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Surveying the Current Scene
By the Staff
@® Christmas has the habit of
coming every year to make us
happy. It is the only day in the
year when just about every person

feels a certain emotion that is
peculiar to that day, an emotion
which is a combination of good
feeling, of joy, of kindness. Our
hearts open to our fellow men and
we give them tokens of our esteem
and affection. We send cards to
friends who live in distant parts to
tell them Merry Christmas and to
wish them good luck in the coming year. We want to let the world
know that we are happy and we
want everybody to be happy with
us on Christmas day.
With many folks this joy is just
a natural one that comes from
association with others who also
miss the real significance of Christmas. Those of us who know the
reason behind the celebration of
Christmas find our joy in the gift
of God to man. God gave him-

monopoly, and thus they mold the
young minds in the tenets of the
Marxian philosophy. The Catholic press has been suppressed because they recognize the Catholic
church as the arch enemy of Communism. In Hungary the Catholic
press had a circulation of twenty
million. Now only one or two
Catholic papers exist, and they
must submit to rigid state censorship. Poland had two dailies and
about two hundred and fifty newspapers. The few that exist are restricted. by inadequate paper allotments.

Libraries have been closed, publishing firms confiscated and books
destroyed.
Bishops’ letters are
censored and preaching has been

the Infant
of
Bethlehem

best way of celebrating the feast }¥ e7
is to reciprocate that love with all }3°
the powers of our soul. Let us
tell the Divine Infant that we love
Him and want to stay close to
Him and serve Him, and that we
will try to bring as many others to

*

Perhaps the historians of the

future will write “Cold Persecution” to denote the method Communists practise in subjugating
people.
These Commies have
something more deadly than murder and torture, namely a psychological pressure to crush the will

and the consciences of people.
The Red Jailers use “Brainwash-

ing” for the “conversion” of those
who fall into their clutches.
To “convert” their victims Communists make education a_ state
Page 2

sand.
*

od

*

No form of violence or

inhumanity has been practised on
a vaster scale than in this age. But
this cruelty in Korea is nothing
new. Every kind of atrocity mentioned in the report let out by the
Army was committed over ten
years ago in Spain by the Reds.
The Civil War there cost the coun-

grant us

His love and service as we can.

*®

pected sum of eight million dollars to complete the Shrine. The
finished structure will be four hundred and fifty-nine feet long and
two hundred and forty feet wide.
The seating capacity of the upper
church will be three thousand and
the total capacity will be six thou-

s<( history.

This is the best way to celebrate
Christmas, the feast of God's
great, infinite love for man.
*

nation-wide contribution to the ex-

The Army has released evidence
of the torture and murder of
twenty-nine thousand, eight hundred and fifteen people in Korea.
Of this number six thousand one
hundred and thirteen were Americans. This twentieth century, the
age of scientific discoveries, has
© been the most bestial of periods in

self to us on that day. He showed
his infinite love in this gift and the

When the National Shrine of
the Immaculate Conception on the
campus of the Catholic University
in Washington is completed it will
be one of the ten greatest religious
edifices in the world. Work on
the upper church will start in 1954,
the Marian Year. The Bishops of
the United States called for a

try about a million lives. Many of

regulated. Nor is this the whole
story. Catholic leaders are worried about the suppression of their
press, but what is of greater concern is that the Communists have

these were casualties in war but
hundreds of thousands were killed
in cold blood by the Reds. Bishops
were put to death and thousands

set up pseudo-Catholic publica-

dated.” The atrocities in Korea are

tions telling the people that the
Communist ideology is consistent

nothing new.

with Catholic teaching and that
priests

must

in

conscience

give

support to the Communist regime.
Thus the Catholic Bishops of Poland

can

write:

“Catholicism

is

gradually being removed from the
life of the nation.”

of priests and religious were “liqui-

*

*

*

For the students of Harvard
there is a certain aura about the
name of former President Charles
William Eliot. However, the current president of Harvard, Dr.

(Turn to Page 20)
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The Advent Wreath
By John Edwards
@ Advent is the time of prepparation for Christmas. As we go
about our daily tasks we recall
that Christmas will come soon and
we think of the great gift that the
world received on the first Christmas, the Babe of Bethlehem. Our
hearts should expand with love
for the Divine Infant that loved
us so much that He came down
to live with us. As a reminder
that we are in the Advent season
we have the Advent wreath.
The wreath is growing in popularity in the American homes,
and perhaps in the not too distant
future it may be found in more
and more homes. It is not difficult
to make. It resembles the round
wreaths you see in the stores during the Yuletide. Use pine, cedar,
or holly branches and attach four
candles to it. Usually people suspend it from the ceiling, but it
may be used as a table ornament
with a purple ribbon tied into a
pretty bow as a wreath.
If you cannot buy the wreath
for the school or the home, you
can make one. This making will
exercise your ingenuity. Let the
youngsters scout around for the
evergreen branches while the
adults make the frame. There is
no one special way to make it. A
very easy method is to take two

boards of equal length and bore
holes in all four ends to hold the
handles. Then nail the boards together at right angles to form an
equilateral cross. Fasten a piece
of wire or a barrel hoop to the
four ends of the cross to form a
circle. If you want to suspend the
wreath from the ceiling attach a
purple cord to each corner of the
cross and you have the equipment.
Cover the circular frame with all
the green branches that the children brought, place the candles

in the holes at the end of the cross
and you have the Advent wreath.
Simple, isn’t it?
December, 1953

But we should be more concerned with the symbolism of the
Advent wreath than with its physical make-up. The season of Advent reminds us of the two comings of Our Lord, the one as a
Babe at Bethlehem and the final
coming as our Judge. During this
holy season let us dispose our
souls by means of prayer and good
works for this two-fold coming.
God prepared the Jews during four
thousand years by many trials for
the coming of Christ. The liturgy
of Advent repeats this longing and
waiting of the Hebrews and suggests that we enter into these same
sentiments to prepare ourselves for

Christmas. Isaiah said: “Behold
our God will come and save us.”
What hope and confidence do we
not experience from this statement, and let us harken to the plea
of John the Baptist for penance
when he bids us to make the
crooked paths straight. During the
weeks of the first Advent the
Blessed Mother carried Christ
with her. We, too, must allow
Christ to grow within us. How
foolish is all the hustle and bustle
in the preparation for Christmas
when we forget the Chief Actor in
the Nativity scene.
The wreath reminds us of Advent but it has a symbolism all its
own. The circular wreath may be

said to represent the passing of
time because we move from one
candle to the other as the Advent
season _ progresses.
The
four
candles placed around the wreat
h
represent the four Sundays
of Advent, which in tum represent
the
four thousand years of waiti
ng for
the coming of the Redeemer.
As

our eyes move from one candle
to
the next we recall the long
history

of the Jewish people during which

they longed and sighed for
Christ.
O come, O come Emanuel
and
ransom captive Irael. This
hunger
of the Jews for the Savior
should
grow in us and wax stronger
as we
approach the great feast of
Christmas.
The lighted candle represen
ts
Christ, the sun of justice, the
light
of the world. On the first Sun
day
we light one candle and on
each
succeeding Sunday another till
all
four are lighted. Thus we are
reminded that Christmas draws
closer. The purple ribbons
by
which the wreath hangs from the
ceiling cause us to think of penance; the green branches signify
the hope that is in our heart because of the Savior’s coming. This
coming promises an eternal union
with Christ in heaven.

In summing up the message of
the Advent wreath we might say:
Sigh and long for the Christ with
the same ardor as the Jews did of
old; do penance by straightening
out your crooked ways and filling
in the valleys of omission; and set

your hope in the Lord who is the
Savior of us all.

i
TS

UME

SSil/ Ae

SSA IS
SOREL
Pa Veh
BF

The Advent wreath is not a mere
decoration; it should be given a
prominent place, and the family
should gather on the eve of the
first Sunday of Advent for the
blessing of the wreath. If there is
no priest in the group the father

(Turn to Page 20)
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The General Reminisces
By Michael Hewitt

® Washington was riding about
his farm at Mount Vernon. He had
retired a few years ago after a
very busy life. He liked his farm
and he knew that the best way to
run a farm is to supervise it personally. He was close to seventy,
but he rode four or five hours,
several days a week, not because
it was easy or difficult, but because he had a sense of duty, a
sense that something had to be
done. His hair was grey, his eyes
were dim, he tipped the scales at
two ten and he stood over six feet.
The month was December and
Christmas was near. The snow and
frost gave a snappy tang to the
Virginia air. This particular year
he was called away from his place
to do a toilsome but necessary
errand, hence he could not oversee the farm as per schedule. Yet

on this day he enjoyed the ride;

deavor was to improve the land,
to give it health and vigor by fertilizing the soil, by a judicious rotation of crops and by hard work.
“To establish good rules, and a
regular system, is the life and soul
of every kind of business,” was
one of his noted sayings. He did
not expect to build either a farm
or a nation out of the wilderness
very rapidly. Both needed long,
thoughtful, steady and determined
work, both needed a great amount
of strong will power.
When he was a youngster he
wrote down some rules to help in
shaping his character. One of these
was: “Keep alive in your breast
that little spark of celestial fire
called conscience.” He recognized
in that conscience a sense of duty,
a feeling for lawfulness which orders everything according to the
mind of the Divine Lawgiver.

the farm was peaceful and he not-

ed the jobs that must be done. He
thought about the conditions in

the young country of which he
had been president for eight years.
Being out of office, he could look

at the passing scene more objectively; thus he could sometimes
see dangers before they were imminent.

This particular December two
worries disturbed the peace that
he sought in his retirement. The
first one was the unsettled state
of affairs between the States and

the federal government. Two of
the States had rejected as unconstitutional a law passed by Con-

gress to fight sedition. Then the
other worry was the fact that not
enough representative men were
entering the ranks of the govern-

ing class. They seemed to regard
riches and private ease as more
important than the service of their

This December day he recalled
many events of his long and busy
career, and naturally, as Christmas
was close at hand, he thought of

the many Christmas days of the
past, some in war, some in peace,

some at home and many away
from home. One Christmas in the
early years of the war we find him
and his men without proper shelter
in a four-inch snow. The attempt
to construct shelter was interrupt-

ed for nearly a week by a move of
the enemy. The men lacked prop-

and

some_ citizens

protested

against keeping the men under
arms in the winter. In a message
to the president of Congress about
this situation he wrote: “I feel super-abundantly for them, and from
my soul I pity those miseries
which it is neither in my power to
relieve or prevent.”
Another Christmas day in the
wee hours of the morning he crossed the Delaware with two thousand men and marched all day to
Trenton. The next day he attacked the Hessians by surprise, and
won the battle that was prepared
on Christmas day. This was the
first real success of the struggle.
Two winters after the defeat of
the Hessians he was in Philadelphia at Christmas planning future
campaigns with the Congressional
committee. The people were nice
to him; they even called him the
Cincinnatus of America. However,
some did not take the war seriously. About these he wrote that
most people were sunk as far as
he could see in “idleness, dissipation, and extravagance. . . . Speculation, peculation, and an_insatiable thirst for riches seem to have
got the better of every other consideration and almost every order
of men.”
As the years of the war passed
he spent his Christmas days in
winter quarters with a starving
and bankrupt army. In 1781 after
Yorktown he celebrated Christmas
in Philadelphia with his family as
the guests of Mr. Morris. In 1783
the war was over. He said farewell to the officers and resigned
his commission. “I resign with sat-

isfaction the appointment, that I
accepted

with

diffidence:

diffi-

dence in my ability to accomplish
so arduous a task, which, however,
was superseded by a confidence in
the rectitude of our cause, the support of the supreme power of the
union and the patronage of heaven.” Christmas of 1783 was spent
at Mount Vernon.

er clothing and supplies. Just
about one-fourth of his soldiers

Christmas days of the eighties

As he rode about his farm he

were unfit for duty; the govern-

were those of a peaceful squire

was proud of it. His constant en-

ment neglected to send supplies

country in public life.

Page 4

We read in his diary that the

(Turn to Page 6)
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© Christmas is a feast of love,
it is the feast of the Incarnation
which is the greatest proof of
God’s love for man. The Father
gives us His Son to redeem man,
the Son offers himself to save mankind, and the Holy Spirit forms
the sacred humanity in the womb
of the virginal mother. Love always calls for love, therefore we
should love and thank God for
this great proof of His love for us.
Writing of the Incarnation St.
Augustine says: “The Son of God
took upon Himself our human nature, and he did not thereby separate Himself from the God-head,
nor were the Father and the Holy
Ghost wanting in their Divine

Majesty on that account.” The Infant Jesus that Mary laid in the
manger is God, the Infant that she
wrapped in swaddling clothes is
the One who reigns in the heavens
and the One Whom the heavens
cannot contain. The weak Baby
Who could not walk is the Almighty Lord who not only created
worlds but Who governs them and
sustains them. The silent Child
that utters only the cries of a newborn babe is the Teacher in Whom
are all the treasures of knowledge
and wisdom.
How beautifully has St. Thomas
written about the coming of the
Christmas Babe. He says: “What
is wiser than that God should become man, in order that man
should become God? That the Almighty should become weak, so
that the weak might receive divine
strength? That eternal Wisdom
should become a companion of
fools so that the foolish might receive divine wisdom? That the
Most Holy should be numbered amongst the sinners so that
sinners might be received among
the

hosts

of

angels?

That

the

“And the Word was Made Flesh”
By Henry Brown

all in giving us the Second Person

to redeem sinners. How sublime
is the thought that the Maker of
all things should bestow Himself
on us poor creatures.

Yes, how great is God’s goodness,
how great is His love! Another
quotation from St. Augustine: “Incomprehensible is the love wherewith God loves, and it is unchangeable. For he did notmerely
begin to love us when we were
reconciled to Him by the blood of
His Son, but he loved us before
the world was made.” Think of
the Infinite Majesty of the Son of
God and then think of the abase-

ment of the human race into sin.
What a deep condescension for
that Son of God to be born of this
sinful race, what an incomprehensible humiliation when the Creator
came down on earth to be as it
were a part of visible creation.
The circumstances and details of
the Bethlehem scene are full of
humiliation for the Son of God.
Christ in his Divine nature
could not suffer for us, hence he
assumed

a human

nature to pay

nally He died. For all this He
was born on Christmas day.

Christ possesses all that belongs
to the perfection of human nature:
a human soul with its capabilities
and powers and a corporal body
with its senses. Because Christ,
as man, is also the Son of God, His
body did not have the evil inclinations that sin has brought on
mankind. His memory was faithful, His understanding was penetrating, and His will was to do the
will of His Father. In consequence
of original sin there is a sort of
physical suffering that is common
to all people. Thirst, hunger, fatigue, exhaustion, sickness and
death are some of these physical
sufferings which Christ took to
prove His human nature. “If any
man will come after me, let him
deny himself, and take up his cross
and follow me.” He is our Divine
Exemplar.
Yes, the Incarnation means that
the Second Person of the Trinity
became Man. “And the Word was
made flesh,” writes St. John in his
gospel and St. Augustine says:
“Among all things that have happened in the course of time, this
is the most stupendous grace —
that a human being should be
united with God in unity of person.” Christ is “full of grace and
truth” therefore he possesses the
fullness of sanctifying grace. Hear
St. Thomas: “The nearer a vessel
is brought to the influence of
grace, the more abundant the influx
which it receives. But the infusion
of grace comes from God. Since
the soul of Christ was so closely
united with God, it must have received the fullness of grace from
the first moment of its existence.”

Eternal Word should assume
flesh, in order that fleshly-minded
creatures might consecrate themselves to the spiritual life; that
God should come down from
heaven, in order that man might
reach heaven?” God’s goodness
was great in giving us life; it was

for our sins by his sufferings, which
began already in the days of his
infancy with the privations of the
stable in Bethlehem. The Son of
God was born in a place used for
protecting animals from the ina humiliation! Through the years

Christ. It is a day of great rejoicing. “Rejoice and be glad O

greater

on

of His life he worked, He suffered

mankind; but it was greatest of

Daughter of Sion, exult, O Jeru-

pain, he was poor, reviled and fi-

(Turn to Page 20)

in

bestowing

December, 1953

grace

clemencies of the weather! What

Christmas day is the birthday of
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Pity Poor Santa Claus
By Margaret Haley

@ Pity poor Santa Claus! In by-

doll.

The doll must be able to

gone days his job must have been

walk, talk, dance, sing and have

a snap compared to what it is

various other talents also. She
must have several changes of
clothes, including a bridal outfit,
a skating outfit, a formal dress,
play clothes and what have you.
A doll is more than a doll nowadays. Some of them are getting to
the place where they have more
and better clothes than the little
girls who receive them. I’m beginning to wonder just who runs
whom up at the North Pole.

now in the twentieth century.

In

those days after his annual trip
around the world, he would come
back to the North Pole, probably
rest up for a week and then start
filling orders for his next trip. And
in the reportedly simple life of
those days the orders couldn't have
been too difficult to fill.
Ah yes, those were the good old
days. Our grandparents keep telling us that, so it must be true. Life
was simple and easy-going; not the
complicated mess it is today. People didn’t get frustrated and they
believed that a neuroses was some
cheap blend of Four Roses. “Ah

yes,” they'll sigh, “those were the
good old days.”

Balls, tops and marbles.
A
simple geometric form which doesn't sound too hard to make. And
the dolls must have been fairly
simple, too. Just baby dolls, rag
dolls, nothing too complicated.
Why, Mr. and Mrs. Santa must
have had a ball!
But nowadays, pity poor Santa!
He must bea specialist in at least

a dozen different fields.
Whenalittle girl asks for a doll,
she doesn’t want a plain, simple

ordinary doll.

She wants a doll

with hair, hair that can be curled
and combed, and mind you, the

Not every little boy wants to be
a Captain Video though. And so
Santa must have toys to please the
heart of everyone; the potential
chemist, doctor, engineer, businessman,

scientist,

anything

you

can name. Santa has something to
please them all.
There are chemistry sets on the
market that are as complete as a
miniature laboratory. There are
toy doctor sets that would make
your mouth drop open in wonder.
You name it, those sets have it.
And the toy trains, and erector
sets, the wagons, the bicycles, the
baseball bats, basketballs, footballs,
tennis rackets, ice skates, roller
skates, and the hundreds of different kinds of games are all designed
and manufactured by Santa in
just one short year.
I, for one, just don’t see how the
poor man does it. And if, as every-

So the way I figure it is, that if
life was simple, the little kiddies’
Christmas wishes must have been
fairly simple. All that jolly old
Santa Claus had to do was toss
Mrs. Santa the list of dolls and little
girls’ wishes and start manufacturing the balls, tops and marbles that
every little boy was dreaming
about.

facture all of these. So he must
have knowledge of the interplanetary system, space travel, rocket
ships and just how a small boy
would live on each and every one
of the planets.

one keeps saying, science is going

to advance even

further,

think

what the jolly old man has ahead
of him and pity poor Santa Claus!
Compared to the little boys
though, the little girls’ wants are
almost nothing. For a little boy,
Santa Claus must be a doctor, a
chemist, an engineer, a cowboy, a
businessman, a scientist, and most
important of all, have thorough
knowledge of outer space. He
must be a veritable space cadet.
True that little boys still love
their six shooters and insist on going to bed with their cowboy boots
on, but this phase is definitely get-

GENERAL REMINISCES
(Continued from Page 4)
living happily on his land. On the
day itself he would usually entertain relatives and friends. Mr.
Madison stayed with him the
Christmas of 1788. In 1789 he was
President and the Christmas of
that year we see him in New York,
receiving calls from statesmen
and

diplomats.

His

particular

Nowadays a

form of distraction while presi-

six gun is as nothing compared to
a ray gun that disintegrates people.
No more of this messy business of
shooting a person and having the
evidence to conceal and the mess

knew him best liked to think of
him on horse back, as the most
graceful rider in the nation. During his term as president he sel-

ting old-fashioned.

to clean up. Now you just point
the ray gun at the bad guy and
bingo! he disappears.

dent

was

riding.

Those

who

dom saw Mount Vernon and his
Christmas days were brilliant, formal and public but not warm.

curlers, comb and other parapher-

Many things are needed for

His last Christmas was that of

nalia must be included ina little

space travel, of course, and Santa

kit which comes along with the

must be able to design and manu-

1798. Before the year was out he
had passed on to another world.

Page 6
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Christmas Greeting Cards
By Lewis Stone
@ The custom of sending greeting cards to friends at Christmas
has become so much a part of us
that we do not often think about
the origin of this custom, yet the
practice is as old as civilizaton itself.
In Egypt runners carried verbal
messages from king to king, from
chief to chief. Later the messages
were inscribed upon small cylinders of clay and sent with the
good wishes of the sender. In the
time of Socrates the Greeks used
“guest-friend” to denote the relationship between host and guest;
on festive occasions these guestfriends remembered one another
with greetings. The American Indians wrote upon bits of_ bark,
drew simple pictures and presented them to friendly tribes. Wampum belts and beaded bands were
used as tokens of friendship, peace
or condolence.
Just when the custom of exchanging greetings at times like
Valentine’s day and Christmas began, it is not certain, but the English were the first ones to design
greeting cards for Christmas. This
practice began about one hundred
years ago. These cards probably
had their origin in “Christmas
pieces” that were popular at the
beginning of the nineteenth century. The pieces were sheets of
writing paper decorated
with
flourishes of the pen, scrolls, or
pictures and were used by the
school boys for their holiday letters home. One writer maintains
that the habit of sending Christmas cards grew out of decorative

visiting
When

cards

and_

valentines.

cheap postage was intro-

duced the Victorians began the
habit of sending illustrated cards
at Christmas.

Sir Henry Cole, an English
gentleman, started the custom of
sending cards.

The Christmas of

1846 found him, a very busy man,
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without any business letters written.

To remedy this situation he

conceived the idea of sending his
greetings printed on a decorated
card. He mentioned the idea to
John Calcott Horsley, artist of the
Royal Academy, who liked it. Sir
Henry commissioned his_ artist
friend to make his best design. Of
the three panels on the card the
two smaller, outer ones depicted
acts of kindness like feeding the
poor and clothing the naked. The
center panel had a festive domestic
scene. The card was lithographed
by Jobbins of Warwick street and
the plates were colored by hand.
One thousand copies were printed.

The growth of the greeting card
has been a rapid one. In a few
years the English people were
Christmas card addicts. Prince Albert, the husband of Queen Victoria, popularized the Christmas
tree in England, and_ Dickens’
heartfelt Christmas stories gave
genuine feeling to the celebration
of Christmas. In 1867 Marcus
Ward began in earnest the publishing of Christmas cards and for
many years he dominated the field
in the better class type. His cards
are said to have reached a decorative quality never attained by any
other English house.
In 1882
Raphael Tuck instituted a prize
competition to create greater in-

terest in the production of cards.
Prizes and money were offered to
artists for their drawings.

Some of these are still to be found
in collectors’ albums and they sell
for two hundred and fifty dollars
or thereabouts. The London Times
called this the first Christmas card
and it contained the greeting “A
Merry Christmas and a Happy
New Year.”
The Cole card was first published in 1846, but it was not until
1862 that cards began to have a
general use. The individual habit
became a general vogue after 1871
under the promotion of Raphael
Tuck, who bought verses from

poets for his cards. Tennyson rejected a handsome offer for a doz-

en poems for that purpose.

Louis Prang, an immigrant
printer, was the father of the
American Christmas card industry.
He came to this country from Germany in 1850 and at Roxbury, near
Boston, set up a lithographic business. His first effort was a bouquet
of roses, done in four colors which
has not been surpassed by our
modern processes. In 1873 one of
his women employees suggested
that he print “Merry Christmas”
on some of his floral cards. He
tried it and by 1875 his business
met with great success at home
and abroad. He perfected the lithographic process of multi-color
printing, and produced his really
beautiful chromo prints. The demand for these prints by his American neighbors was supplied by his
factory till 1890 when the flood of

cheap German cards took over the
market. From the work of Louis
Prang came the Christmas cards
of North America. Prang’s cards
were comparable to the best that
England produced, and from the
point of view of the lithographer
were the finest ever made. In the
Boston Library and in the Mu-

seum of New York City are to be
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seen interesting collections of
Prangs work. The demand for
these cards grew, but the majority of the people wrote their own
personal messages, perhaps for
financial reasons or that cards written by hand carried a warm personal message.
That which sold the card in the
early English years was the design,
and had the publishers kept up to
the minute with new ideas the
sale of cards would not have fallen as it did in the nineties. The
quality in cards changed with the
years.

In the nineties a bizarre

vulgarity crept into the industry.
Later “private” cards came to the
front. In 1908 there was a juvenile
quality in cards compared with
the chromos of Prang. In 1910
rosy-cheeked Dutch children were
the vogue. Cards set to music
came into favor in 1912, but found
themselves edged out in 1913 when
the music industry stuffed the
postman’s bag with six-inch phonograph_ recordings of
Merry ©
Christmas rhymes.
The cards that were sent over
seas in World War I combined the
Christmas spirit with patriotic
boasting and carried the best
wishes to the boys abroad. It was
not until 1930 that there was a
definite resurgent interest in good
design. Producers brought out reproductions of work by noteworthy
contemporary artists.

The various

schools of art were represented,
but all depicted things familiar to
the hearts and imaginations of the
American people.
Very few designs on the early
Christmas cards had any reference
to Christmas. Birds, animals, children and lovelorn damsels were
usual parts of the themes. The
number of designs is almost unbelievable. One collection comprises
seven hundred volumes containing
some one hundred and sixty-three
thousand varieties. Old designs
disappear and new ones slip in,
but the old ones have a habit of

returning. The costumes on the
cards change. The language is less

(Turn to Page 20)
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Something Precious
By Suzanne Connolly
@ Laura pushed back the heavy
wool blankets and slid from her
high bed onto the cold, rugless
floor. She pulled on the long stockings which hung at the foot of
her bed and did a “shivering
dance” across the room to close the
window.
It was beginning to
snow. She stopped chattering long
enough to watcha large flakecling
momentarily to the window and
then disappear.
“Laurie, you up?” Her mother
entered the room, carrying a large
kettle with steam rising from its
spout. “I've heated some water for
you. There’s ice in all the pitchers
this morning.”
The young girl pinned up her
long, black hair and began washing. The homemade soap smelled
strong and clean. Sometimes it
left her face red and burning for
a while, but she liked the fresh
feeling it gave her skin. Its odor
permeated everything from her
stiffly starched cotton dresses to
the glistening kitchen floor.
“Is everyone up? Has anybody
come yet?” she mumbled through
the towel.
The older woman was restin
the heavy kettle on the edge of the
table. “Your Pa’s in the barn already. Karl and Chris are gettin’
the buggy now to go and fetch
the aunts at the train.”
“Can
Please.”

I

go

with

‘em,

Ma?

“I need ja here. You know that,
child. Day before Christmas and
all there’s to do and you wantin’
to gallavant into town. I don’t
know why you ain't more like your
sister. So helpful and all—Emma
was.”

was a lot like Ma. Her blond hair
was coarse and wavy, and she
was strong for a woman. Her capable hands were well-suited to the
hard work of a farmer’s wife.
It was a pity Laurie was not

more like her sister. But then she
wasnt much like any of the others
in the family either. She’d heard
about that enough — black-sheep
Laurie with the fine, dark hair and
frail body. Her small, agilefingers
were familiar with a needle and
thimble but could not get a firm
enough hold on the big, rough
scrub brush which the others knew
so well. Karl and Chris, the twins,
always joked and told her no man
would ever want her cause she
was too weak. But Laurie paid no
attention. She didn’t like to scrub,
and she hated the crude boards
that were worn and= splintered
from water and yellow soap. When
she grew up, she was going to
marry a man who could give her
a house with shiny hard wood
floors and soft rugs in the parlor
and bedrooms. She’d have a silver
teapot and spoons, and instead of
tomatoes and cabbages she’d have
roses and lily of the valley in her
garden. But she didn't tell the
others that. Then they would really laugh.
The delicious odor of baking
bread rose from the hot kitchen up
the stairway. Laurie felt the excitement of what was to come
growing within her. How much
she looked forward to Christmas
each year! The aunts and uncles
from both sides of the family came
from “quite a ways,” Ma always
said. But it was Aunt Liza who
came the fartherest. She had lived
in Chicago ever since she married
Uncle Richard and left the old
farm.

Ma used to say he’d made

Emma was the oldest. She was

her kind of snobbish, but she was

married now and her house was

Pa’s sister and they'd always get
into an argument about it, so she

like Ma’s, well-scrubbed and fragrant with homemade soap. Emma

didn’t bring it up anymore.
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Laurie

loved Aunt

Liza.

She

was different from the others, too.
Of all the Andersen’s Elizabeth
and Laura were the ones with the
small bones and the fine, straight
block hair. Their eyes were blue,
and the Nordic lightness of their
skin was in keeping with the family heredity. But just the same
the difference was there, and Liza
and Laurie and Uncle Richard
knew it and were secretly glad.
“Stir this awhile, Laura. The
bread’s done. Pa’s been at me to
bake a chocolate cake along with

the pies this year. Reckon I better
fix what ’e wants.” Ma used a
heavy towel to open the hot oven
door and lift the long, brown
loaves onto the table to cool. She

wrapped the pans of biscuits in a

and tied it with the cherished red
ribbon Karl had won at the fair.
A long, blue wool dress with
gleaming white collar and cuffs replaced the drab, black, anklelength one. A slightly longer-thanusual glance in the mirror filled
Laura with a new thrill that comes
with the expectations of young
womanhood.
The soft, young
mouth was no longer the mouth of
a child. The innocent expression
of the large blue eyes was no long-

er the blissful look of complete

contentment. Instead it was the
exciting, searching expression of a
young girl in love with the bigness
and strength and beauty of life.
“Why there’s Laura, and look at
‘er, almost a woman — and pretty,
too.”

clean linen cloth and placed them
on a high shelf.

cake batter to a rich, brown per-

milk. Peter’s and Gregory’s cheeks
were red, like apples, and Emestine’s tiny hands were cold in spite
of the thick wool mittens which

had covered them. They ate happily and giggled in sheer delight
at the warm luxury of the big
kitchen.
It was dusk and the gray winter
skies were beginning to darken

when the clopping hoofs and turning wheels told of the arrival of
Pa, the twins, and the five relatives—Ma’s sister, Ellie, and Uncle
Paul; Pa’s unmarried sister, Ida;
and the Pendleton’s, Richard and
Liza. Laurie heard Aunt Liza’s
clear, bright laugh, and she ran to
the window. Each of the aunts
was carrying a number of packages. Chris and Karl held two
large, brightly wrapped boxes. It
was finally here
— Christmas Eve!

Laurie ran upstairs and splashed the icy water on her face until

it glowed.

She brushed her hair
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toys and bright sweaters and a
new pair of shoes for each. Then
the small, carefully wrapped gifts
of the adults were brought forth.
Laura and the twins distributed
theirs to each of the older people,
and they settled
themselves
around the tree to open their own.
Laurie opened the largest box first.
It was from Ma and Pa. Her eyes
widened —a magnificent hooked
rug for beside her bed. Oh, was
it possible? A small, soft thing of
beauty with a lovely scene of

snow-topped mountains.

She ran

her fingers over its deep wool and
pictured the transformation of her
barren room.

“She sneezes so when she gets
up in the morning,” Ma was saying. “She’s not like the rest, ya
know. Kinda puny, Laurie is.”

The next few hours were spent
mixing ingredients and beating the
fection. Laura and her Ma took
turns beating and rolling the
dough for pies. The day was passing quickly. The young ones had
come in to warm themselves and
Ma had given them thick slices of
dark bread and cheese and hot

her youthful excitement. They all
watched as the three young ones
tore open the packages of shiny

Poor Ma, Laurie was saying to

herself, always practical. She and
Pa didn’t mind having pretty

things, if they were useful in some

way. She thanked God there was
a practical use for a rug.
Tilustration by Bette Osweiler

“Hello, Aunt Ellie, Uncle Paul.”
Laurie touched her skirt and bent
her knee slightly in a curtsey. “So
glad you could come.” She tumed
and smiled at the tall, somber woman in the corner. “Merry Christ-

mas, Aunt Ida.”
Then Aunt Liza, lovelier than
ever, rose and kissed her niece
gently on the forehead. “How are
you, Laurie dear? I’ve brought
you something I think you'll like.”
She almost whispered the last
words.
Everything was perfect, Laurie
thought. Ma had poured coffee
for her for the first time; she and
the twins were sitting with the
grown-ups while the young ones
played around the tree; Uncle
Richard was laughing and telling
the funny stories that Laurie had
strained to hear when she used to

sit with the babies.
At last the time came to open

the gifts. Laurie tried not to show

The rest of her gifts were sweet,
homey things for her to sew or use
for cooking. She was grateful for
all of them, but she knew without
reading the little notes, she had
not yet opened Aunt Liza’s. The
last box was rather heavy for its
size,

She waited just a minute before
untying the yellow ribbon. All
eyes were on her package. It was
the last to be opened. They all
knew it was from Elizabeth, and
Laura could see disapproval in
the eyes of the women, who
thought the young Mrs. Pendleton
a trifle too much the lady of leisure
because of her frilly blouses and
that “wicked-smelling stuff’ she
put in her bath. Uncle Paul and
Pa seemed rather anxious to see

what the gift would be.

Laurie

knew they liked Liza but they
were glad for their thrifty, hard-

working wives, and they probably
wondered just what kind of man
Richard Pendleton really was to

(Turn to Page 21)
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Peace on Earth
By Carol Hilton
@ It isn't where you are that
counts, but how you feel. If you
have the spirit of Christmas in
your heart then December twenty-

fifth means Christmas to you.
Whether you are with your family
or in a Korean prison camp like
we were, the celebration of Christmas is something special.
Joey was a little guy. He never
should have had to leave home.
He was always more homesick
than the rest of us, and always
telling us about his home and family and friends. Whenever he got
a letter he would read it to us,
and then I would understand the
way he felt. I guess we all liked
to hear him talk. It would get
pretty cold at night so that we
couldn't sleep, and then Joey
would start talking. The way he
told things made us feel warm inside, and after a while we would
go back to sleep. I remember him
telling us about Christmas.
“Well, Christmas Eve Day,”
Joey would begin, “Dad and I
would go way back in the woods.
You guys have never seen woods
till you see the ones we have up
North. And fir trees, man those
are fir trees!”
And then Joey would stop talking. He'd be back in the woods
with his father. And for him there
would be nothing but the woods
and the fir trees and his Dad.
“Come on, Joey, finish the story.

What happened next?” one of us
would say.
“Well,” Joey would start again,
“Dad and I would go tangling,
tangling through those woods
looking at all the trees and then
we'd see it. Seems we always saw
the right one at the same time.
We'd stop and look at it and after

would say “Well, Joey’ and I'd say
‘Yah, Dad’ and then we'd cut it
down. Sis would always meet us
halfway home. Boy, she’d jump
around us so excited she couldn't
stand still. She’d race shouting so
we could hear her all the way.
We would spend the rest of the
day putting up the tree. Dad and
1 would set up the stand and put
on the lights, and then we’d all go
to work on it. Sis would hang some
paper things she made in school,
and we'd have strings of popcorn
and cranberries and all kinds of

shiny, bright balls.

All the time

wed be working there'd be the
best smell from the kitchen where

>

=i)
Mom would be baking the pies
and cakes and cookies for the next
day. When the tree was finished
we'd go upstairs and get the presents out of hiding and put them
underneath it. It sure was beautiful. That night all the family
would come, grandma and grandpa, aunts, uncles, cousins, the
whole family until you knew there
couldn’t be one more because he

wouldn't be able to get in. Well,
we'd sit there with the tree all lit
up pretty and sing Christmas
carols, and Mom would serve us
eggnog. Dad would throw a big
log on the fire. After a while
wed all get tired and just sit and
be happy.
“Christmas morning, first thing
wed go to church,” Joey continued. “Afterwards we'd open the

a while walk all around it, pictur-

presents and then Mom would try

ing it in the parlor, seeing how it

to get us to eat breakfast so she

would fit and look.

could start on the turkey.
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Finally Dad

Why I

can’t remember a Christmas at
home without turkey. And all day
there would be the good smell of
turkey roasting and all kinds of
food cooking. What I wouldn't
give for just one sniff of Mom’s
cooking right now. After dinner
everyone would leave and pretty
soon wed all turn off the lights
and go to bed. Christmas would
be over, but we never felt bad
because we knew there would be
another one next year.”
After this Joey just sat and didnt ‘say anything more. We all
knew he was wondering whether
there would be another Christmas
at home for him.
Then Dewey would start. Dewey was a pretty crazy guy and we
all liked hima lot.
“Say, Joey, that's a pretty swell
Christmas you had but now I
want a tell ya about mine. We
never had no fancy tree like Joey’s.
Fact I can only remember once we
had a tree. That was the year
Mary Ann, my kid sister you
know, decided we should have
one.
She was always getting
screwy ideas like that. Well, this
one year she went out to the park
and broke a branch off one of the
trees. I still remember seeing her
walking down the street dragging
that branch after her. She was a
little skinny kid and the branch
was bigger than she was. But she
didn’t give up. She dragged it all
the way up three flights of stairs
and into. the flat. I felt kind of
sorry for her so I helped her set
it up in the comer. I can still
remember Ma raising all kinds of
heck because I hammered nails
into the floor right through the
carpet. Well, after it was up Mary
started crying because a Christmas
tree needs ornaments and we didnt have any. I did not like to see
the kid cry so I told her that I'd
fix it up. I got some of my old
man’s bottles out and hung them
on the branches with string. Looked kind of pretty, too. Lucky for
me that was one of the nights the
old man decided to booze up.
Otherwise he’d layed skin an inch
thick off me for bringing out those
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bottles when Ma didn’t know he
had any in the house. We didn’t
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have turkey for dinner either, but
Sis did talk Ma into making hamburger patties. It tasted pretty
good too as I remember.”
After Dewey's story some of the
other guys told about their Christmases. I guess towards the end we
were all trying to outdo each
other. But it was Christmas at
home and, exaggerated or not, I
guess we all began to feel a little
nostalgic. That’s when we decided
to have an old fashioned Christmas —tree and all. We realized
we did not have the things we
needed, but we decided to make
good, too, as I remember.”
The biggest and most important
item was the Christmas tree. Joey
having had the most experience
with this, was elected to find a
tree. Following after Dewey's sister he appeared one day with an
enormous branch of a tree. Knowing that we had the tree we were
all determined to outdo each other
in finding ornaments for it.

By Jim Huth
@ I have often wondered how
America looks through the eyes of
a foreign correspondent who is
paid to report to his overseas
newspaper American life, American ways, Americana, as_ such.
Just for laughs, I sat down last
night and imagined that I was a
reporter for a European newssheet, and that my present assignment was a feature on Christmas
in the United States. Owing to the
complexities of our democratic
America, I found myself with two
complete reports tor cable transmission. Which one would you
send?
=

®

=

(Special )—Dec. 23, 1953 — The
American Retail Association announced late today that it expects

time we had been missing pieces

of underwear. Well on this particular night Eddie pulled long
strips of red cloth out of his pocket
and proceeded to hang them on

the tree. When we realized where
he had gotten the cloth we were
ready to murder him, but when
we saw what they did for our tree
we forgave him.
We also had decided to ex-

change presents. This was quite a
worry

because

we

didn’t

(Turn to Page 21)
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have

Christmas music is setting all
sorts of records on radio and TV
here, too. Current favorite amon
Americans is “Rudolph, the RedNosed Reindeer,” which it is reported, has already sold some fifteen million copies for play on
home phonographs. The favorite
version had been made some years
back by an American cowboy,
Gene Autry. Another favorite is
“I Saw Mommy Kissing Santa
Claus,” made by an American
comic.

About three days before Christmas we got the luckiest break we’d
ever had in that camp. For dinner
they fed us peas. They were too
hard to eat anyway, so that night
we strung them together with
bits of wire and string we had
smuggled in over a period of time
and until then had had no use for.
With the peas hung on the tree it
began to look like Christmas.
Eddie was the one though who
brought in the best decoration. He
had been painting some poles red
for about a week. During this

Merchants are using every
means available to promote sales
—newspapers, radio, and _television. Business firms have decorated the shopping sections of cities
with Christmas lights and wreaths,
another means of attracting customers. Of course, there is a Santa
Claus in almost every store.

Crowds are bustling in city
stores, and extended credit-terms
by retail merchants will allow
many Americans to have a splashing Christmas. Of course, Christmas cards are enjoying the best
sales, but in commodity goods.
household appliances lead _ the
field, with cosmetics running a
close second.

American shoppers to give mer-

chants an all-time high in Christmas sales this year. ‘The report is
based on early figures, computed
over the first weeks of December.
The Christmas buying spree is
in full swing here, and coming to
a climax should net business outlets

millions

in

over-all

profit

throughout the States. The current Yule season sales had opened
as early as late October, with business hucksters starting actual promotion two weeks before the
American observance of Thanks-

giving.

Big business firms are planning
the traditional office party; school
children anticipate the annual twoweek Christmas vacation; liquor
sales are up quite a percentage.
It looks like a big Christmas here.
=

*

*

(Special)—Dec. 23, 1953—President Dwight D. Eisenhower plans
to deliver his annual Christmas
message to the American people
tomorrow evening when he lights
the giant Yule tree located on the
White House grounds in the nation’s capitol. The president is ex-

pected to emphasize the importrance

of

Christian

tradition

in

(Turn to Page 21)
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Efe
bye
Edited by Elizabeth McAdam

Away

A Christmas Eve Walk

Hasty kisses of the falling snow
Quickly fading off my cheeks
Made me glance at the wintry sky, which,
Destitute of moon and stars
Chilled me, and heated my glowing sense
Of abandonment yet more.
My lone footsteps were indenting prints
In the fleecy snow, tinted
By the glistening of red and green
From rooms warmed with trees and toys
And Cribs, in which an Alien lay
Whose presence gave me a home.

The stars in the heavens winked at the earth.
The moon looked down with smug arrogance
At the meek coverlet of new white snow.
Like the clink of a goblet the iced branches met
As the cellophane air split through them.
Christmas tree lights prismed colors on an icy walk
Making it look like a gay Venetian chandelier.
Caroles of joy and praise rippled through the air
Carrying birthday greetings for the Prince of Peace.
—Cerese Pape.

—Irmi Rauch.

In Memorium

In Defense of the Hurry of This Time
With swifter pen our moderns write,
Today when letters serve as light
To clear the thick linguistic haze
Which wordy scripts in former days
Produced to lessen writing’s might.
They care not for adornment’s kite

And do not wish to cloud men’s sight
Thus they believe it best to phrase,

With switfer pen.

Reflected glitter shows in ornaments
Of silver, blue and gold, or tinseled lights
Which dress each simple tree elusively
In glory. Decorations made more gay
The balsam limbs and spruce which filled warm rooms
With forests’ freshness momentarily
Until forgotten, broken, each is cast

Away. As snow is sprinkled on these trees
So from the window, snow, new fallen, clings
To pavements soon to cover earth’s decay.
And Christmas morning Hope, in cloak more white
Than foam-spray, washes clean despair.
—Elizabeth McAdam.

In these days of neon bright,

Assembly line and hurry’s height
Men write
—thank God! —on any phase
Of any theme and cease delays
To paint both sadness and delight
With switfer pen.
—Larry Hussman.

The Lonely Christmas Candle
Tis true ’tis but a candle, just supple stub of wax,

Whose friendly flick of burning wick a cheery charm
diffracts ;
Its tiny tongue of haloed warmth alights the earth below,
As daint’ly sprinks with every wink a fantasy in snow;

Nietzsche
Nietzsche says we’re supermen:
Nietzsche ought to know,
Nietzsche hardly had the strength

To make his typewriter go.
If Nietzsche were alive today,
He’d shudder and he’d stare
At little men flying
Big planes through the air.
But what really would show Nietzsche up

And show he was a sham
Would be if he got caught
In a traffic jam.
—Jack Rice.
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Its gallant, blessed shoulders melt and fall in humble pose,
Through frosted frame of winter pane this little candle
glows.
So too ’twas but an Infant, just a bundled Babe in straw,

Whose angel-kissed and frost-pinched fist o’er earth a
blessing draws;
In hay-wreathed stable reigning, from a manger for its
throne,

The Infant King
—ye Seraphs sing
—was born for men
alone.

—RAY CARR.
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@ It was with a light heart that
I pushed my way into that tiredlooking DC3 that day in middle
December. I looked but once over
my shoulder at the sprawling,
windswept buildings which I had
known so well for the past three
years, and then stumbled on to

an empty bucket seat.

It had been a dreary three years
that seemed now to be but a
dream in my consciousness. The
tiny island in the Persian Gulf had
offered little but an intense feeling of confinement. And now I
was going home. I could hardly
believe what was happening so
resigned had I been for so long to
that wretched island.
The starboard engine broke into
a roar and then the port. I knew
the routine so well. Soon we
would taxi to the far end of the
north runway, warm upa bit, and
then hightail it into the blistering
winds from out of the Gulf and
take off. I had watched them so
many times, wishing and wishing,
but now I was on board!
Soon we were off and over the
water and then the hour after hour
over the slightly rolling sands of
Arabia, then the Nile, then Cairo.
We were not long in Cairo, just
overnight and then off again to
Tripoli and Casablanca. In Casablanca I seemed to come out of
my lethargy a bit. Even took on
a couple of beers with some of the
boys in the PX that stretched out
behind the ATC Headquarters.

It was just after midnight that
we took off again. This time it
was in class for we were in a
luxuriously appointed C54; four
big engines and an extra load of
gas in the forward cabin reassuring us for that long hop ahead
over the Atlantic.
Soon after takeoff I found myself realizing rationally for the

first time where I was going. I was
going home to Jean and the two
swell kids. Must have been tough

on them, too. Caugnt myself wondering if the boys would know me

and then I remembered the pictures I had sent. Sure, they would
know me.
December, 1953

HOMECOMING
By Robert F. Wood
Then there was Jean. She was
just as beautiful as ever according to her pictures. I began to
think of all that had happened in
my life with Jean; how we met
that day when I bumped her getting on the bus, our walks along
the Parkway in the summer, and
then our marriage in Connecticut
and the boys. Oh, how wonderful
it would be getting home for
Christmas. New York is a beautiful place at Christmas with its
lights, the snow, and the last minute rush on the big stores.
Suddenly my thoughts were interrupted by the voice of the stewards telling us to fasten seatbelts
for the landing at the Azores.
They did not detain us long
there. A fairly good meal at the
mess hall and then off again for
Newfoundland. The sky was a
murky gray and the sea dirty
green, but I felt good. This was
not a dream —I was going home.

I remember my impatience as
I! watched the mechanics methodically check out our plane on
that cold Newfoundland air base,
but I guess it wasn’t really long
before we were in the air again.

I tried to sleep but instead only
tossed from one side to the other
in the big, blue upholstered seat.
I tried all the positions and then

finally gave up and turned to stare
out the window at the black sea
below.
Now and then there was a light
and then darkness again. I tried
to read but all I could think of was
home, the taxicabs, the buses, and
the noise of the city I was wing-

ing to, and Jean.

I had been staring at the seat
ahead for some time whenI felt
the big ship bank and there below
was what seemed to be a million
lights; blue, green, red, and yellow. It was La Guardia. I could
hardly believe my eyes. It had
been such a long time.

Soon we touched down. The
Red Cross met us as we walked
into the big administration building and they passed out doughnuts, milk, and coffee. I was home.
There was the bus ride to Fort
Hamilton, the red tape with personnel, the seventy-two hour pass,
and then the train to Manhattan.
I remembered the train. It had
been so long. I loved every minute
of its rush through the towns, and
then the dash underground into
the massive subway system, the
hundred streets, and the final stop
in the heart of that big, wonderful
city. Soon there would be Jean
and the kids. Perhaps I should
have cabled I was coming, but
then again a surprise was good,
too.

I struggled up the street with
my duffle bag, gawking at the
buildings, the people, the cars, and
the trucks like a yokel, but I didn’t
care. Christmas was everywhere
and I was home.
Just ahead was that restaurant
where Jean and I used to eat so
much before the boys came. It
started snowing as I stopped for a
minute at the huge window and

looked at the happy crowd inside.
It was then I saw her. Yes, my
Jean was there — in a booth to the
right near the front. She was
laughing up into the eyes of a
man I had never seen. I had always found her most beautiful
when she laughed.

I slowly moved away from the
window and on down the street to
my bus stop. Guessed I would go

to Mom’s and stay. The newspaper
boy on the corner shoved a paper

in my face and said, “Have a
paper, soldier, Merry Christmas.”
And just then a flake of snow

struck my eye.
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For Christ’s Sake
By John Mock

@ How many times have you
heard “For Christ's sake” used?
Many times, no doubt, especially
when someone is angry or out of
sorts. The expression seems to con-

vey the thought that whatever is
wrong is Christ's fault. Used in
this context it is a foolish utterance and shows the stupidity of
the speaker.
The title above is not used to
express anger nor is it in disrespect
of Christ’s name; rather it is used
to emphasize the fact that Christmas is for Christ’s sake.
Christmas is not for a fifth of
Canadian Club, an all-night party
or a mad ride over snow-covered
streets. Christmas is not for an
office party with its mob of stenographers too hilarious

even

to

type “Now is the time for all good
men to come to the aid of their
country.” Christmas is for Christ’s
sake.

Stand, have become modern-day
symbols of Christmas good cheer.
Of course tnere is always the sailboat, serenely gliding over calm
blue waters, with a bit of nostalgic
summer months injected into the
accompanying verse.
The real
gone Christmas greeting comes in
those Sweetheart selections with
a big red rose covering the width
and length of the paper, a plastic
drop of dew placed on one of the
unfolding petals. Pretty? Indeed
it is, but it is out of context, way
off the line, and it is pretty apt to
stay that way.
Equally interesting about those
greetings cards are the verses. Milton and Browning and all the other
great poets probably have a field
day in grave-turning when the
Christmas cards come out. Free
verse, free lines, free meter and

A lady once said that she hated
Christmas because it meant rushing from store to store; it meant
being jammed in_ the ribs; it
meant worrying about getting the
right size, wrapping gifts and mailing cards. Worst of all it meant
being the recipient of numerous
bills at the end of the month. She
forgot that Christmas_ is for
Christ’s sake.
With the introduction of greeting cards, Christmas with its good
cheer, was expressed in a personal
and sincere manner. However, as
the years reached out into the
twenties, thirties and forties, the
simple greeting card reached out
and grew through depression and
war into a groteque creature, with

free thought run the gamut of the
human imagination,
expressing
everything from dirty dishes to
wanton widows. Again the sweet-

which we are confronted today.

heart selection, outlandish in art-

Basset hounds, with eyes about
ready to become a sea of tears,

skin-draped legs and a pedigree
that dates back to Custer’s Last
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work and design, outdoes itself in
its gushes of verse.
Darling, your skin is like snow on
the ground

Your eyes, pools of blue, so big
and round.
May your lovely long fingers untie
Gifts of kisses and love from your
guy.
May your cute brown head, shake

in glee
As the tree all aglow, reminds
you of me.

The poor sap that picked that
one out was probably all aglow
when he made the selection, forgetting the fact that Christmas is
for Christ’s sake.
In this age, when we live three
months in advance, when fur coats
beckon the buyer in the heat of
August, when Bikinis drape dummies in the frosty months of winter, we as Christians should prepare ourselves spiritually months
in advance of the feast of Christmas.
Advent is a foretelling of the
event to come. It is a time of
reflection upon the meaning of the
whole thing. Christmas is a lesson
of the greatest humility the world
has ever known or will know.
Christ spent nine months in the
confinement of a woman, bein
nourished from her body, and after
that period, came forth to the
world through birth. He was received by an indifferent people,
who cared not for his wants but
looked out only for themselves. Is
not this feeling so prevalent today in our complex world of fast
motion and equally fast destruction? Look about you and see the
complete destruction of nations,
the bloody masses of flesh that
were once human beings and here
you see indifferentism under the

guise

of

Communism,

Fascism,

Naziism and Secularism.
Christ has come to us; now it
is our turn to go to Christ. After
all, Christmas is for Christ’s sake.
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Educator's Yook
Janette Stetson, Editor

Education students are invited to contribute to the “Nook.”

THE BRIGHTER SIDE
@ A new bill has recently been
passed by the city granting a
$200.00 to $400.00 a year pay increment, effective December 14,
1953, for all Dayton Public School
teachers. This raise increases the
starting salary in the Dayton Public Schools from $3,200 to $3,400
per the nine-month school year,
with the maximum salary after fifteen years now set at $5,600 per
year, for those with bachelor’s degrees. The salary range for those
holding a master’s degree will be
from $3,600 to $5,800 per year.
The citizens of Dayton should
be proud for making another great
step forward in supporting their
schools. This wage scale compares
favorably with many of the leading cities in the country. We, as
future teachers, should look forward to serving this fine commun-

ity.

&

2

=

Do you believe that teachers are
underpaid, underprivileged, and
underrated?
A recent editorial appearing in
Redbook points out that the people most vividly impressed by
these injustices may be the teachers themselves.
The campaign which was primarily intended to arouse the sympathy of the public to improve the
welfare of the teachers has, in
some instances, served as a detri-

ment to the personality and emotions of the teachers. As the article
points out, sympathy is a drug
and, therefore, can become both
harmful and habit-forming.
“So now we have an unknown
number of teachers,” states the
editor, “who are unhealthily pre-

occupied with their own heroism
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and dedication to their profession.
Some may even have lost respect
for their jobs. If so, they have
been hurt in a deep and hard-tocure way.
“Teachers who feel, perhaps
subconsciously, that they need not
exert themselves because they are
so self-sacrificing, are not going to
be able to do the job. They will
suffer
— and so will their pupils.”
Do not let this constant mention
of “our poor teachers” develop a
feeling of self-pity within you as
prospective teachers. Bear in mind
that our profession presents a challenge which cannot tolerate an unhealthy state of mind.
*

*

*

FOREIGN LANGUAGE IN
ELEMENTARY SCHOOLS
IS GROWING TREND
A great deal of research is being
done at some of the leading
schools in the country with students from third grade on up to
find out the effectiveness of studying a language in the early grades.

This program has been initiated
in the elementary schools in Washington, D.C., this fall. It has the

strong approval of parents

(of

twenty-two thousand six hundred
and twenty-eight who were sent
questionnaires about language instruction, only one hundred ten
felt it undesirable for young chil-

dren). French and Spanish are
the two most popular languages
chosen by the parents.
What do the schools expect to
gain from this instruction? General
familiarization with pronunciation,
development of muscular coordination of throat and tongue
muscles, and alleviation of the em-

barrassment

and

provincialism

confronted with foreign words and

speech are the objectives held in
such a program.
*

=

*

For those students intending to
go on to graduate schools, it might
be wise to check on the entrance
requirements. A large number of
schools require candidates to pass
a reading test in a foreign language tor admission. Hence, it
might be wise to take at least one
year in French or another foreign
language in order to prepare for
possible graduate work.
*

%

x

WHO TAUGHT US
Who taught us the rendition
Of that belovd age-old tradition?
Already in ages gone
A traveling minstrel came at dawn,
And till dusk he related
Many sagas, new and belated.
Here he sang of the story
Of the birth of the King of glory.
Who taught us the rendition
Of that belov'd age-old tradition?
Later there gathered a few
To old monasteries of gray hue,
Where wise monks taught avid
minds
And read with them some familiar
lines.
Both discussed the mystery
Of the greatest Birth in history.
Who taught us the rendition
Of that belov’d age-old tradition?
Only a few years ago
When, outside, the earth was
white with snow,
The Infant on his mother’s lap
Was plunged in winsome curledup nap.
We shared her radiating joy
Hearing her tell of her new-born
Boy.

(Turn to Page 22)
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Editorial Comment....
PUT CHRIST BACK IN CHRISTMAS
@ This is the time of the year when we are
most apt to forget the solid values of life. This is
due to a defect in us. We were equipped with ears
with which to hear — of “tremendous Christmas savings” at Jones’ Fish Market, and we were equipped
with eyes with which to see — “tremendous Christmas
Savings” at Sam’s Silverdoor Saloon. Christmas day
comes and goes, and all we have left is a turkey
skeleton and a stack of bills as high as our head.

The bills are always paid off by December 1, and
the business starts all over again.

We are not going to offer a gadget whereby we
can resist all these “tremendous Christmas savings,”

a complete set (2) of earplugs in eight beautiful

plaid colors with matching blinders optional at extra

cost. If you like to throw your money away, and if

you don’t realize that the only “tremendous saving” is

Member organizations of the Student Senate are

accepting contributions this year of anything which
the students of this university feel qualified to con-

tribute:

funds (for the purchase of perishables),

toys, tobacco in its diverse forms, etc.
In the next week or two the student body is
going to be asked to contribute canned foods of all
types, be they fruits, vegetables, meats, or imported
delicacies. Everyone is asked to contribute to this

enterprise, even if the contribution consists of only
a few moments of labor, lettering a sign, or carrying
a basket from here to there.
This enterprise involves the whole student body.
In other colleges and universities, there have been
similar projects from time to time, but they have
now and then been the private pets of one or more
fraternities or sociological groups more or less direct-

ly concerned with the project as a form of social

for the retailer — he takes his November and December gross, pays the rent for a year and renovates his

therapy, rather than as an act of Christian charity,
arising out of the heart of one human being wishing
to share his joy with another.

day next year — you are hopeless, and we will, upon
the submission of a stamped, self-addressed envelope,
furnish the name of a good psychoanalyst.

In this enterprise the participants have found
the old saw to be true in fact, that the giver gets
the bigger kick out of the giving than the recipient
gets out of the getting. Acts of charity change our

stock, then sits back and takes life easy until Turkey

What we have to offer is a panacea for the
human soul. This is an old-fashioned type elixir, not
to be found in any bottle.
The formula consists of sending one religious
Christmas card, going to one Midnight Mass, going
to one Communion, and saying one prayer thanking
God we are still around, in optimum health. For
greater results, double or even triple the dose.
Guaranteed to be a remedy against complacency,
inner turmoil, or outer wickedness. Antidote to commercialism, Communion and materialism. And good
for you.

contemporary crassly commercial Christmas into

something worth while.

THE SHOESTRING
@ Nothing has quite the socio-psychological
effect on the modern male as that very vital part of
his costume — the shoestring.
True, now and then a man may be seen about
the streets without his pants on (usually wearing

shorts or their equivalent) and still maintain his

dignity. But there is nothing quite so ludicrous as a

OPERATION JOY
e As in years past, the students and faculty of
this University have cooperated in bringing to those

less fortunate some little part of the cheer traditionally associated with

Christmas.

These

charitable

and Christian acts have gone under the label of

“Operation Joy,” and have been the expression, in no
small way, of a physical method of putting “Christ
back into Christmas.”
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man walking along a public street with a broken
shoestring. The poor victim of this cruel chance of
fate may take his choice of one of two means of

pedal locomotion. He may make a sort of skating
movement as he walks along. This alleviates the shoe
flopping characteristic of this manner of mischance,

but leaves the subject open to coy remarks of vary-

ing gentility. The second choice is to let the shoe
flop away.

This makes a sound reminiscent of the

troop of cavalry that always crosses the ford at the

The Exponent

finale of a bad western, but better ground speed can
be made, and the defective part sooner replaced.
The shoestring is a great social equalizer, and
there, when it breaks, lies its inherent worth. King
and commoner, President and caddy become of the
same ilk in its awe-inspiring presence. This generation has become too much aware of its social differences and not aware enough of its common social
ground. The broken shoestring helps to remind man
that he is, after all, only man.
Over the centuries there have been various
styles of footgear invented to circumvent the problem
of the broken shoestring, but these, to a large extent,
have proven impracticable.

The slip-on shoe is only a street adaptation of
the bedroom slipper with elasticized inserts known
when we were children as the Romeo slipper. For
some reason, the sobriquet has been dropped,
whether because the great majority of American
males do not consider themselves Romeos, or whether

the title, like that applied to the Little Lord Fauntelroy costumes, has acquired unfortunate connotations,
we can but surmise.
There are also men’s shoes on the market which

close by a zipper. These are dangerous weapons,

not to be worn by anyone who has not a master
plumber in the family. We once had a friend who
wore his zippered shoes for eighteen hours when
they jammed on him. One can sleep, if uncomfort-

ably, with trousers on in which the zipper has
iammed. Shoes are not quite such comfortable bed
companions.

The man of great wealth, with his fleets of
Cadillacs in his “stable,” is of equal status with the
lowly beggar in never having enough shoestrings.

Indeed, the beggar, if he is a vendor of such appurtenances, may be even possessed of more shoestrings
than the dollar hound. Nimium ne crede colori!

“The sole source of material for the attack on the

Senator was a collection of local newspaper editorials.
etc.”
We criticize only what is written in the lines,
gentlemen, not what we “think” we read between
them.
And if, by being anti-McCarthy, we “parrot” the
Communist party line, we are in the company of
distinguished Americans, the President of Harvard,
the President of the United States, Mr. John Foster
Dulles, Mr. Harold Stassen, Governor Thomas Dew-

ey, and Mr. Harry S. Truman. Even the New Yorker,
which never indulges in political squabbles, has a

comment or two (space equivalent to a full page)
about the Senator and his sort (Nov. 28, 53). If this

be “parroting,” gentlemen, make the most of it.

THE BISHOPS SPEAK
@ Every year the Catholic Bishops of the country assemble in the national Capital during the fall
season and from this meeting we get the annual
letter of the hierarchy. One characteristic of the
message is its charity. It denounces no religious
group, it deals with principles, fundamental teach-

ings. When exposing the evils the Bishops differentiate between the evils and the ones responsible
for them. These statements of the American Bishops
have been, year after year, the most constructive

utterances of any body in the country.
The church is suffering “the bitterest, the bloodiest persecution in all history” in those lands “now
shrouded in the gloom of Communism,” is one of the
reminders given by the Bishops of the terrible state
of affairs in the world today. We read in the message
that the crisis of today is a religious crisis, and that
the object of the Communists is the destruction of
Christianity. “It is a war against all who believe in
God and His Christ, against all who dare to claim

for man the liberty of the sons of God.”

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
@ In future communications to the editor of this
publication, irate letter writers are humbly advised
to use the heading, “To the Editor of the Exponent”

rather than, “Dear Sir.” The latter is a redundancy
much favored in a “local, biased” publication and
cannot, by this very fact, find favor in this publication.

The above-mentioned letter writers will please
not cause this editor sympathetic discomfort when

they make themselves appear unintentionally humorous in print by making gratuitous assumptions, towit:
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Today society has stripped man of his human
dignity and has come to regard him as if he were
a thing. If man’s dignity is not rediscovered and
reflected in the life of the nation our civilzation
might be destroyed. The sources of man’s dignity are:
his endowment with intellect and will, his gift of
divine grace and his eternal destiny. The Bishops
warn that this process of the degradation of man is
“at work in our country, where deification of the
flesh continues to enlist new devotees. Through its
liturgy of advertisement, entertainment and literature,
this cult bids fair to corrode our national sense of
decency.” God save our country from the evils that

threaten it.

—Jack Rice.
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Eprrep By ANNE FLYNN

DEAR READER,
e Here I am trying to think of how to wish
you all the very merriest Christmas — you deserve it
—and the thoughts just won't come. With this article
I desire to be clever and different, but it is an almost
impossible task. I want to stress the importance of
the coming feast without becoming boring; I'd like
to elucidate on the theme, “Put Christ Back Into
Christmas,” but that isn’t original; I dream of reminding you all to “Please send religious cards. You
can get them from Father Monheim or any member
of the C.S.M.C.,” but I said that last year.
Perhaps you can understand my predicament,
and accept my apologies. Guess it will have to be
the same old worn-out greeting from this corner, too,
but it comes from the heart and tries to say much
more than the two words indicate. MERRY CHRISTMAS !!
—ANNE FLYNN.

ordinarily wouldn't meet — old folks without families
or friends, orphans, the bedridden, the poor, and the
widowed. And in taking me with them around the
campus and to these institutions and private homes
we have become such good friends! The students

have even nicknamed me — Operation Joy. You have
probably seen my calling cards in the arcade and in
the halls — all over the campus, in fact.
U.D. SPIRIT: Yes, I have been wondering about
those signs. Well, I hate to run like this, but I have
to hurry on over to our basketball game. If you ever
want to see me I'll either be at the pep rallies, or the
games, or just wandering around the halls. By the
way, Christmas Spirit, where can I find you?
CHRISTMAS SPIRIT: Oh, I'll be around. If anybody wants to meet me, just tell them to bring

donations of food, toys (not necessarily new), or
money to school so that we can give them to the
needy. I'll be leaving notices of my schedule of
activities in campus publications and in the city
papers
—soKEEP POSTER ON OPERATION JOY,
U. D. SPIRIT!
—Dorotuy FOLey.

CONVERSATION OVERHEARD
IN THE “CAF”:
U. D. SPIRIT (whom you all know) to companion:
Well, Christmas Spirit, old friend!

good to see you back on campus. .

It sure is

. always did say

we were sort of first cousins. But aren’t youalittle
early this year?
CHRISTMAS SPIRIT: Yes, I am a bit early, but I
received a special invitation, November 30th, from
the students here to drop by; it seems there's so
much for me to do at U. D. this year, and so many
new people for me to meet. You know, I’m bashful
about meeting people. Once I get to know them, we
get along fine, but people have to make me feel
wanted.

U. D. SPIRIT: You're always welcome here at U. D.,
Christmas Spirit, and if there’s anything I can do to

help you get acquainted, just let me know.
CHRISTMAS SPIRIT: You have helped already,
U.D. The students are introducing me to people I
Page 18

DAD’S CHRISTMAS
Christmas comes but once a year,

Shopping, wrapping, spreading cheer.
Old Saint Nick gets mighty weary,
On that cold night, bleak and dreary.
Trees go up, lights blink on,
Presents placed until the dawn.
Then little children down the stairs rush,
Eyes all aglow and faces aflush.

Havoc reigns — goodness; This is Christmas bliss!
Think Ill take an aspirin and sleep through this!
—CaAROL SHEETZ.
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AN OPEN LETTER TO THE
CHILDREN(?) OF THE WORLD
@ Well, it’s that time again or almost that time!
But before you get any ideas, I’m going to tell you
what I’ve decided to do for Christmas. this year.
Nothing! Yes, absolutely nothing! Does this surprise
you? I’ve been thinking about it for the past couple
Christmases, but until now I haven’t had the courage
to carry through my plans. Before your letters commence pouring in here from all corners of the globe,
I thought Pd let you know my feelings. The Mrs.
is against them, but my mind is made up. The workshops are closed, and I’m fattening up the reindeer;

(might even have one for Christmas dinner, though
I rather doubt it for I’m fond of the old critters and
Mrs. Claus has the freezer filled with all kinds of

good things.
)
Why have I decided so? It’s your fault, you
know? For centuries I’ve been tiring myself out during the months before Christmas, making toys, preparing goodies, and listening to the requests of all
the good children the world over. Then, the night
before the great day, I hurry about exhausting myself
completely to make sure that all is delivered on time.
And what do I get out of it? Nothing!!! Before,
the satisfaction seemed to be enough, and the few
thank-you notes warmed me through and through.
But, now that isn’t enough!
No. last year I didn’t even receive one thank-you
note from any of you. I’m treated sort of the way
you treat God
—loads and loads of petitions for all
the things you want and are so sure you deserve, but
not one word of thanks — or at least hardly any.
You don't appreciate what you do get anyway;
your gifts aren't enough. And if I’ve forgotten one
little thing, I never hear the end of it. Your toys are
either lost or broken two weeks after Christmas has
passed, and I’m tired of it all!
Unfortunately, you have lost the true meaning of
Christmas, and until that day when the spirit of
giving means something again, I won't change my
mind. Remember the true meaning of the word, and
things will change. Perhaps, if there is no Santa
Claus, you will put Christ back into Christmas. After

A COED’S RESOLUTIONS FOR 1954
O my gosh! Is it really here?
Time to start another year
—
I guess I'll take my paper and pen
And write the same old resolutions again.
Every night I'll study hard, I know.

(Well, once in a while off to Kramer's we'll go!
)
When those exams come up, I'll really work —

(Oh well, a few C’s won’t make me a jerk);
No more late hours on a week-day night,

(Twice a week is really all right!)
Pll get a job with my renewed ambition.
(On second thought, Dad can pay the tuition!
)
In class [ll answer and be wide awake
—
(Just a little snooze for beauty’s sake.
)
Not another class will I ever cut!
(This could put me in an awful rut.)
I'll wash and iron and scrub the floor.
(I'd probably turn out to be an awful bore!
)
I'll read lots of books to improve mybrain —
(At this rate I'll surely go insane.
)
No more flirting, no more winking;

(Into oblivion I’m slowly sinking.
)
Pll never again beg for the car —
(My feet are in for quitea jar)
I'll be a miser and save lots 0’ money;

(Oh come now —this ceases to be funny!
)
But let’s get serious — just this once
Let no U. D. student be a dunce;
At the games and rallies, let’s really hear it
—
Back our school with the old U. D. spirit.
Were all the same, so remember this —
Kindness and charity will bring you bliss.
For one little favor He asks you please,
Get down each day upon your knees —
Say a prayer for the boys fighting for us,

And that people some day may cease to fuss
Give thanks to God in your own special way
For everything He does for us each day.
Spread good will, and love for all
—
You'll find true happiness after all.
For world peace, let’s all endeavor
—
And we'll make this the best year ever!
—MarcieE BuTLER.

all, He belongs there — and not I. Let that be your
goal this vear, forgetting everything but the true
spirit of giving and generosity. With Christ really in
Christmas, things will be all right again.
Sincerely yours,
Santa Claus
P.S.: Mrs. Claus sends her very best regards.
—GInNny SACHS.
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day and light two candles. Repeat

SURVEYING THE
CURRENT SCENE

the same ceremony for the third
and fourth Sundays of Advent.

(Continued from Page 2)

Any

other

songs

or

Eliot.

Using the Advent wreath in the
spirit of longing and penance and
hope will make for a_ blessed
Christmas.

ings.

Here is Dr. Puseys statement:
“For Eliot, the enemies of his faith
were churches, creeds, _ priests,
. And
anything supernatural.
this is where Eliot was wrong...
for it has become frighteningly
clear that if you try to ignore
consideration — I
metaphysical
would say consideration of ultimate things. . . they will rise in
distorted forms to mock one’s efforts. Lately personal religion and
participation in the work of the
church have tended to ebb away
in the all but universal adoration
of the state, and in almost idolatrous pre-occupation of the secular
order, the accumulation of knowledge, and with good works. . .
There is the quarrel with the notion that these things can be independently sufficient in themselves. . . . We cannot forget God,
nor should we try. . . =

THE ADVENT WREATH
(Continued from Page 3)
of the family may read
ing. “Let us pray. O
whose word all things
tified, pour forth Thy
upon this wreath, and

this blessGod, by
are sancblessings
grant that

we who use it may prepare our

hearts for the coming of Christ
and may receive from Thee abundant graces. Through Christ our
Lord. Amen.”
After this prayer the collect from

the Mass of the first Sunday of
Advent may be read. Now is the
time to light one candle.

On the

second Sunday read _ the collect
from the mass of the Second SunPage 20

are

practices

Nathan M. Pusey, has somewhat
debunked the reputation of Dr.
Speaking of religion some fifty
vears ago Dr. Eliot believed the
whole of religion to consist in the
service to man by the clearing of
slums, the cleaning of the streets
and the erection of public build-

that

or

prayers

appropriate for

the Advent season may be added.

(The material for this article and
the wreath were sent out by the
Conception Abbey Press, Conception, Mo. Write to them for leaflets describing the Advent wreath.
They are one dollar per hundred
or twenty-five cents per dozen.
)

tlesh of her flesh, the blood of her
blood. She loved her Son with
the unique love of a Mother and
a Virgin, she loved the Child as
her Son and as her God. Never
in the course of time has the Lord
been loved with such an ardent
love.
Let us make Christmas a day
of great rejoicing for ourselves by
purifying our hearts of allworldliness and by filling it with a great
love for the Child of Bethlehem.

CHRISTMAS GREETINGS
(Continued from Page 8)
Howery and more natural than in

“WORD WAS MADE
FLESH”
(Continued from Page 5)
salem! For today true peace has
descended from Heaven to lead
all men to peace. Today the true
Light has appeared on earth. Today the angels exult, the archangels rejoice, and all the just are
filled with gladness. O time full
of grace and joy, which converted
the curse pronounced upon our
first parents into a blessing and
transformed their mourning into
eternal joy.” This from Thomas
A. Kempis.

Christmas is a day of great rejoicing for Mary the Mother, because this Child is her Son, the

the early days, but the dealers say
there is a tendency to return to a
fuller and more sentimental greeting. Canned sentiment is big business and every publisher has a
regular staff of writers who are
always looking for a “classic,” that
is a card which keeps on selling.
The spirit of Christmas demands
good taste in Christmas cards.
These cards need not be expensive, just simple and_ effective.
They are the ambassadors to our
friends, and when the cards arrive at their destination, and our
friends say “how like her” or “how
like him,” the exclamation we hope
will be complimentary and not adverse.
We send cards to greet our
triends, to wish them well, to remind them that we are thinking
of them after a whole year of
apparent neglect. The custom is
a beautiful one, full of kindness
and humanity. These cards bring
us and our friends together again
in

thought

during

the

lovely

Christmas season. But since Christmas is the birthday of Christ why
not inject into our card-sending,
the spirit of Christ by using only
religious cards. May your Christmas cards bring a Merry Christmas to all your friends.
(The writer of this article is in-

debted to U. D.’s own Santa Claus,
the head of the English Department, for this material about

Christmas cards.
)
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SOMETHING PRECIOUS
(Continued from Page 9)
do so well and with a wife like
that!
Aunt Liza was sitting calmly,
her tiny, perfect hands placed
gently in her lap. She looked
proud and amused, and Laura
knew she was reading the thoughts

of each one in the room just as she
had done. Uncle Richard stood
with his hand on her shoulder, the
frank, easy smile illuminating his
face.
Laurie pulled the bow and
opened the Christmas paper. Inside was a small porcelain box
with a blue lace border painted on
a white background. The deep, rich
red and green of the exquisite
roses in the center were the perfect vivid touch to the most delicate thing Laura had ever seen.
She lifted the tiny lid and from
the magic box came tinkling
strains of lovely music. A music
box! Nothing more. Its absolute-

ly impractical purpose was sheer
enjoyment.
Aunt Ida was first to comment.
“Pretty, but what’s it for, Elizabeth?”

box setting on the rough worn

board of the clean, clean kitchen.

to sons abroad in military service,
and to charitable institutions en-

But this time no one saw the ugly
floor. They saw only beauty and
heard its lovely sound.

torn countries and underprivileged
children.

CHRISTMAS, 1953
(Continued from Page 11)
American history, and it is anticipated that he will ask for special
Christmas prayers to the Prince of
Peace.
In his Christmas address, Francis Cardinal Spellman, Roman
Catholic prelate of New York, called upon Christians everywhere to
renew their faith in the true meaning of Christmas.
Doctor Norman Vincent Peale,
renowned Presbyterian minister,
stated that in this time of crisis,

the real hope of the world lies in
Christmas.

Churches throughout America
plan many observances. Beautiful

‘displays have been erected by
church organizations depicting the
manger scene which took place

some two thousand years ago, the
occasion of the birth of Christ.

Liza spoke as though she were
debating a political issue. “It’s for
pleasure, my dear. To look at, to
for its own sake and it doesn’t
need to be useful!”

possess it.
Laura would never be like
Emma, and now she didn’t care to
be. She would rather be like the
music box. It was fragile, too, and
different from other things. But it
gave the kind of happiness that

only something precious gives.
The whole room was still except

for the quiet chiming of the little
December, 1953

PEACE ON EARTH
(Continued from Page 11)
enough for ourselves, let
anything to give away.

alone

Dewey was the only one of us
with two pair of socks — and without holes. The rest of us barely
had one pair. Dewey decided to
give one of his two pairs to the
guy whose name he had drawn.
He even washed the sock first. We
knew this for sure because they
were still damp when Sam opened
the package.
Dewey explained the dampness.
“They just wouldn’t dry and I
washed them in plenty of time,
too. When I saw they weren't going to dry in here I took them
outside with me. Within an hour
they were frozen stiff. For two

at night they would unfreeze and
be wet again. That day they
would freeze again. Now they are

Laurie felt like cheering. She
had been right all along. Everything didn’t have to be useful and
werent meant to hold a_ scrub
brush. They were just made for
beauty, either to create it or to

Christmas gift articles are selling well in American stores. Recordings of familiar Christmas
hymns are selling extraordinarily
well. Leading the field are “O,
Come All Ye Faithful” and “Silent
Night.”

days I carried those socks with me
hoping they would freeze dry. But

touch, and to listen to. It’s beauty

everyone didn’t have to be an
“Emma.” That’s why some hands

gaged in relief activity for war-

yours, you figure out how to get
them dry.”

Protestant churches in general
held Christmas services last Sun-

day, but many plan Christmas eve
candlelight worship. Catholic
churches. will hold continuous

Christmas day masses, with many
observing a Midnight mass Christmas Eve. The emphasis is on fam-

ily participation in services.
Christian missions — particularly
those of the Salvation Army —plan
to open their doors Christmas eve

for special observances.
Many gift packages were sent

overseas this year by Americans,

Christmas eve night after we
had opened our presents we sat
around and sang Christmas carols.
oey said he would close his eyes
and feel like he was home. We

all felt warm and happy inside.
After a while it got too cold so we
all climbed into our bunks to get
a little warmer. Joey recited the
Christmas story from St. Luke for

us and we all knew that only a
country that remembered and cele-

brated Christ’s birthday could ever
hope to survive. We fell asleep
that Christmas eve with “Peace on

earth” ringing in our ears.
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HOW I MADE
MY LAST NECKTIE
e@ If I knew then what I know
now, I would never have made all
those lovely four-in-hand neckties.
There were red ones with stripes,
red ones with polka dots, red pasley prints, and solid red ones. It
is quite true, my husband_ liked

any tie I made or bought as long

as it was red. I remember the
thirty-ninth tie I made for him.
I noticed a department store
was having a sale on a Christmas
supply of necktie material. Since
Christmas is the only time they
stock this material, I rushed down
town and purchased eight pieces.
I say pieces because tie material

is sold in tie piece sizes; this is a
nine-inch section of bias. Cutting
across the grain, not with or
against it, is called cutting on the
bias. The all-wool pieces for innerlining ties are cut in this same
fashion, on the bias. I bought

eight of these also. Though my
McCall tie pattern was badly used,
I felt it would do for at least one
more tie.

I carefully folded and stored the
seven extra pieces of material and
innerlining for future gifts, a birthday or Christmas. I proceeded to
press the eighth piece. Pressing
with the grain at this point and
later when the tie is finished is all
important; it prevents stretching
of the material. Though the pin
holes in the pattern could not be

erased, pressing brought the pattern back to shape. I pinned the

me, wrong side up with the widest end to my left, I centered the
innerlining on the tie, and pinned
it in place at the front edge.
Folding the back edge of the
tie toward the front edge, creasing

it at the back edge of the tie innerlining,

and holding the fold in

place with my left hand, I pinned
along its edge inserting the pins
parallel with the fold. The pins
at the front of the innerlining were
then ready to be removed. I then
inserted a piece of cardboard, one
or two inches wide and about

twelve inches long, at the edge
where the pins were removed.
This cardboard served as a protector to prevent the needle from
going through to the front of the
tie.

I left a two-inch thread, with a

knotted end, hanging free at the
first stitch. Sewing from right to
left, I made my first stitch a back
stitch. A back stitch is made by
setting the needle behind the end
of the last stitch, and bringing it

out an equal distance in front of
the end. The second back stitch
is two inches from the first, with
a very loose thread left behind the
two stitches. This loose thread allows for the strain put on a tie
when it is tied. The combination
back stitch, loose stitch, I continued the full length of the tie, leaving a two-inch knotted thread
hanging free.

I cut a piece of cardboard the

pieces of the tie pattern on the tie
material, being careful to have the
arrows on the pattern follow the

shape of the innerlining and inserted it in the end of the tie before pressing.
This cardboard
keeps the front of the tie from
showing the seam print. It also

lining pattern fit nicely on the

edge. A sharp edge cheapens any

grain of the material. The inner-

piece of innerlining. I pinned it
on and proceeded to cut.
With the tie now in two pieces
my first step was to make a seam

by putting the narrow ends of the
tie together.
This

open.

seam was

then

pressed

The result began to re-

semble a tie. I made a hand-rolled

hem in the two remaining ends.
Laying the tie material in front of
Page 22

keeps the tie from having a sharp
tie.

Using a damp cloth and a

warm iron, I pressed the tie with
the grain of the material.

EDUCATORS’ NOOK
(Continued from Page 15)
Even now, over all the earth
Is taught the tale of that Virgin
Birth.
A Junior Education Student
*

oa

a

The Educator's Nook is intended to serve as an outlet and an
opportunity for all students in Education to express up-to-date views

on interesting phases of matters
educational.
For anyone in the F.T.A., an
article printed merits for its author
five points toward awards from the

organization. If it is not printed,

two merit points are awarded for
the interest and effort shown.

Please submit your articles to
Jan Stetson, Education Office.
Let’s make a New Year’s resolution to be represented in the
NOOK.
May we all have a_ blessed
Christmas as we commemorate the
birth of the world’s GREATEST
TEACHER, our Lord.

HILLTOP CHATTER
(Continued from Page 23)
under the direction of Mr. McGrath. If you did not see the
show, you missed a treat .. . Now
let us cheer the boys of Tom
Blackburn on to another N. I. T.
They made a good start in Buffale
Before signing off until next
year, wed like to leave with you
our sincerest wishes for a happy

holiday season. May the new born
Savior give us renewed hope and
strength for the coming year.

I removed the cardboard; my tie
was finished — tie number thirtynine. How I remember it. It was

the last tie I ever made for my
husband.

Not a week later he

bought himself a bow tie and has
been wearing bow ties ever since.
—ALMA S. PARRISH.
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Hillton Chatter
By Katie Maroglou and Joe Oths

@ Time: 11 p.m. Deadline: yesterday. Brother Tom: breathing
down our necks! It looks like we
have but one course to take, and
that is to get the show on the

road. (We've been avoiding the
good brother since the last issue!
)
Let’s start with a flashback —
Midway into last month Omega
and the Knickerbockers teamed up
for a very successful shindig at the
Hilltop. Many favorable comments
were heard regarding the musical
talents of Ace Hanlon and_his
orchestra as well as the “partying”
qualities of the Hilltop. Those who
did manage to find the way there
agreed that it was a perfect spot
for future get-togethers. Managing to keep their balance on the
slippery floor were George O’Malley, Maryellen Weed, Gail Hallerman, Joe King, Julie Kuntz, Pat
Falke, Sudie Riley, Jim Thompson,
Steve Kovach, Pete Sena, Paula
Stelzer, Shad O’Connor, Lynda
Smith, Don Supcoe, Joe Ross,
Nodie Bowman, Tom Gallagher,

and the Spider (Weber)! Led by
maestro Henry Kirshe, those present bellowed out the strains of
“East Side, West Side.”
Glancing away from the parties
for a second, let’s take a fast look
around campus. Cleveland Club
racks up two more victories...

Pogo

party

comes

through

on

Freshman
Elections . . .
J.-C.’s
campus representative is still pa-

trolling the arcade . . . Hangar
has gotten a new mystery band...
Here’s one for the books! Steve
Driscoll misses party —has
his
own at White Tower!

it a success —and_ that’s exactly
what it was. Amid the confusion

of dancers losing their partners .
and toes being stepped upon, were
seen Shirley Gehring and Joe Prevish, Anita Beacham and _Ike,
Ruthie Bendele and Bob Mayer,
Ace Hoebich and Hutie, Jack
Martin and Judy Sachs, Jim Kennedy and George Ann Schwartz.
Also seen milling through the
crowds were Bill Walsh, Janice
Gannon, Bob Sulzer, Sue Finke,
Mr. and Mrs. Phil Shoup, Kathy
Girard, and Tom Campbell. One
of our up and coming freshmen,
Louie Sarko, was seen leaning on
the bar making eyes at the pretty
barmaids. We can’t blame him
though, with such lovelies as Rita
Kinsella, Pat Schorsch,
Lynn
Hartnett, and Corda Sacksteder
dispensing the beverages.
BOUQUETS TO .. . Ken Bockenstette and Carolyn Herolzer on
the recent announcement of their
marriage . . . Paul Spakowski and
Beverly Cooper who also exchanged vows recently . . . Jody Flaute
and Ed Veda who announced their
engagement . . . Connie Youngman who will reign as queen at
the Military Ball ...To the
football team for a very spirited
season, and especially to the seniors who played their last game
against Xavier in this typical Sinus
Valley weather. Words cannot
fully express our regret of seeing
these names on the roster for the
last time: Dick Durbin and Roy

Fisher (co-captains of the fighting squad); Jackie Martin (speed
personified
); Phil Shoup (always
tough in the tackle slot); Paul

(snapping the ball back in fine
fashion); Lou Silverii (rugged
competitor at left end); Vem
Weber (a tough break in the first
game, but past performances still
rate him among the best).
The local social columns have
rated Peg Baldwin with five stars.
She has climbed to the very top
of the social ladder among such
names as Elsa Maxwell and Hedda
Hopper, for her recent party. The
entertainment was provided by
John Stapleton, who was ably
coached by Bob Montgomery, Bill
Byrne, Steve Driscoll, Bob Schroeder and Joyce Blesi, Jim Thompson and Sally Robbins, Charlie
Kronke and Judy Bucher, Vinnie
Datz and Shirley Rosenkranz,
Gene Joseph and Patsy Wolf.
Last minute reports just came in
on a hayride sponsored by J.
Boesch and Company, Professional
Party Throwers. The guest of
honor was Jack Frost who nearly
crystalized the brave souls who attended. Frost bite cases included
Tuck Nyhan and Nadine Smith,
Ace Horstman and Lettie Roll,
Tom McDonald and Carol Oes-.
beck, Dick Kuntz and Bev Limber, Russ Sweetman, Jack Darcy
and Babs, Marcia Gabriel and
Donald Duck.
Looking back over the past
months we want to congratulate
the University of Dayton Band on

the fine showing they made at all
the football games. You could hear
the boys and the marching coeds
practising on the new practice
field all the way down till six
oclock for their weekly performances. Hats off to Maurie and the
band . . . Congrats, too, to the

M-m-m-m- it was a dandy!!!
That’s the Home Ec Club’s 50-50

Bill Caho and Bud Gabel (always

Dance we are speaking of.

Players for the amusing and inter-

a threat to the opposition as half-

esting performance of Stage Door

The

gals really went all out to make
December, 1953

Spakowski (good eye—good arm);
backs); Don Dartt and Andy Zulli

(Turn to Page 22)
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ANPUS AUIFWS
@
Bud
ing.
wait

Since Thanksgiving is over
Gabel can come out of hidHe was lucky this year. Just
. .. there will be other

Thanksgivings, Gabel.

Seen on the highway with one
thumb extended were John
Stapleton and Tom Dwyer. As
the word goes they got a ride
straight through from Dayton to
New York. Pretty lucky, huh? Always knew they were the two
biggest pick-ups at U. of D.

The arcade was really jumping
Wednesday morning but by noon
it seemed like a morgue. Real
PONE 5 2 and every one was too.
Those home cooked meals were
good; we have Ned Ostendorf’s
word for it. You know the old
saying, “The way to a man’s heart
is through his stomach.” What is
your opinion, Kay?
Cleveland must have been
Ned Perotti, Artie
blooming.
Bigelow, Pete Marinelli, and Larry

Janet Grentz, Vince Werl, Connie
Youngman, Neil McDonald, Carolyn Mergler, Don Dartt and Roger Towle weren't doing so bad
either.
Known for having the greatest
house party of the month — Peggy
Baldwin. Muggs McGraw, hardly
the choir-master type, still did a
good job of leading the singing.
Making like Julius LaRosa and
June Christy were: Bill Barlow,
Gene Joseph, Tom Campbell and
Buzz Bollinger, Barbara Weber,
Judy Bucher, Marcia Gabriel,
Shirley Rosenkranz. Last but not
least, John Stapleton and Peggy
Baldwin.
Salute to the senior football
players: Don Dartt, Andy Zulli,
Vern Weber, Jackie Martin, Bill
Caho, Dick Durbin, Roy Fisher,
Hal Gabel, Phil Shoup, Lou Silverii, Paul Spakowski.
Even
though you're not top in the country you will always be tops with
us.

Pinto were seen never having a

dull moment.
Cleveland.

Just ask anyone in

The Festival of Modern Jazz
was “mello” to say the least. Chris
Harris, Don Miller and Don Chantos were in their glory. Betty Osweiler suffered with a sore foot
the day after from keeping in
time with the music of “Stan the
man.” There was a good turn-

nomics Club also threw a tremen-

dous blast at the Liberty Hall. The
50-50 dance was a good idea. The
music didn’t go to waste.
Donnelly is quite good at

thing

called
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Blix
this

“Square Dancing.”

U. of D. is starting to get into
the Christmas spirit already. Walking through Rike’s you will no
doubt run into many of your
friends from school doing their
Christmas shopping early. Joe
King is working on the sixth floor
selling children’s toys. Ed Magat,
Joe Niemann, Eddie DePasquale,
and Dee Fortner also work at
Rike’s.
When your mail is delivered this
Christmas look and see if the mail
man isn’t a Kampus Kut-up. Charlie Sprauer, Bob Eilerman, Buzz
Bollinger and Tony Krystofik are
but a few who will have bunions
and fallen arches after the 25th
of December. Please, Mr. Mailman don’t forget Sharon Dymond,
Anita Beacham and Pauline Mitchell; they never get any mail.

ty-three over Canisius.

We are

already saving our pennies to be

New York bound in March. All of

Dayton is behind you, so good
luck and win them all.

ates good (jazz) music!!!

really “OKay.” The Home Eco-

Hal Okita had his first experience ice-skating during Thanksgiving vacation when
Jackie
Tangeman, Paula Stelzer, and
Kathy Jardine took him up to Hobart Arena. And he said he had
never been on ice-skates before!!!

Well, its here at last — What? —
The basketball season of course. It
started off great. U.D. winning
the first game seventy-nine to six-

out; glad to see Dayton appreci-

This month like all the rest,
there were parties. The Knickerbocker guys and the Omega girls
put on an OK party, which was

and Pat Dills, also to Ken Bockenstette. Loads of good luck!!!

The last game of the season was
not only the last for the seniors,
but for Joe Gavin. He will be
missed by many friends at U. D.

To show their appreciation the
members of his team gave him a
gift certificate, at a dinner given
by Tommy Longo in his honor.

Congratulations are in order for
newly-weds — Paul Spakowski and
Beverly Cooper, Gene Warning

When December 25th rolls
around we hope Santa will be
good to all of you. We don't
care what anyone says.

We aren't

‘going to let Grudge influence us,
we believe in Santa, the Easter
Bunny, Cincinnati, Cleveland, Columbus and even Toledo. “DUM-

DE-DUM-DUM.”
Merry Christmas and Happy

Mistle-Toe !!!!

The Exponent

EXPONENT STAFF
wishes
the faculty, the student body
and all our readers

a
Very Merry Christmas
and
a
Very Happy New Year
ee /
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ANNE JEFFREYS dreamed
of being an opera star,
studied long and hard. BOB
STERLING could have been
a pro athlete, but chose the
long, hard pull of acting.
Both eventually won good
parts on stage, radio, TV.
They met on a TV show...
became Mr. & Mrs. in real
life... and “Mr. and Mrs.
Kerby” in TV’s brilliant
new “Topper” program!

Anne: | CHANGED TO CAMELS YEARS
AGO BECAUSE TO ME THEY TASTE BETTER
AND ARE SO MILD. YOU TRY THEM, Too! ~.

Bob: SO MANY FRIENDS SMOKE
CAMELS, | TRIED THEM AND FOUND | LIKE
THEM BETTER THAN ANY OTHER CIGARETTE,

a
é
‘4

Start smoking Camels yourself!
Smoke only Camels for 30 days and find out why

THAN ANY

OTHER.

CIGARETTE /
>

Camels are first in mildness, flavor and popularity!

See how much pure pleasure a cigarette can give you!

