne explains this (he
explains everything) as caused by
a release from a sense of fear which
Clifford has of the Judge.
I found the author's moralizing
too obvious and too plentiful. Every
little occurrence gives him an op-

of the whole is lost. The novel is
likewise hampered by the involved,
heavy style of the author.
I personally feel that a novel

should entertain. The House of the
Seven Gables is not an entertaining
book. I derived no pleasure from
it and, hence, would not recommend it to anyone.
Hawthorne’s fame is said to rest
upon his short stories.

He should

have stuck to them, in my opinion.
—Mary BuRKE.

portunity to present a lesson. Even

the chickens in the garden and the
figures on the organ grinder’s music
box are allegorical. The chickens
are symbolical of the decline of the
once powerful Pyncheon family.
The figures on the organ, which

suddenly move about when the
music begins, teach us that both
the rich and the poor dance to the
same tune.

Naturally, this constant preaching and moralizing does not make
for good reading. It is very boring.
Hawthorne’s drawbacks in literary style can be seen, I think, as
stemming from his Puritan background and his limited horizon. He
confines himself to Puritan New
England. His Puritan background
obliges him to teach a lesson in his
writings; for, these people believed
a thing must always be useful or it
was a waste of time.

In The House of the Seven
Gables, the author’s aim is to illustrate how the sin of greed produced a chain reaction of unhappiness
and degeneration upon the whole
family line.
In this novel, the most striking
effect was the author’s achievement

of atmosphere. The atmosphere of
gloom, decay and mustiness is carried out in the picture of the house
and its inhabitants, Clifford and
Hepzibah. As a contrast, the author
introduces the youth and freshness
of Phoebe.
I can find little to praise in this

novel. The plot is good, but too
cut-up with narrative and moralizing to be effective. Thus, the unity

THE EDUCATOR’S NOOK
(Continued from Page 22)
self must live by these ideals. For

students learn best by example.
One need not be the smartest in

the class to qualify for teaching.
However, the nature of the job requires a better than average intel-'
ligence. It is imperative that the
teacher have a firm grasp of the
subject matter he teaches so that
he can really give something to his
pupils. Intelligence alone, however, does not satisfy the meaning
of mental fitness.
Another topic under that heading
is mental and emotional stability.
. . . Who is to be pitied more —
the class of the teacher who easily
loses his temper, or the teacher
himself? . . . How boring and annoying it is to sit in the class of a
teacher who has no sense of humor!
.. . Irritating, isn’t it, when teacher
has a “pet”? You're right! Teachers
are only human and all have their
weak points. However, these ten-

dencies toward instability and an
unbalanced personality should be
curbed as quickly as possible. De-

pendent upon the degree of the
teacher’s stability is the happiness
and growth, or else the suffering
of his students. If the teacher is
wise and wants to get the most
from his self-sacrifice, he will not
want his pupils to suffer.
Physical handicaps are barriers,
but only challenging barriers to
teachers. I know several who overcame their handicaps and are regarded as fine teachers. One is
teaching in a high school today.
She is blind. But her seeing-eye
dog and her students have both
aided her in becoming a successful
teacher. Only if one has a contagious disease, or is extremely nervous, or has a frail constitution
might he be physically unqualified
for teaching.
Who can say what makes us desire one thing and not another?
There are many things in our environment which influence our desires. Yet, must we not admit that
these things appeal to something
in us — something which is innate?
It is upon this reasoning that I
classify teaching as a_ vocation.
Something inside me, I know not
what, makes me desire to teach.
With all the other qualifications
and not this desire, I know I could
not teach.
Everyone desires to express himself in some way or another, whether it be through power or prayer,
business or the arts. My way is
through teaching. I believe this to
be a small scale participation in all
fields of endeavor.
Since we are all looking for happiness, foresight in choice of one’s
life work is wise and necessary. We
should study ourselves to determine what makes us happy, and
then steer our lives in that course.
Teaching is the most satisfying
job for me because in it I can
express myself and, at the same
time, see results, i.e., the development of my pupils — both mentally

and spiritually.
—NANcyY FRost.
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Only time will tell about
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time will tell about a cigarette !
‘Take your time.. .
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THERE MUST BE A REASON WHY Camel is

America’s most popular cigarette — leading all
other brands by billions! There’s a simple
answer: Camels give you just what you want in
a cigarette — rich, full flavor and cool, cool
mildness, pack after pack! Smoke only Camels
for 30 days and see how mild, how flavorful,
how thoroughly enjoyable they are as your
steady smoke!

