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¥ ament
DIANE CROSS

Now I am alone.
Fire-white stars stare at me,

Like dead men’s eyes,
Without lustre;
And the wind sighs

So that I cannot forget
The night
I did not sigh and did not cry,

But told my love good-bye.
Older ones than I,
World-wise ones, said to me,
With knowing eyes,
“Beware his love!”
And their loud cries

Made my heart forget,
That night,
That it was wrong and was a lie

To tell my love good-bye.
And now I search the stars
That once shone down on me
Like his own eyes,

Deep with love;
And my mind tries

To make my heart forget
That night;
But though I live, at night I die,
For having told my love good-bye.
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Dead Seuls

A miner bullies his family and friends

Joseph D. Kilcoyne

@ “What kept ya so long, Big
John?” Will asked, as he put a
homemade cigarette in his mouth,
and touched it with the flame from
a country match.

“There was a long line,” replied
Big John, as he took a dark blue
overcoat from a wooden locker,

and put it on over his bibed-overalls.
“Ya goin’ over to Pete's, Big
John?” Will asked.
“Yea, let’s go.”
The two men walked out of the

building and down the muddy
street toward Pete’s. Big John pulled a blue-striped cap from the
pocket of his overcoat, and placed
it on his black head. Then he removed a gold watch from the
breast pocket of his overalls, checked the time, and replaced the
watch.

“How did ya make out?” Will
asked, exhaling a large cloud of
yellow smoke.

“Got forty-five for sixty hours,

“Gosh! Big John, you really must
push your men down there, to
make that much.” Will replied,
putting his hand over his ribs and
gasping for breath.

“Ha ha ha... when they work
for me they really work, I ain’t
goin’ to have no lazy loafers on my
ticket. They don’t pay ya for that.
Besides loafers don’t get to be chief
foreman.”
“Are ya goin’a get that job?” Will

asked, excitedly.
“Well, I guess so, they’re goin’a
need one since Sweeney got laid

up, and there ain't no better or
harder worker round than me.”
“That's right, Big John,” Will replied, tossing his cigarette into the
street.

A long, loud blast from a steamwhistle came thundering across the
valley, and echoed off the side of

a nearby hill.
“There they go,” Will said, look-

ing back over his shoulder.

“Yea,” Will answered, “’specially in this weather. If this damn
rain don't stop we'll all get laid off

anyway. I heard that they’re goin’a
knock those guys down in eight to-

morrow if it gets any worse.”
“Who cares? My boys will make
up their share, when I get my promotion,” Big John said, boastfully.
The two rounded a corner and
came face to face with that notorious establishment called “Pete’s
Palace.” Pete, a self-made man, who
had come up the hard way, had
the honor of being the proprietor
of one of the two privately-owned
establishments in Easleyville. The
other was a funeral parlor. Pete’s
Palace, a two-story wood frame
building, badly in need of repair,
had once housed the offices of the
mining company, and the name
T. J. Easley Miners could still be
seen just above the large plate
glass windows on each side of the

entrance. Pete had purchased the
building from the Easley Corpor-

ation three years before; had ham-

mered a few off-colored pictures on

not bad, huh?” Big John replied,

“Yea, look at ‘em,” Big John re-

the walls; erected a bar; purchased

punching Will in the ribs with his
elbow.

plied, “glad I'm not. goin’ down
there this time of day.”

a second hand pool table; a half-
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dozen tables; then

formally

de-

clared his establishment open for
business. The ground floor of the
Palace was to be devoted to the
output of hard liquor, while the

upper half was reserved for the use
of the professional girls which Pete
imported every Friday, from a
nearby town, as a “Pay Day Special.”
“Go ahead,” Will said, holding
the door open, and motioning to
Big John.

Big John entered and started toward the rear of the building with
Will at his heels. As the pair proceeded toward the rear, Big John
bumped into a huge fellow stand-

ing at the bar.
“Whyn the hell don’t ya look
where youre goin, the man

growled, as he threw his shoulders
back in an aggressive fashion.
“O.K., O.K., Charlie, don't get

mad; I didn’t mean to hit ya,” Big
John explained, in an apologetic
tone.

“Humph,” Charlie sneered at Big
John, and turned back to his drink.
“What's your, boys?” the man
behind the bar requested, looking
at Big John.

“Two shots,” Big John replied in
his normal tone.
The bartender left and returned
with two water glasses full of li-

quor; picked up Big John’s bill
and tossed some change across the
bar; and left again.
“Boy, Charlie sure was sore wasn't he, Big John?” Will said, reaching for his glass.
“Yea, he’s drunk,” Big John re-

plied taking a drink from his glass.
“He must be to get so ral’ed up
like that over nothin’,” Will replied,
as he set the empty glass on the
bar.

Big John liked to play with Will;
he always beat him; and this day
was to be no exception. Why
should it be? Will knew that Big
John hated to lose. Even so there
was something bothering Big John,
but Will couldn't tell exactly what
it was. Three games went by in
their usual fashion; finally Big John
slammed his cue-stick on the table
and turned to Will.

dried, had begun to abandon the?
assignments; the faithful old chim
ney, battered and beaten, still is

sued smoke; while the supporting
roof sacrificed more of its shingles
each year. Only the windows remained intact; although somewhat
cracked they showed the effect of
a self-conscious housekeeper.

Big John kicked open the warped door and staggered to the cen-

“I'm goin’ home.”

ter of the petty room. He stood

“Aren't ya goin’ upstairs today?”

there silently for a moment staring
at a young boy sitting in an arm
chair.

Will asked, in a puzzled tone.
“Naw, there ain't no sense in
that.”
“Ya want me to tell Moley that
you ain't comin’?”
“Yea, O.K.,” Big John replied, as
he stumbled toward the door,
weaving in and out of those who
were as far gone as he and stepping over those who were farther
gone.
Outside it was still raining; the
wooden walks were so soaked that
they no longer creaked; the once
dirt streets looked like little rivers
all merging into one; this was Easley Pike, Easleyvill’s main street.
Here were the general store, bank,
stables, blacksmith shop that wasnt used much any more, barber
shop, repair shop, and gasoline station, and the houses where the
miners lived. All were owned by
the Easley family.
The streets were nearly deserted
and all the shops closed. Here and
there a light flickered in a window

as Big John made his way across
the small town, stumbling and half
falling now and then, ankle deep in
mud at every crossing. He finally
arrived in front of the dirty little
shack called home. It was a onestory wood frame house which had
been built by the mining company
nearly a half-century before, and

“Hel . . . hello, Paw,” the boy
responded, nervously, after some

hesitation.
“Where's your Maw?” Big John
demanded, without acknowledging
the lad’s greeting.
“She’s own back, Paw, cleanin’
up.”
“Go get hr,” Big John demanded.

The boy jumped from the arm
chair, and hurried toward the rear
of the house calling, “Maw, Paw’s

home.”
“All right, Timothy, ’m comin’,”
a voice responded from somewhere
in back of the house.

Timothy came back into the
room, sat down in the chair, picked

up his book, and began to read
again. Big John removed his dark
blue overcoat and tossed it on the
green davenport, stumbled toward
another chair and dropped into it.
Then he reached down and removed his wet shoes and sat back in a

relaxed position. Neither of the
pair exchanged a word. Timothy

sat quietly reading his book or at
least pretending to do so, while Big

John just sat there staring at the
bare wall.

Big John motioned to the bar-

repairs, none of which were under

The room was a small one and
its furnishings were not elaborate.
It contained three chairs, a well-

tender for refills and turned to Will

its present occupants. The stone

worn green davenport, and a coffee

and said, “Want’a cue some?” Will
agreed and the two started for the

foundation had long since giver.
way to the roots of a nearby oak:

than the other three.

table.

the broken boards, withered an?

chairs was in better condition than

since that day had had but few

table which had one leg shorter
One of the
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the others; it was Big John’s favorite, and he held exclusive rights to
it when he was at home. The other
two had been handed down
through Big John’s family for two
generations, but not for sentimental reasons; one was a rocking chair
which, besides being uncomfortable, made a very irritating noise
on the backward motions; a second, was a big black, four legged
colonial type chair which could
only be explained as uncomfortable. The walls were completely
bare except for one picture, which

covered a hole, and the dirty gray
wall-paper. The floor was covered
by a worn piece of brown linoleum
which despite its age still gave
forth a forced shine, as did the
whole house in all its privation.
A short, slender woman, wearing
a cheap faded house dress appeared from behind a curtain which
separated one room from another
and moved toward Big John.
Brushing her thin, dark hair from
her forehead, she asked, “Did you
call me?”
“Yea,” Big John replied. “What
kept ya so long?”
“I was out’n back sweepin’,” she
answered.
“Is my dinner ready?”

“It was, but itll have to be
warmed over now, ‘cause youre
late gettin’ home,” the woman replied, as she turned to leave the
room.
“Well, hurry it up. I ain't got
all night, ya know,” Big John an-

swered, sharply. He then turned
toward Timothy and demanded,
“Did ya work today?”
“Ye... yes, sir,” the boy answered, clearing his throat.

The boy reached into the pocket
of his jeans, pulled out a bill and
some silver, and deposited them
lightly on the coffee table in front
of Big John and then stepped back
quickly.
Big John looked at the money,
counted it, and looked at the boy
and asked, “Where’s the rest?”
“I... I spent it, Paw.”
“Spent it?” Big John yelled.
“Yes, Paw.”
“I thought I told ya not to spend
your money, until after ya paid

your rent,” Big John yelled. “Ya
want me to take ya out'n the shed,
an’ pound some sense in ya?”
“No, Paw,” the boy replied, tears
beginning to form in the corner of
his eyes.

“Tll learn ya to pull stunts like
this. Next week ya won't get any
allowance; youll just come home
here, and give it all to me. Hear.
boy?”
“Yes, Paw,” Timothy replied, the
tears now flowing freely down the
sides of his cheeks.
“I might not ever give ya an

allowance again, if ya....
“Suppers ready,” Maw said, as
she entered the room and gave Bi

“What’s he care? He don’t own
the place
—just works there.”
“Yea, but the book-keeper’s comin’ next week, and he wants to get
everthing up to date if he can.”
“Well, how much is it?”
“Thirteen dollars and forty-two
cents,” Maw replied.
“For what?” Big John yelled, as
if he were talking to Timothy.
“Well, we have to eat, don’t we?”
Maw asked.
“We don't eat that good,” Big
John yelled. “Look at this slop,

youve just been spendin’ foolish,
that’s all. No wonder, I can’t save
any.”
“You haven't given me any money for two weeks,” Maw said, looking hard at Big John.
“I give ya plenty of money,” Big

John growled.
“Yea, ya do, ya always do everthing.” Maw responded, sarcastically.
Big John sat back in a war-like
manner and sneered at Maw for a
moment; then with complete loss
of self-control he said, “Are ya forgettin’ your place ‘round here? Do
ya want me to remind ya, how
you got here?”

John a disgusted look and then
went back into the kitchen.
Big John picked up Timothy’s
money and inserted it into the
upper left pocket of his overalls.
Then he stood up and weaved his
way into the kitchen, eased himself
into a wobbly wood chair with a

thud, and began digging away at
the boiled potatoes.

“Ya got paid then?” he asked,
eyeing the fragile figure with suspicion.

“Did ya get paid today, Big
John?” Maa.asked, as she poured
black coffee into a cup in front of
Big John.

“Yes, sir,” the boy replied, run-

“Yea,” Big John replied, gulping

Maw stood there looking hard at

Big John but did not answer him.
Then in her usual quiet voice she

replied, “Forget . . . how could I
ever do that?” Without saying any
more Maw started for the door,
looking as if she were far away
from this dreadful place.
“Where do ya think youre
goin?” Big John demanded.
“I have to empty the trash,”
Maw replied as she left the room.

“Stupid

woman,

Big John

growled to himself out loud, and
he turned back to his dinner.

ning his fingers through his hair,
nervously.

down a mouthful of potatoes.
“Mr. Weimer said he would like

All was quiet now the rain had

“Well,” Big John demanded, in
an irritated tone.

us to pay our grocery bill, as soon

stopped beating against the roof,
and only the March wind could be
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as we could.”

heard forcing its way around the

house. Big John sat eating in continuous circular motions, pausing

briefly to sip his black coffee with
loud fermenting sounds. The flame
from an oil lamp danced merrily
on the faded gray walls, while
charred wood smoldered in the
black iron stove. All these gave
Big John a relaxed and sleepy feeling.
He finished his dinner and emptied the coffee pot before deciding
to move back into the living room.
He put his hands on the table to
support this decision, and the table
creaked as if it were going to col-

lapse under the strain, as Big John
slowly raised his body to an erect
position. He moved into the living
room in a more convincing manner

than before, but the signs were
still present.
“What's this?” Big John asked, in
a rather surprised tone, looking at

Timothy, who was sitting in his
chair.

“['m just readin’, Paw,” the boy
answered, “It’s the only place that
I can get enough light to read.”
“Well, get outa there, you little
bastard,” Big John demanded, giving the boy’s arm a hard jerk.
Timothy came flying from the
chair and stumbled across the room.
Coming to an abrupt halt in an upright position on the floor, he sat
Woes half-stunned, looking at Big
John as he continued to inf
“Ya ain't got no business readin’
anyhow,” Big John said. “Look at
ya, youre nothin’ but skin and
een Why do ya have to be such
a punk? Ya look more like a girl,
like your Maw. You'll never be
worth nothin’, just like your Maw.
Readin’ basis all the time, what's
that get ya? Me, I work, and now
they're goin’'a make me chief foreman. The way youre goin’ youll
never make nothin’. What have ya
done so far? Read books. When I
was your age, I did three times as
much as you'll ever be able to do.”

He stood there sneering for a
moment at the fragile figure, still
sitting on the floor;. then he lowered himself into his chair.

“Get up off the floor; ya goin’a
sit there all night?” Big John asked,
smiling to himself. “Go get my
bottle, do ya hear, boy? Go on.”

Timothy got up off the floor and
slowly left the room. He returned
in less than a minute, carrying a
bottle and a glass. He set it on the
coffee table in front of Big John
and turned toward the divan.

“Now, go to bed,” Big John commanded. “I'm goin’a

have

some

things for ya to do _ tomorrow.
You're not loafin’ round here no
more.”
The boy turned and, without
saying a word, left the room. Big

John picked up the bottle and fill-

ed his glass, emptied it and filled
it again and again. He reached
over, lowered the oil flame, laid
his head against the back of his
chair, sighed, and closed his eyes.

The Onevitable--c4 Sonnet
To Ollie Bach Davis, my sister-in-law
EDNA BACH

There comes to each of us the day to stand
Before the Maker of immortal souls,
Who reaches down to us His outstretched hand
To lend us strength to win our heavenly goals.
We do not know the hour, the time, the day
His summons will to each of us be sent.
We only know that Jesus leads the way.

To conquer death His precious blood was spent.
Though parting from the one we love is sad,
We would not call them back to suffer more.
‘Tis selfishness complete to not be glad
That they have made it home to heaven’s shore.

I know the place to which you've gone, my dear.
It is more sweet to me since you are there.

“A man cant put much stock

in what folks say behind
another man’s back”

Don Perkins

ver fix a truck bed when Limp
came walkin’ up. Ain’t often Uncle
comes down off Leatherwood; he
says folks is too pushed together
in Sassafras, so he built out on
Leatherwood and_ started cuttin’
timber. Pretty soon word got
around that Limp’s lumber was
the best cut around there. When
Ghost Madden built his house out
of Limp’s stand of trees, and it
held up through a flood, folks
about stood up and took notice.
After a while folks started callin’
Pole Mountain — Big Leatherwood
— ‘cause Ghost said his house was
tough as rawhide. Limp didn’t
mind, and the name stuck. This
mornin’ he stood there lookin’ for
the world like someone had done
him a great wrong. Now I had
seen Limp before he moved to Big
Leatherwood. Ben Deaton brought
him to our house one night when
the snow was deep outside. Lim
said this snow reminded him of
another time when the snow was
high. Then he told us stories about
the Great Snow and how him and
Aunt Lucy had gone from house
to house there in Sassafras givin’
away food and the like to man and

He came

shuffin’ down the road early one
May mornin’, and as soon as he

passed Grover Campbell’s place

things changed. I was helpin’ Gro6

“Evertime that happens Limp
you come down off that hill aimin’
yore finger uh God at all us folks.
I want you to listen to me once
and for all. Me and my boys keep
our hands off things that don’t belong to us. I raised ’em to that
rule, same as my Pap raised me. I
learnt ‘em to cut wood enough in
the fall to last till the Big Sandy
breaks through the ice and Spring
comes. In my opinion dereckly
yore gonna find that all us men
folks has raised our own along
them lines.
“Mind ye now Grover, I ain't

sayin’ yore boys hacked on my
trees. But somebody did, and I
aim to find out who it was.”
“Yeh, Limp, I reckon ye will this
time. And yore just mad enough
to get into trouble when ye do
ketch ’em.”
Limp took one step and stuck

his face up close to mine. “You

But this mornin’ Uncle Limp
was mad. Grover looked up at
him about the same time I did.
Limp stood there, bent over from
the waist up. I wondered if he
was bent because of all the lumber
he had carried on his back.

I tole him I didn’t do it ’cause
trees ain't pretty for a long time
once they been cut on.

over. His chin was pointed up to-

minded their manners.

his front porch he couldn't see over
the rise.

hack my trees?”

I could see Limp get mad all

®@ When Uncle Limp came down

Leatherwood into two parts. From

boy the same.

“Grover, some town man’s been
hackin’ firewood off my trees agin.”

off Big Leatherwood, folks around

Limp’s house sat on the north
side of a ridge that split Big

ward a small limb on Grover’s
apple tree, and his feet was spread
in the dust of the truck road. Pap
allus told me to look at a man’s
chin and his feet, and I could tell
whether he was for talkin’ or fight- in. Limp was for fightin’.
“Now,

Grover,

you

and_

the

youngen there knows I bother no-

body. Ever’time I go look at the

“Ye got a head on yore shoulders, boy, yore not like some folks
who stead uh askin’ for wood to
keep warm by goes and cuts off
bark that don’t burn good nohow.”
Ole Limp was wore out from
talkin’ off that head of steam he
had inside him when he first walked up.
“Uncle, you got funny ideas
about us that lives down here,”
Grover told him. “You’d like a
horsewhippin’ more than admittin’
youd like to be here among us. So
you sit up there on top o’ that
mountain jest like God and you
tell Aunt Lucy what's right and

what’s wrong with us. And ever

south side of my stand o’ trees,

once in a while when somebody

which ain't often, I see them big
gashes in the bark.”

bothers you, you come down offn
yore perch an tell us about it.”

I stood there and wished Grover
wouldn't talk down about Limp
that way. Seems to me like he
werent that bad. Folks talked a

lot when Limp sold out and went
up to Big Leatherwood, but a man
can't put much stock in what folks
say behind another man’s back.
Like I said before, things changed
when Limp come to town.

It was

like Limp almost was God the way
folks acted. Now the only reason
for folks to act different was ‘cause
Limp was an old man, and a smart
one at that. Most of ’em could
remember the Big Snow and they
was just showin’ Limp they still
appreciated all him and Aunt Lucy
done for them and their kids. I
stood there lookin’ at Limp, and
I could see traces of God in him.
My Sunday School teacher told me
God had brown eyes and a long
face. She told me that a long time

ago, but I don’t think God’s changed much since. Leastaways if he
has he’s probably bent over just
like Limp. Limp packed lumber

all day long, ‘cept he comes down
the hill stead of goin’ up.
Well, maybe Limp wasn't God,
but at least he was the closest thing

to God the Piney Woods country
ever seen. I asked Pap time and
agin to tell me why Limp left Sassafras to take up on top of that
mountain. Evertime I bothered
him with it he said he wanted to
fergit about it. Said folks don’t always act the way they ought to,
although they got the best preacher John Pratt said he ever sat under
to keep ‘em in line. John’s nigh on
to eighty years now and he’s heard
a lot of out loud talkers come to
Sassafras. I musta asked Pap a
hundred times and he always give
me the same answer. It was like he

Sears and Roebuck catalogue, and

asked Pap to buy me. Limp said
these was clothes a timber cutter
wears. And when he came to town
he had a khaki hat, brand new. He
was dressed like that this mornin’.
Grover finally stopped bitin’ at
Limp. I ain’t never seen’a man so
taken up as Limp was. Grover
wasnt glad neither, although he

got the best of Limp.

bowed and scraped for Limp when
they passed him. I looked at her
when she said that and thought
about how fat she was. If she'd
been here when the Great Snow
came she'd be invitin’ Limp and
Aunt Lucy over to her house for
dinner stead of eatin’ off other
folks plates every Sunday. When

she said that Limp was the picture

“Ain't right, Limp, you and me
standin’ here in the middle of the

road fightin’. But time comes when
a man’s got to tell another man
when he ain’t right.”
“I reckon [ll let it rest today.
Didn’t come to fight with you, Grover. Ain't proud it come out that
way. Werre still friends, you and
me.” Then Limp kept walkin’ a
kinda shufflin’ gait on down toward
Clifton Watt’s store.
“I hope Limp’s got sense enough
to keep his overalls washed. He's
a farmer and a horseshoe pitcher
at heart. Don’t befit a man to take
up what he ain't and Limp done
just that. He can’t farm on that
hillside, and if he tries to pitch
horseshoes theyll roll plumb to my
front gate.”
I could tell Grover wasn’t feelin’
good about what he done to Limp’s
pride. I told him not to worry
about it, that Limp would get over
it.

“When a man’s plowed
land as old Limp has, he
much more work to do.”
answer ‘cause there was
left to say.

about that’s when they say the
most. She went on about how folks

as much
ain't got
I didn't
nothing

of the devil with hobnailed boots,
I couldn’t help myself. I told her
Limp was more like God than her
husband could ever be, and what
was more the Sunday School teacher I had was better than her ’cause
my sister had ‘em both and told
me so. I had my say, and then I
walked off the end of the porch
and went to the barn. Pap followed close behind and Maw moved
the preacher and his wife inside so
they couldn't hear the licks when
Pap hit me with his razor strap.
He kept his old one in the barn, for

just such as this. Pap’s razor strap
had two long pieces of leather attached to a ring. When he threw
it back over his shoulder and came
down on my tail, the two straps
were about two inches apart. One
would hit me and the other one
wouldn't be far behind. That way
I got hit twice for every lick Pap
gave me. When you been around
my Pap as long as I have you know
when you needalickin’, so you just
step up and take it. Soon’s I got

past twelve me and Pap allus
shook hands after he whipped me.
Pap said that was a man’s way of
doin’ things.
Work time was on hand ’cause
you can't let corn go without hoeing in Sassafras or youll have
weeds and talky neighbors. What
damage the weeds don’t do the
neighbors will. Theyll sweat over
their own hoe and look across at

ton and pretty soon he showed up

I went on home and kept it to
myself about what happened that
mornin. Sunday after church,
Preacher Smith come to our house
for chicken. Preacher’s wife ain't
too well knowed for being close
mouthed and she told Maw ever
detail about Limp’s time in town.
Truth was he musta still been feelin bad from talkin’ to Grover.
Dont get no_half-cocked ideas

wearing a pair of leather laceups

about people in the Piney Woods

that come almost to his knees, and

cause you know women anyhow.

side we could hear old Limp’s axe

a corduory jacket like I saw in the

When they ain't nothin’ to talk

blade hittin’ that tough maple all

had the answer all ready in case
somebody asked him. Anyways,
Limp had brown eyes and a long
face, too. Now don't go gettin’ the
idea that Limp had on wings and
such. Since he left Sassafras he
started orderin‘ stuff from Lexing-

yore field and wonder why you
aint keepin’ it up. Pap and me
dripped all over that field of ours,
and had quiet neighbors to boot.
Evertime we was workin’ in the

bottom land up close to the hill-
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up and down the side of that
mountain. Pap allowed that Limp
was tryin’ to cut all his timber before somebody cut it down for him.
I hadn’t breathed a word about
that quarrel I seen to nobody. Pap
musta heard it from the Preacher,
and Limp musta told the preacher.
Like as not that was the answer,
but it wasn’t for sure figurin’. We
was almost ready to start pullin’
June corn off the stalk before Pap
said take a day off and go see if
town was still there. Pap liked
little jokes and sometimes Maw
didn’t bother to laugh and then
Pap wouldn't tell her her hot biscuits was good for a heck of a
long time after that.
Now you ain't never seen a shin-

dig till you see Sassafras on Saturday night. If you get drunk enough
to sit down on the board walk in
front of Roscoe Combs’s store, all
you can see is muddy Brogans
comin’ back and forth from Bunk
Davis's cafe. Bunk got shot not
long ago and he staggered all the
way down the road from the liquor
store to his own place before he
died. Folks felt so sorry for Bunk’s
widder they chipped in and bought
her a liquor license. John Pratt
said that it was only right since
Bunk died tryin’ to buy liquor for
his cafe. Good came out of Bunk’s
shootin’ though —the sheriff from
Vicco shot Bunk, but he didn’t
have no right to do it since Vicco’s
about a half a mile from Sassafras.
Sheriff Deaton’s brother, Pat owned the liquor store. He told the
jury he did the shootin’ and after
he told the Judge he was sellin’
Old Fertilizer at half price that
week the Judge only gave him five
years, and then summoned two
cases of Old Fertilizer into court
for evidence.

Pap and me hit town just as the
fiddle player at the medicine show

started playin’ “The Foggy Mountain Breakdown.” Ever'time Pap

and Pap would cuss in spite of hisself. It was a mighty fine piece of
music, and Pap reckoned he'd stay
there awhile. I walked on down
to Clifton Watt’s store and when I
got there the porch was crowded.
Men was standin’ up against the
roof poles and them that couldn’t
find nothin’ to lean against squatted
down on their haunches. They was
all listenin’ to Clifton.
“Yeah, Limp come walkin’ past
here that day, lookin’ like a whipped pup. Wouldn't say what it was
that was botherin’ him. He don’t
never fergit to buy his wife a
pretty or two. But he didn’t buy
nothin’ that day. Just kept walkin’
on past. Didn't even answer me
when I asked him what was the
matter. Once he got past my store
I watched him close like and he
was headed right for Bunk’s cafe.
Him and Bunk was great friends
back before Bunk got killed. Thick
as thieves them two. Not troublemakers mind ye, jest real friends.
I looked over at Rad Martin when
Clifton said that. Rad owns the
biggest store in town and he’s been
there the longest. He always knows
when you ain't tellin’ the truth
about somebody, ’specially if the
one youre talkin’ about is someone that’s done tradin’ with Rad.
Rad shook his head when Clifton
talked about Limp, so I knowed
Clifton was tellin’ the truth. Old
Rob West shore knew what he was
talkin’ about when he said that
word travels in Sassafras as fast as
fleas on a friendly dog. Seems like
no more than Grover bawled Limp
out — the whole town knew about
it, they jest didn’t know who it was
that did the talkin’. When talk got

around to where it started, the men
started to drift off to collect their
bunches and head home. I walked
inside Clifton’s store and got a bottle of Double Cola. Even the women standin’ around Clifton’s bolts

of dry goods was talkin’ about

fergit it when somebody feeds
them like Limp done, but I wasn't
gonna take no chances.

I tilted my bottle of Double
Cola till the bubbles ran out and
when I left the store and went to
find Pap, he was right where I
left him and he hadn’t moved an
inch. Standin’ there addled by

what that flashy gent had to say. I
touched his arm and he jumped
like he was shot. We walked away
from the crowd and started back
toward home. Pap hada roll of
newspaper under his arm, and he
had a pair of clodhoppers that
needed solin’.. We passed Rob
West’s shoe shop on the way home
and I told him he could leave ’em
there. Rob bought his shop when
he first came to Sassafras, but he
had some tough times and his wife
left him, and went back to her
folks, leaving Rob with two girls

and a boy to raise. His boy Jakie
was just ten, but my Sunday School
teacher told Maw that little Jake
had the seed of the Devil in him.

You can’t blame Jake for all of it
though. My Maw kept Jake and
his sister while Rob’s wife had her
latest girl, and then Rob’s oldest
boy came home to see his Maw,
cause she wasn’t doin’ so well. Rob
wouldn't let Big Redwine in to
see his own Maw, and even grabbed a shoe knife with a big hook
blade and said he’d cut Redwine
down to size if he had to. He
wouldn’ta had to cut too far ‘cause
Redwine was bent over from carryin’ a wagon wheel up and down
the road on his back for everything
he did wrong when he was home.
Little Jake seen all this trouble and
plenty more around that shoe shop.
Pap said town life was like that.
He said that’s the way things were
up north where Redwine come
from.
Me and Pap walked up the steps

past the Cat’s Paw sign and into
Rob’s smelly shop. Little Jake was

listened to the Grand Ole Opry

Limp, but women ain’t so particular about what they say, and some

he'd wait for Roy Acuff to play that

of them was for upholdin’ what

Pap went on talkin’ business with

Grover done,

except they didn't

Rob, and I went over to see Jakie.

know it was Grover. I wasn’t one
for tellin’ them. Folks don’t soon

Soon as he saw me he took out a
plug of Brown Mule tobacco and

piece.

Sometimes the radio would

fade out just as Mr. Acuff started
pickin’ on the strings like a bell
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off in the corner, sittin’ in the dark.

bit off the end. He asked me if I
wanted a chaw and I told him no.
I sat down beside him and asked
him how things had been. He said
the fish weren't bitin’ on Red Oak,
but he caught some nice cats out
on Yellow Creek. Said he had ’em
in a jug around back, and he wanted to know if I wanted to see ’em.
Before I could tell him no he went
and got ‘em. Real white they were
and dead a long time. Jake said he
caught ‘em near Big
Rock. It’s
deep there, and Jake shouldnt’ve
been there less some grownups was
fishin’ with him. Pap said for me
to come on about that time so I
said goodby to Jake. I guess I

bothered Pap on the way home
talkin’ about Jake, cause he kept
sayin’ the Lord helps them that
can't help themselves.
Next

momin

Coondog,

my

hound, (Pap allus called her that
after he heard a feller that raised
full bred dogs reel off a bunch a
names at Amburgey’s Feed Store

one day) set up a fuss with herself about one thing or another,
and I quit hoein’ to see what was
aggravatin her. “Bout a quarter
mile cross the bottom land little
Jakie come runnin’ through the
corn, sneaky like, stoppin’ and
lookin’, and startin’ agin. Now it’s
like I told you, I ain't for holdin’ that Jake’s a bad youngun,
but I got to tell ya that boy
was actin funny. First thing I
thought was that Jake was playin’ games like kids do. You know
cowboys, and such, duckin’ and
hidin’, and runnin’. Bout that time
Jake cut up the side of the hill,
crossed the brook lickety split, and
lit out up the side of Big Leatherwood. Now I ain't a nosey soul,
God knows, but they’s just so much
my nose can take, and then it
starts sniffin’ aroun’. I laid my hoe »
up agin a stalk of corn, and took
out after Jake. That boy was
scramblin’ up Big Leatherwood
like he had to get to the top for a

bucket of water to put out a fire.
He was makin’ so much noise he

somethin’ after Jake though. He
turned around and almost caught
me starin’ at him before I could
duck behind one of Limp’s maple
trees. It’s a good thing I’m thin or
Jake woulda seen my tail stickin’
out. Maple trees might be tall but
they ain't broad. God oughta helped Jakie then like Pap said He
would. The pore youngen was
tremblin’ and tears was runnin’ off
his chin, and well, as much as I
hate to tell you, Jake was cussin’.
The seed of the Devil was sure
growin in Jake that day.
Jake ran up beside one of Limp’s
trees and stopped. He looked up
and saw what I guess he was lookin’ for, ‘cause he got down on his
knees and started diggin’ under
the roots. I stayed right where I
was, and I was shore mixed up as
to what all this carryin’ on meant.
Just like little ole Jake wasn’t in
enough trouble, Uncle Limp come
walkin’ down through the trees. He
shore picked the right time to look
at his trees. There was three of
us there now, and none of us saw
each other. I hunkered down and
a bush hid me. Limp was comin’
on to little Jake from the back, and
Jake was diggin’ like he was the
only one within a hundred miles of
the place. Limp stopped walkin’
and stepped behinda tree on the
other side from me, and there we
were, two hidin’ and one diggin’
I quit watchin’ Limp so careful,
‘cause he was watchin’ Jake. Pretty
soon little Jakie stopped scoopin’
up dirt outa that hole, and stood
up straight, holdin’ somethin’ in
front of him. I saw Limp lean out
toward Jake, strainin’ to see what

the boy had in his hands. He didnt have to look too hard or wait
too long. Little Jake pulled back
that hatchet and lit into that tree
like David musta lit into Goliath.
“Great balls o° fire, a youngun
cuttin’ on my trees.”

He picked that boy up and
shook him a couple of times, and
then set him down hard, and all
the time Jake was cussin’ Limp and
tryin’ to hit him with the hatchet.

Limp grabbed the hatchet and
threw it off into the brush, still
holdin’ on to Jake with one big
hand. Then Limp squatted down
in front of Jake.

“Boy, whyd you cut on my
trees?”
Jake wasn't for talkin’ to Limp
right then.
“I can wait, boy.”
“Rob beats me.”
“What's that, boy. Why'd you cut
on my trees?”
“Rob beats me, and I come up
here when he’s through and beat
on your trees.”
“You cut the bark offn these
trees after your daddy beats the
hide offn you, eh?”

Jake didn’t say nothin’ to that.
“Jake, ye know you and me, we’s
birds of a feather about such as
this.”
Then Limp took his hand off
Jakie’s shoulder and walked to
where he could see town off a
ways.
“Yeh, folks down there beat me
once and I hightailed it up her jest
like you. Started raisin’ maple
trees to show ‘em I was better. God

gimme a good crop o' trees and
said take care of ‘em, said people
like trees.” He looked at Jake,
“Younguns, too, ye know.”
Jake was just listenin’.
“Yeh, He gimme these trees, and

said boys would like ‘em. Didn't
say what kind o’ boys, don’t recollect anything about that. Jest said

boys. God don't give things to

Limp left his hidin’ place and
jumped Jake just as he turned
around to see who was. talkin’.

people for nothin’, Jake He ain't
selfish mind ye. He’s jest got a
reason .... jest a reason.” Then

Limp mighta been old that day,

take up the distance between me

but he moved fast enough to scare

Limp walked into the brush and
fetched the hatchet. It took him

and him.

the britches off Jake.

a time, but he cut that tree down.

didn’t hear me and I could run and
There was shore God
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Portrait

of a Man
in Black

@ You and I have been going to
school together for some time now;
I think we should get to know each
other a little better. May I take a
few minutes to tell you something
about myself? I am one of the
young Brothers you meet in your
classes or around the campus.
My church is a classroom, and
is furnished with only textbooks, a
slide rule, and a typewriter. There
is no choir or organ, but the gentle

sounds of study sing Kyrie eleison,
and the scratch of a pen on paper

chants

Laudate

Dominum.

My

altar is a desk in a study hall or a
seat in a lecture room.

On it, in

union with the Sacrifice of the
Cross, I offer my life for the salvation of souls. My hands do not

hold His Sacred Body, but they
feel His Presence as I study and
work with His creations. For I am
not a priest of God. I am a Teach-

ing Brother of the Society of Mary.
I am a Marionist.

A Marianist Scholastic

My home town might be such a
metropolis as New York, Pittsburgh, or Cleveland; or I may come
from some lesser community as
Lynn, Massachusetts, or WilkesBarre, Pennsylvania. I grew up in

the same neighborhood as you and
went to the same schools that you
attended. But I probably received
some part of my education from a
certain religious family known as

the Society of Mary.
In high school my activities were

the same as yours.. I played football or just cheered at the games,
worked on publications and had
fun in dramatics. I ran around
with “the boys,” had dates, and liked to dance. I swam during the
summer and skated on winter evenings, spent long hours on the tele-

phone, bartered with Dad for the
car, and was surprised when graduation rolled around so quickly.
But somewhere along the way

God stepped in, and one day I

On the other hand, a few years
may have gone by before I realized that God wanted me to be a
religious. In that case, I might be
an ex-GI. Maybe I worked as a
draftsman, hada job ina steel-mill
or a construction company, or put
in time as a life-guard at a beach
or a pool. I may have had some

college, and played football for
what is nowarival university. Perhaps I was, at one time, a newspaper reporter or an electrical engineer.

But it is most likely that I enter-

ed the Society of Mary immediately after high school. My application for admission approved, I

was told- to report to a_ special
school, called a novitiate, in upstate New York for one year of
basic training in religious life.
When I arrived at this school, I
met, for the first time, the young
men who were to be my brothers
in the years to come. I spent my
first year in religious life studying

the Society I was planning to enter
and the life I intended to embrace.
The year passed quickly, and was
climaxed with the Profession of
Vows. One day in early September I made three temporary vows
of Poverty, Chastity, and Obedience. I was a religious at last.
A few days later I arrived in
Dayton to begin my studies in
preparation for my career as a religious educator. Officially, I am
referred to as a “Scholastic.”
Every summer, after the closed

retreat of eight days, I renew my
vows for another year. Upon com-

pletion of a certain number of
years I will, with the grace of God,

be allowed to make vows for life.
The courses I follow are the
same that you or anyone else is

pened before graduation; I then

taking. My major might be mathematics, physics, chemistry, or biology; or I may be an English major,
working for minors in the com-

completed my secondary education

municative skills or the social sci-

in a special school called a postulate.

ences. You might meet me as an
education student; and, if mv tal-

found myself being measured for
a black suit. That may have hap-

ents lie along those lines, I might
be studying music or art. History,
political science, or business might
be on my schedule as_ teaching

fields or majors. I may be following the Technical Institute program, or working for a B.S. in
physical education.
I myself am a Teaching Brother.
But you will meet other Scholastics on campus from time to time.
We differ only in the subjects we

study and the work we hope to do.
The Brothers who major in phil-

osophy are studying for the priesthood. They have most of their
classical studies at Mount Saint

John, and hope to receive the Sacrament of Holy Orders in the future. There are still others who

feel they can serve God best by
working with their hands. You will
find them pursuing trades and
crafts that will be useful in their
vocation as Working Brothers. The

particular category which a young
religious wishes to follow, Teaching Brother, Working Brother, or
cleric, is largely a matter of his
own choice. Regardless of category, we eat, work, pray, and play

together.
I live according to a Rule of life
designed to make mea religious.

But I pursue the same academic
subjects required of any person
who would propose to be an educator.

“Gee, Brother, what do you do
for fun?” I have been asked many
times.

I once answered that question

by taking the inquirer a brief tour
of Mount Saint John one day after
dinner, and letting him watch what
the Brothers did for fun.

We started in one of the busiest

places in the building, a large room
used mainly for recreation at the

reading the comics, and four en-

any fun at all.

gaged in a heated discussion over
the sports page. An_ interested
group crowded around the radio,
listening to a U.D. game, while
across the hall others watched a
different game on TV, frequently
sending out a messenger to “find
out how U.D. is doing.”

young Brothers living at Mount

We walked down the corridor to
the record room, where music lov-

ers can enjoy themselves with selections from a fairly complete collection. Next door, in a soundproof
rehearsal room, a seven-piece band
put finishing touches on a Dixieland arrangement of St. Louis
Blues.
Across the hall, in a large room
of many purposes, the dramatics
club prepared the stage for a coming theatrical production, while an
energetic Scholastic hammered a

punching bag in machine gun staccato. A Brother in work clothes
entered and took a set of golf clubs
from a locker.
“They sure get nice homework
in phys-ed classes,” someone remarked.

Saint John are a closely-knit fam-

ily; laughter is a plentiful commodity.
My day begins at five oclock
with morning prayers and Holy
Mass. Prayer, classes, manual labor, study, and relaxation fill the
rest of my hours till night prayers
shortly after nine. WhenI retire,
my body may be worn out with
fatigue; but my heart is singing a
strange, mysterious melody known
only to those who give themselves
to God without reserve.

My non-Catholic friends often
ask: “What is the difference between a priest and a Brother?”
A Brother is a member of a re-

ligious order who does not aspire
to the priesthood. The essence of
his life is his religious vows. He
devotes himself to working for the

salvation of souls (in the Society
of Mary by Christian education),
and strives for holiness by living
according to the Rule of his particular order.

We went outside for a while,
and watched two determined teams
push each other up and down a
football field. A fast game of basketball, popular all year, was in
progress on an outdoor court. Another season would have seen
hard-fought games of baseball,
softball, tennis, soccer, and volleyball. Of course, during the summer
months our swimming pool is a
welcome resort.

A priest has received the Sacrament of Holy Orders, and may offer
the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass,
hear confessions, and administer
other sacraments. It is his duty to
preach and to care directly for
souls. He may be a member of a
religious order, or he may be in
the service of a diocese, as are most
parish priests. All the priests and
brothers on the University faculty
are Marianists.

When we returned to the building, the glee-club was rehearsing
for its annual Christmas visits to
local hospitals and homes for the

In the Society of Mary there is
no social distinction
between
priests and brothers. Any young

aged.

end of the south wing. On enter-

My inquiring friend listened for
a moment. Then the chorus broke

ing we were able to distinguish six

into the familiar strain, “Joy to the

Brothers playing billiards, two each
at shuffleboard and _table-tennis,

WOTkKE jaa

and a busy group choosing sides

The seventy-two

“Sounds like they mean it,” he

for a football or basketball game.
We saw two studying the editorial

said.

page of a local paper, a few more

surprised to discover that I have

Some students seem to be very

Scholastic you meet at the University may be aspiring to either category.
This one-sided conversation
could not answer all your questions

about religious life. But the next
time you see me in class or walk-

ing from Alumni Hall up to St.
Joe’s, why not ask me them yourself? You can’t miss me around the

campus — I'll be wearing black.
ll

The WHY of Classical Music
Art Yields to Patient Wooing

Lawrence Cada, S. M.

@ Perhaps, most people today have

understanding.

no particular aversion to classical
music, as such, but there are some

will not come until this period has

individuals who have a prejudice
for it without even knowing what
it is that they do not like. It is for
the prejudiced group that this discussion is intended. However, it
may interest anyone who knows or
would like to know something
about music.
More than likely, the main reason that classical music is looked
upon with distrust is that fact that
most of its enthusiasts

are some-

what fanatical over it. It is not
that the layman minds someone liking a thing fanatically. He just hesitates when that thing is, to all appearances, an unintelligible mystery. The solution to this situation
is simple. All one need do is find
out what it is that makes a music
aesthete so wild about that which
others find uninteresting.
Few have ever been ushered into
this world with an innate love for
classical music. This love is usual-

ly an acquired thing. Gradually,

Full appreciation

passed.
Probably, the best way to judge
the rationality of a music lover is
to put yourself in his place and try
to analyze the genuineness of his
emotions. Picture yourself in the
following circumstance.
You are a neophyte in the world
of classical music. You do not
really understand it, but you are
interested in it because others seem
to be deriving enjoyment from it.
Tonight you have decided to go to
to a concert of your city’s sym-

phony orchestra.
A fine, glistening snow is just
beginning fo fall on a chill December night as you walk up the wide
granite steps of the concert hall.
Some vague notions of what to expect at a concert pass through your

mind. At present your contact with
this type of music has been in the
form of a few records and a previous concert from which you did
not get too much.

after much investigation, the beauty of classical music is realized.

The atmosphere of the place begins to bring you under its spell as

Then, just as in any other art, an

soon as you open one of the ornate

aesthetic
gained.

it

is

glass doors of the main entrance.

The important thing

appreciation

for

to

You pass into the main lobby, a

bronze-railed gallery, supported by
red marble pillars that encircle the
lobby, also has its share of the

public. Rich fur stoles and sparkling jewels give it the stamp of
the elite.
You secure your ticket and begin
to ascend the thick-rugged stairway to the balcony. The scintillating crystal chandeliers, suspended
from the ceiling, catch your eye as

you pass the gallery. On the level
of the balcony is a large, sumptuous foyer, peppered by small

groups of people. You hasten to
the auditorium since you can already hear faintly the characteristic dissonance of tuning instruments.

As you proceed into the hall you
are, for a moment, overcome by the
sight before you. Below you see
the bright stage. Some of the members of the orchestra are assuming
their positions. On the main floor
below and in the balcony around

you is a hubub of activitiy. Ushers
are busily seating patrons. The
boxes that curve under the balcony
are also rapidly filling. Besides the

tuning of the instruments, the low,
muffled din of many voices speaking at once fills the large hall.

note is that there is a preliminary

marble-floored rotunda, flanked by

period in which the subject must

two magnificent staircases, leading

glance at the program.

be approached with the prospect
of eventual, rather than immediate,

to the surrounding gallery. The rotunda is alive with people. The

the list of pieces to be played are
two Turkish Marches, one by Mo-
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When shown to your seat you
Heading

zart and the other by Beethoven.
Johann Sebastian Bach’s Second
Suite in B Minor for harpsichord,
flute, and strings is next. The ponderous title of the latter, piques
your curiosity. You decide to accept the work for what it is despite
its rather forbidding name. After
the suite will come the intermission, followed by the high point
in the evening, Tchaikowsky’s Violin Concerto for a solo violinist and
the orchestra.
As you finish scanning the program notes, the lights dim. A hush

spell on you. Who can describe the
impression made by the lyric sweetness of the string choir woven into
the sonorous majesty of the brass?
Who can explain the emotions
aroused by the feminine and plaintive song of the woodwinds or the
thunderous rumble of the timpani?
Truly this can be known only
through the actual hearing of the

are turned toward the stage where
the orchestra is now assembled in
its sloping semicircle. For a second
all is silent and still. Then the conductor emerges from the wings and
walks briskly across the stage to

the podium to the accompaniment
of polite applause. He raises his
hands for the attention of his musicians.

On the downbeat, rich symphonic music again fills the hall with its
grandeur. The sound is startling at
first, but as it continues it slowly
envelopes you with its enchantment.

Suddenly and unexpectedly you
begin to sense a new sort of feel-

that make up the heart of good

As far as music goes you have
“crossed the Rubicon.” With this
apparently spontaneous development of a musical concept you
have been brought to the threshold
of a new world. You are as
. some watcher of the skies

When a new planet swims into ken;

pathy with the composer of the

Or like stout Cortez when with
eagle eyes
He stared at the Pacific
—and all
his men
Looked at each other with a wild
surmise —

music starts to take hold of you.

Silent, upon a peak in Darien.

magic music.

One

interpretation

would be to say that the music
seems now to make sense. As the

By this time the Bach Suite has
begun. The delicate, stately notes
of the strumming harpsichord com-

bined with the meticulously perfect tempo cause the beautiful and
quaint effect of this master’s music.
His style, so different from what
you have just heard, falls right into
the pattern of appreciation which
is forming in your mind.
After the intermission, the Violin

Concerto similarly arouses in you a
feeling of agreement with the
thoughts inherent in the music.
Thoughts, being intangible, are abstract and quite unique.
Before you know it the perform-

ance has ended. You join whole-

. The mood, the harmony, the tone
color, the time, and all the things

ting accompaniment to the art of
classical music.

concert continues, an elusive em-

falls over the audience. All eyes

ing.

music start to cast their hypnotic

heartedly in the applause and
agree that the luxurious surroundings of the concert hall makea fit-

Unfortunately, my description
has wrestled with the frustrating
problem of trying to convey a musical experience through the non-

musical medium of language. I appealed to external sensation, to
words, to emotions, and especially
to poetry.

Yet, these devices are

analogous to music only incom-

pletely. They are but pale substitutes for the only satisfying approach to music, that of hearing it
yourself.
The conclusion to this consideration of classical music is not to
condemn what is not known. After
an open-minded inquiry, a person
has every right to reject such music
as an unsatisfactory art. The final
judgment will then be the result of
an intelligent observation rather
than a rash generalization.

A Dreary Day
JIM HEMMERT
This day is dreary; it’s dark and cold.

Overcast skies hide the sun’s rays of gold.
A few snowflakes falling here and there.
The wind in little gusts lends its share.
In school the day is dull and slow.
Birds in the trees haven't much to say.

May tomorrow do away with this dreary day.

The System
Hold! Enough! Precious words learned too late.

Edward C. Ellis

@ I want you should understand,
that although I have beena suc-

cessful bartender for nearly twenty
years, I have never touched a dro
of the stuff myself. My boss refers
to me as only an average “ice
crusher.” Personally it is my opinion he does not build me up because he would not like to give me
reason for inflating my pay-check.
This really makes no difference
with me, for I must truthfully ad-

see, my boss, although a basically

excited pitch to his voice, which is

good man, operates what is generally known as a back room. He
does this on the contention that
the ones who are going to bet the
races will do so anyway, so why
should he not get a small cut of the
money.

very strange, for being a newsboy

Benny is no dummy though, as
he rents the room to a member of

the syndicate who in turn pays him

mit, this job gives me the opportunity to pursue my hobby, which
is the deep study of people.

ten per-cent of the profits which
believe me is no small fee. In this

You cannot imagine how many
different types of people walk

count in tact.

through the double doors and hallway entrance into our establishment. Some are definite alcoholics

who can do nothing else but keep
me pouring. Others are what I
term as “synthetic” alcoholics.
These are the ones who would
rather be classified as social drinkers.
Please do not misunderstand me

now. For it is not only those who
drink which interest me. There are

those who indulge in wagering on
the so-called Sport of Kings. You
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way, Benny can be sure of keeping
his good name and fat bank acMyself, I am no gambler, with

the exception of betting a dollar or
two with Big Louie on the Dodgers. But last week being human as
I am, I faltered. I was behind the

bar wiping a glass and wondering
_ if the blond sitting in the second

booth along the opposite wall was
wearing hose, or if her shapely
legs were tanned, when Larry
walked in.
He sits down in front of me and
orders his usual afternoon glass of

milk. I detect, however, a slightly

(if you can call a man of thirty-

five a boy) he leads a somewhat
routine life with not much room for
excitement.
“Curly,” he says, (a name which
I acquired after I became completely bald) “I’ve got it.”
“Got what,” I remarked, “rabies
or dandruff?”
“No I'm serious, Curly, I finally
worked out the system.”
“Dammit, Larry,” I growled,
“how many times do I gotta tell

you that a horse is a horse. If he
feels good and is fairly well trained he can runa pretty fast race.
If he don’t feel so hot he can not
run too good and he winds up out
of the money. Now if you figured
out a way to converse with a horse

to find out what sort of shape or

mood he is in then you have found
yourself a system, and I would run
right out and buy myself some gar-

ages for your future convertibles.”
Just then, the blond motions that
she would like another martini.

Remembering the look which she
gave me when I sat the last one
down in front of her, I was very

careful that I fix this one perfect,
for she has suddenly become a
special customer.
When I returned to my task of
polishing glasses, Larry launched
into an evangelistic outburst con-

cerning his system. He pulled out
the daily racing form and the dope

sheet and pointing from one to the
other he proceeded to bombard
me with one argument after another concerning the validity of
his findings . When he finished, the
only things I was beginning to be
sure of was that he was crazy and

the blond was not wearing hose.
“Look, Curly,” he implored, “for
fifteen years now I have been walking up and down Forty-eighth
street selling papers to every type

of person you could think of. Every
night I would creep up to my room
and go over the race results so
thoroughly that my head was filled
with nothing more than facts and
figures from every race track in the

country. Then I would pick the
next day’s winners hoping to hit

upon a gimmick. But every time
I failed. Then last week I hit the

system. It just came Curly, right
out of the blue. I spent all week
checking it out and believe me,
Oh God, believe me, I haven’t had
the first loser yet. And now all I
need is a ten-spot to start things

off today and by five o'clock this
afternoon we can split a bigger
bundle than you ever dreamed of
having at one time in your whole
life.”

ing the blond he proceeds to walk
over to her. They exchange a few
words, and one can readily see that
they are well acquainted. Soon
he ambles over to the bar and
orders two martinis. This time I
am not so particular how I mix the
ingredients for the blond is not so
special anymore.
Meanwhile Larry is glancing
from the dope sheet to the racing
form. He pulls out one of those
small black note books and begins
to make notations in it.
Being a slightly inquisitive per-

son, I nonchalantly walk over, hoping to see what he is writing. How-

ever, no sooner am I there than he

or rather what has happened to my
ten dollars. So I dash through the
small rear door and glance at the
faded blackboard which already
has three winners posted.
Larry is sitting in the corner patiently marking up his notebook
and I am preparing to go over and
find out what is happening when
the realization strikes me that the

boss, although a fairly reasonable
man, might not appreciate my absence from the battlefield. So I

reluctantly withdraw back behind
the bar. After all, if I am going to
lose my money, I might as well
find out later as well as now.

closes the book and with slightly
narrowing eyes reminds me that
curiosity murdered kitty.

The next two hours pass slowly,
and it seems as if I am playing a
game to see if I can keep my curiosity from conquering me.

Assuming that he does not want
me to see what he is writing, even
though I have an investment in the

When Moxie finally arrives, I
greet him with a quick smile and

project, I begin to check out the
liquor supply for “Moxie” who will
relieve me at five bells.
Around twelve thirty, Sammy,
the syndicate man, slinks in and
opens up the back room. As by
some pre-arranged signal, ten or
twelve natives of the boulevard
enter clutching their concealed racing forms and follow him into the
room.
Through the open door I can see
the beginning of a mild poker
game which will enlarge as the
afternoon grows into evening. And
Sammy is cleaning off the blackboard, where in five or six hours

will be posted the results that
every sucker would like to know

a slightly soiled apron and dash
back to join Larry.
“Six straight, Curly,” he coughed

out excitedly, as I sat down next
to him. “We've cleaned up damn
near forty-five hundred dollars already.”
Believe me when I say I am so
stunned that I cannot speak. I sit
there with my mouth open trying
to utter something but all that
comes out are feeble little grunts.
Larry is looking at me with those
I-told-you-so sparkling eyes.
“Forty-five hundred dollars, Lar-

ry?” I stammer questioningly. It
does not seem possible.
“That's right, my friend,” he assures me, “and it’s all riding on
Sundial in this last race.”

I must admit that I was quite
touched by Larry’s enthusiastic ap-

now.

peal. I had never known him to
be so sincere over anything, and
there was nothing more I could do
but let him have ten dollars and
hope that he had not gone com-

Sammy's little emporium as the

“You mean you bet the whole

early afternoon cocktail sippers be-

bundle on one lousy nag,” I slammed.

pletely off his rocker.
As I am flipping the ten spot
across the counter to Larry, a tall,
well-dressed,

executive

Larry gets up and walks toward
gin to arrive. Soon I am plunged
into a whirlwind of whiskey bottles, orange slices, and jars of cherries, and by the time business
slacks off and I regain my mental

balance it is nearly three o'clock.

looking

I know that at least two races

gentleman walks through the door.

have gone by the boards and I am
a little concerned as to the results,

He glances around and upon see-

“Relax will you,” Larry retorted.
“We're doing all right, aren’t we,

and Sundial will pay twelve to one
when he comes in.”
“If he comes in.”
“Don’t worry our money is prac-

tically in the bank.”
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“That I'm sure of,” I replied,
“but in whose name? The syndicate’s or ours?”

Larry grunted and turned away.
I shot a glance at Sammy who
was standing by the phone. He was
nervously sliding his fore-finger
over his thumb and there was a
scared look in his eyes. The others
showed anxiety also. The card
game had come to a temporary
halt, and the participants sat with
cigarettes dangling from their
mouths. The other bettors stood
lounging against the wall looking
at each other and then at us.
Everyone was waiting for the
phone to ring.
It rang. Larry looked up. Sammy tensed. I wiped the sweat from
my forehead with shaking hands.
Then Sammy answered. He nodded his head then resting the
phone between his ear and shoulder he copied the results and data

down on a sheet of paper.
I glanced at Larry who was intently watching Sammy as_ he
strode toward the blackboard. The
chalk in Sammy’s hand seemed to

expand as he wrote “Fireboy” on
the show panel. “Dancing Partner”
was the place horse. There was
complete silence as the chalk hesitated over the winner's bracket.
An “S” began the name and
a roar started to accummulate
through the room. Then it faded
and boomeranged to a groan as the
other letters appeared. S-A-T-A-NI-A. Satania. Sundial did not even
run in the money.
I started to speak to Larry but I
hesitated when I saw the look on
his face. It was a mask. Expressionless. I laid my head down on
the table and tried not to remember.
Then it came to me. Six out of
seven. What was wrong with that?
Why in the week to come we could
clean up. This was not the end
after all. It was the beginning.
I jumped up but Larry was no
longer in the room. I ran to the
door then through the bar to the
front door. I saw him walk as if
in a daze, between two parked cars
and into the busy supper hour traffic. The truck slammed him into

one of the parked cars and he
crumpled to the ground. I reached
him before the circle of spectators closed in. Blood streamed down
one side of his face but his eyes
were clear.
A burly, bewildered man jumped in beside me and asked if I had
witnessed the accident. I nodded

my head as I bent over to hear
what Larry was trying to say.

“Listen Curly,” he breathed. “I'm
damn sorry I didn’t yank a ten-spot
for you before the final bet. I
should have.”
“It’s all right, Larry,” I replied,

slipping a jacket someone had
handed me under his head. “It’s

all right.”
Larry died ten minutes before
the ambulance arrived and I waited until it came before I went back
inside.
I didn't feel too well, so I grab-

bed my coat and headed home.
It had begun to drizzle and the
city smelled clean. I lit a cigarette
and noticed a racing form lying in
the gutter its tattered pages rippling in the breeze.

The “Power of ¥ ove
JIM HEMMERT

Love is stronger than death,
And more wondrous than the moon’s gleaming light.
It is ever-constant as life’s tolerant breath,
And everlasting as an eternal night.
It is unconquerable by the forces of evil,

Cannot be dispersed by the waters of the sea;
However, it is found in the minds of the feeble,

And under the leaves of a tree.
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OF
PEACE
Two people take a
frightening journey

@ In the first light rays of the early
morn, two figures are silhouetted
on the dusty road. Fu, a young
man of twenty, walks next to Sorua, his wife to be. Their steps are
quick and short for they have a
destination in mind and time is
against them. The hearts of these
two lovers are heavy with the
problems that confront them.
Fu, who had been schooled with
the English, was sent home to his
native land of Japan during the
Second World War. When he arrived there, he found his country
at the peak of misery, starvation
and destruction by other world
powers. Because he was educated
with the white man his ideals for
peace and tranquility differed
greatly from those of his countrymen. He learned to hate Japan’s
aggression. Their lust for world
leadership at the expense of total
destruction of other nations made
him cringe with fear for his family
and his Sorua.
On the day of his return home,
he was summoned to join the Japanese forces. “Japan fights against
a stone wall,” Fu said. “She gains
nothing and is threatened with the
crumbling annilation of this wall
on herself. I will not fight for this
country with such a goal in mind.”
So it was Fu decided to leave his
village and go to a larger city.
When the opportune time arose he
would head for the coast and go to
a place where he could find the
peace his heart cried out for. Sorua, because she loved Fu and
wanted to know no life without
him, pleaded and begged to be
taken along. Fearing to leave her
behind because of the uncertain

future of Japan, Fu consented.
Out into the blackness of that
night these two desolate souls
emerged.
Sharon Corcoran

By the time the sun came over
the horizon they had gone a good

distance from the village.
“Let us rest

awhile,”

pleaded

Sorua as she struggled to catch her
breath.

“The

Japanese

will

not

come this far to look for you, when
they are fighting to save their own
necks from the Americans.”
“They will come, Sorua. They
will come because I refused to
fight for their barbaric cause. The
fear of the white man’s teaching in
me will make them look for me
soon. So we must be on our way
quickly. When we reach the city
you can rest for we will have little
to fear there. Then we can start
the life we have always planned.
Someday the war will end and Japan will again be the country we
once loved. So let us hurry!”
“When we reach the city, Fu,
will we be safe? Will they not look
for you there, too?”
“No, Sorua, I think not. The
crowds are numbered in the thousands there. It would be futile for
them to try. Our only hope lies in
reaching the city before morning.”
So all through the endless day
these two trudged on, on to a
brighter tomorrow. Many times
Sorua thought that she would not
make it.
“I cant go any farther,” she
would say.
“We must. We must,” urged Fu.
“Think of tomorrow. We will have
all our hearts desire. Everything
will justify today. Only first we

This has hurt him deeply for that
spark is missing from his tired face.
Oh, Fu, if I could only carry some

day’s happenings. Sorua, sure in
her love and confident of their fu-

of

life ahead. It was all like a dream.

your

burden.

You

are

so

troubled trying to evaluate if you
have done the right thing. I love
you, Fu. I know you have. I know
also you will find that peace your
heart and mine cry out for. Tomorrow it will come. Wait and see.
Wait and see.”
Meanwhile thoughts also rushed
feveriously through Fu’s head.
“Am I doing the right thing? Has
the white man so changed my way
of thinking that I no longer can see
the justice in my own country’s
deeds. I must live with this decision the rest of my life. Let it be
the right one! The men in town
called me a coward but I am not
one. I would fight for our country
if we had a cause worth fighting
and dying for, but the barbaric and
inhuman ideals of Japan do not
rest well with me.
And you, Sorua, have I done the
right thing in taking you with me?
You are so young and so foolish to
love me; me who all the world
thinks traitorous. I have nothing to
offer you but our hopes and plans
for the future. With you at my side
I know they will come true. Stay
with me. Believe in me. Together
we will find peace. We must find
it. We will find it, tomorrow.”

must go on.’

Spurred by these hopeful words
Sorua’s strength increased. While
they ate the fruit from the farmer’s
trees and plunged through densely
wooded forests, thoughts continu-

ally rushed through her mind.
“Soon this will all pass. Fu and
I will have the things we always
dreamed of. I will be his wife and
the mother of our many children.
They will grow up in the peaceful
Japan that is to come. When we
are very old we shall look back on
this day and remember our flight

for freedom. Why is my Fu so different from the other men in the
country?

The men in town called

“Will we reach the city before
nightfall?” said Sorua interrupting
Fu’s train of thought.

“What did you say? I did not
hear you.”
“Will we reach the city before
nightfall?”

“No, I doubt it. But before the
sun rises again we shall be within
its limits, within its limits and safe.
Safe forever I hope. Now let us
rest for awhile on the side of this

hill. We will need energy to go the
remaining distance.”

The night around them swallowed them in their slumber. Neither

him a coward for not fighting. The

slept

old women look on him as a traitor.

thoughts
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soundly

though

for

their

played havoc with the

ture thought excitedly of the new
And in the youth of her eighteen
years she still found delightin their
flight
Fu found not delight,
only uncertainty. Repeatedly he
thought. “Am I right? AmI right?
Am I right?” The dawn came and
brought their thoughts to an end.
“Come Sorua,” Fu said as the
last of the night’s blackness was

stealing away. “Come. Today is
the tomorrow we have waited for.”
“The sun is near rising, Fu. Are
we almost there?”
“Yes,
there.”

very

soon

we

will

be

“There it is, Fu. There it is.
‘City limits’ the sign reads. We
have made it to the road of peace.”

The happiness in her swelled so
that she wanted to jump and run
with glee. “Oh, let us hurry. Hurry
into the city, our city now.”
Fu, at the sight of the sign felt
tears mounting. “Yes, we made it,
Sorua. I am sure now for the first
time that we did the right thing.”
“Fu, this may sound childish but
there on the sign may we write

‘City of peace’? For it really is.”
So Fu with the blade of his knife
scratched into the sign the words
“City of peace — August 6, 1945”.

With that done, they went hand in
hand down the road and into their
city, Hiroshima.

AFTER THE

habitual furrowing of his brow
aged him beyond his twenty-five
years.
He lit a cigarette, tasted it, then
tubbed it out on the windowsill
before him. Turning back to his
room, he snapped on the radio. He
paid no attention to a disc-jockey’s
familiar voice, but poured a drink
as he waited for the music to drive
away the silence of his thoughts.

END

Thomas A. Heston

The drink was alive and dry all
the way down. A tinkling piano
and the sentimental lyrics of a
song slowly filled the room. The
words were familiar — piercing —
The chair crashed to the floor as
he pounded across the room and silenced the radio. He jerked open
a door and slammed it. Then,
standing alone in the center of the
room, he pleaded aloud: “God!”

It was ended —

but they both remembered

Noise doesn’t drown out memories. A moment later he was filling
the glass again. He knew there
would be another after that, and
another, and God knows where he
would wake up this time.
But it was warm, and it was
alive. And that was what he needed, something warm and alive—like
she was.

I
@® He leaned on the sill and looked
out at autumn. Red, orange, and
yellow leaves blazed before him,
and a silvery highway sprawled
across the landscape into the distance. Above a gray horizon that
blended and faded inte a cheerless

sky, a single shaft of red marked
where the sun had fallen.

He closed his eyes and drank.
The light hurt. His hand grasped
for the bottle, brushed it. He heard
it fall, and listened as the liquid
splattered to the floor and splashed on his leg. He didn’t care.
There was more where that came
from.

II
She moved to the window and
parted the curtains slowly. Across

an asphalt court stood the emer-

She thought of him occasionally.
Her lips, the color of hot coral,
suggested the graceful curves of a
heart and bow. As she moved from
bed to bed in the wards or among
the private rooms, her touch and
her voice had a caressing warmth.
Her deeper maturity was often con-

cealed behind the flashing brown
eyes that welcomed every male patient as a challenge.
She wandered down the hall, noticed the light on in three seventeen, and reminded the patient that
he needed rest. She had agreed to
work overtime for a friend, and
would not be relieved until two
A.M. A few months ago there
would have been a car waiting for
her then, but she had chosen to
end that. With that, she had ended
many things.
The third floor was quiet and
dark. She found herself listening to
her own breathing, wondered how
many of the patients breathed as

easily — wondered if he did.
In the swirl of the many thoughts
surging through her mind she
found a memory she tried to suppress. She busied herself. She was
alone in the nurses’ room. She
watched him fight the weakness
that was stronger than he. They
prayed together for strength. But
she was tired now. It was just
fatigue. She had no choice. She
had to end it.
“Oh, please!” Her voice broke.
She finished the shift physically

and emotionally tense. Rather than
walk depressing blocks for a coldly
impersonal bus, she chose a taxi,
sat beside the driver, told him her
address.
The city was relieving itself of
its congestions. Blaring clubs and
distinguished “rooms,”_ strolling
couples mocking the darkness with
laughter, formal dress and_latemodel cars, tailights blinking pret-

youthful light in his eyes had been

gency wing of the hospital, its faded walls drab in the twilight of
the city.
A flickering neon sign
beyond it cast a smear of red above
the roof, and sunbleached curtains
mottled the walls with various
shades of brown and yellow. They
were autumn colors, but not the
browns, reds, and golds, warmly

replaced by a thoughtful narrow-

passionate in their beauty, that she

neon sigh, and flickered into dark-

ness, and he was unaware that the

had once known.

ness for the night.

He was thinking of her again.
His mouth, habitually turned up at
the corners, was dropped into a
line. Those who saw him would
have detected cruelty in the set of

his lips. But those who knew him
knew there was no such thing. The

ty goodnights —it seemed strange,
driving with someone down this
street again.

The city heaved a
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U4G
Closed

All members
must be

females

ships surrounding a married woman, including her maiden name
and family and former boy friends,
there is no doubt but that we

would get as confused as they do.
This is not an attempt to explain
the female and her habits. Far
better and wiser men than I have
tried and arrived at no plausible
explanation. Rather, let this be another addition to the ever growing
list of the incongruities of that
closed fraternity, the female sex.
Ask a woman, any woman, from
eight to eighty, what she had to
eat at a dinner or banquet. She'll
start with the salad, name all the
ingredients, enumerate the various
types of dressing available, and relate what each woman at the table
applied to her own salad. From
there she dives right into a com-

plete and exhaustive description of
William E. Daley

@® For ages men have been cajoled into catering to the whims and
fancies of the female and her ever
changing mind. These females all
belong to a closed fraternity whose
sole purpose it is to befuddle, confuse, outtalk, outgesture, and outmaneuver the male.
Have you ever seen a female

that could get the punch line of a
joke straight? I haven't! After numerous starts, many explanations,

and countless spasms of giggling
laughter comes the classic remark,
“Oh, dear, I've forgotten how it
ends,” to the complete exasperation
of every male within hearing distance. Even if they had heard it
before they were going to be polite
and let the little lady tell her story
and then the inevitable always

all the vegetables served, the manner of preparation, and the awful
job of seasoning that the caterer or
chef has done. With hardly a pause
for breath, she will continue with
the rest of the meal, covering the
main course in no less than fourteen sentences. And then the dessert! This calls for a small dissertation all its own; the tremendous
choice, how good each looked,
what each contained and why they
shouldn't eat this or that, and
again, what every lady at the table
ordered. All this when a poor guy
only wanted to know whether she
had steak or chicken. Oh, well, it’s
our own fault, I guess. We should
have known better than to ask in
the first place.
Women drivers are a — no —
let’s skip that point. There is a
chapter that could become a book
in itself and neither time nor space
permits me to do justice here to a
woman driver.
Here’s another item. Have you

ever gone shopping with your wife,

swipes her way from one end of
the store to the other in a pattern
that would put most college half-

backs to shame. (Bud Kerr could
stop in Rike’s some Christmas or
Easter time and get quite a few

pointers for his training program.
)
And what does the guy do during
this brilliant exhibition of broken
field running? He stands back, tips
his hat, and continually says “Excuse me” while he’s being buffeted
from counter to counter. When he
finally catches up with her, nine
counters and countless encounters

later he is very apt to be greeted
with a remark like, “Where have
you been? Ogling the sales girls

again.” You can’t win. It’s a closed
fraternity.
I don’t claim to be an authority

on the subject, but I have personally come to the conclusion that it
is a virtual impossibility for a female to be on time for anything.
It must be one of the traits common to the species. The average
male, by the time he is twenty-five,
has learned his lesson thoroughly.
In all his relations with the weaker
sex, from dates to taking his wife
or mother to church of a Sunday

morning, he has learned to proclaim his starting time anywhere
from ten to thirty minutes earlier
than he actually must leave, depending on the female. It’s an absolute necessity for peace of mind.

This closed fraternity has only
one requirement. All members
must be females. All memberships
are for lifetime and members are
initiated by a solid whack on their
bottoms, followed by the first of a
continuous stream of loud and long

wails. Dues are payable when possible and consist of the total sum of
all the charge accounts at their disposal.
It’s a closed fraternity, men. We
can't live with them and we can’t

live without them. It looks like
well have to try to find a happy
medium somewhere in the whole

And names! Women absolutely

girl friend, sister, mother, motherin-law, or any female for that matter? You have never been led such

cannot get anyone’s name straight.

a merry chase as trying to follow

with the man who said: “Change

Of course, if we felt the same compulsion to know all the relation-

a female through a department
store. She elbows, kicks, and side-

what you can, tolerate what you
must.”

happens.
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mess, and I’m inclined to agree

YOURS TRULY
A report from Notre Dame

Joe Barcinos

Dear Flyers:
@ Through your assistance, I was
able to attend, with fellow delegates, Ann Carmack and_ Joan
Dietz, the Seventeenth National
Convention of the Catholic Students’ Mission Crusade held at
Notre Dame University on August
23-26, 1956.
The three of us learned many
things about the Church all over
the world. We got to think serious-

ly of our Christian duties and of
our role in the most living and important drama on earth — the extension of the Church on earth,
particularly among our fellow citizens and those of the far away
places. To show you my appreci-

ation, as well as that of my fellow
delegates, I quote you these messages which will succintly outline
the essentials of the convention.
His Eminence, Peter Cardinal
Fumasoni-Biondi, Prefect of the

Sacred Congregation of Propaganda File, Cardinal Protector of
the Catholic Students’ Mission Crusade, U.S.A., in a letter to the
delegation, wrote:
The missionary apostolate is

proposed to you not only as an

ideal to which in the future you
may consecrate your lives, but

also as an actual present-day
work in which each individual
may participate. Through your
prayers and your strong Catholic life, the missionary in the
field receives the grace to continue to advance in this struggle
against paganism. Your interest
in foreign students studying in
the United States and your eforts to promote an even greater

generosity on the part of the
American people in alleviating
the material needs of the missions are only a few of your
many practical ways of exercising the missionary aposolate.
Next comes an extract from the
letter of His Excellency, the Most
Reverend A. G. Cicognani, Archbishop of Laodicea, Apostolic Delegate to the United States of Amercia:
God, Creator of men, wills that

all men be saved. But in God’s Providence, salvation is wrought through
Christ the Redeemer, who lives on in
His Church, of which we are members. The Church, therefore, must

always be striving to extend itself,
in order to reach all the people in

of the Church is also an essential

part of their total life as Catholics.

His Eminence, Cardinal Pizzardo, Prefect of the Sacred Congregation for Seminary and University
Studies; Director of the Pontifical
Work for Priestly Vocations, had
this to say:
In the program of study, sacrifice,
and prayer for the missions, which
is the basis of the Crusade, it is
necessary to keep constantly in mind
the apostolic character of the
Church as established by Christ:
“Make

disciples

of

all

nations;

preach the Gospel to every creature.” This was the commission of
Christ to the Apostles. The miraculous growth of the Church during those early years of its history
is evidence, not only of the power
of the Holy Spirit working through
the Apostles, but it is also testimony of the personal zeal and determination on the part of the Apostles
themselves to carry out that commission. Their courage knew no difficulties or hardships too great to
be overcome as they went “into the

whole world.”
So today as in every generation
since that time, truly apostolic missionaries have gone forth to the far

extend the Redemption is the mission apostolate; it is essential to the

ends of the earth and have heroically sacrificed their lives to spread
the glad tidings of the Gospel. In

life of the Church.

the world.

This constant effort to

And hence it

previous times these brave mission-

follows that the cooperation of all

aries came from the older countries

the faithful in the missionary work

of Europe and brought the Faith to
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your own young and vigorous nation. The strength of your Catholicity in the United States shows
that the seed which they planted
was cultivated, nurtured and cherished.
In the course of historic events
which the enemies of God have
cleverly used to snatch away large
groups of the faithful—scourging
anew the Mystical Body of Christ
—there comes now the hour in
which the apostolic character of the
Catholicity of your country must
shine forth. Strong and powerful
as your nation is in its influence
upon the world—a position unprecedented in its history—its true apostolic spirit of Faith must yet be
proven.
The struggle against the forces of
Satan in the world today is really
only begun. Never can we be content or self-satisfied so long as
whole nations, great masses of peoples, a huge army of souls, are without the knowledge of Christ’s Redemption or are denied the assistance of His love and comforting
consolations of His graces through
the minstrations of the Church.
Literally thousands of missionary
priests, Brothers, Sisters, and lay
apostles must be prepared from
among you to be ready at the first

opportunity to teach and to preach
the doctrine of Christ to these souls.
Christ died upon the Cross for all
men, and our love for Him must always yearn with a holy impatience
so long as souls are kept from Him.
In the long and arduous struggle
that lies ahead, it follows naturally
then that we must look to our youth
to carry the Cross for Christ into
these lands. I am confident that with
the strength of Christ and the power of the Holy Spirit, they will not
fail. But we cannot expect that they

will make the necessary sacrifices to
carry out this modern Crusade unless they have prepared themselves
by study and prayer. They must
have a deep understanding of their
responsibilities as members of the
Mystical Body of Christ. They must
know their Faith, see its beauty and

they all may be one... that the
world may believe that Thou hast
sent me...”

You do well, therefore, to formulate a study program on the fundamental theology of the mission apostolate for the seminary groups,
emphasizing for them the essential
' missionary character of their vocation, directing their attention to the
problem, the opportunities and the
missionary methods used by the
Church in the varying conditions
and circumstances of time and place
in all the countries of the world.
The Catholic college students who
may not feel the invitation of Christ
to

an

active

missionary

vocation

can greatly profit also from these
studies because in the complex and
far-flung activities of civil life in
the world today they will frequently find themselves in foreign lands
where they can have a tremendous
influence and be a direct help to the
missionaries on active duty. While
serving various posts of duty or
carrying out commissions of business and industry, they, too, can
help to spread the doctrine of
Christ.
Even now, while they are still in
college, they can accomplish a great
work through their contacts with
the foreign students who come to
your country in large numbers to
receive the benefits of your educa-

tional institutions and to learn
your way of life. Together with
these students they can develop a
great potential for the apostolate of
the laity in the mission lands.
While learning the wonders of the
great technological development of
your industry and business, would
it not be sad, even cruel and disastrous, if they did not also learn
the supernatural truths and the
eternal realities?
But how are these young and eager hearts to learn their important
role in the plan of Christ? How are
they to acquire the calmer, maturer
perseverance and the daily sacrifices
that the missionary spirit requires

nize that the fundamental notions
of the missionary, apostolic character of the Church and the duties
and obligations of citizenship in the
Kingdom of Christ are primary importance and must not be treated as
merely supplementary study. They
must teach these young students
that their life as Catholics calls
them to be witnesses of Christ in
every circumstance of time and
place.
Quoting Pope Pius XII, Cardinal
Pizzardo
continues
“But
your
schools will do more than reflect
scholarship. Youth has need not
only of a sane and sound culture. It
must come to develop a calm and
well-balanced judgment, capable of
discerning between truth and error,
good and evil, justice and its failure. Firmly grounded in convictions
planted by Faith and reason, they
must be strong enough not be be
carried away by false illusions or

violent passion or a fickle public
opinion that measures everything
by the rule of immediate apparent
success. Such youth the Church with
full reason expects to see passing
with sure step from the portals of
your schools.
The supernatural
truths of Christ’s teaching and example have become the consistent
motivation of their thoughts and
conduct, and you may confidently
look forward to their being a you
to His Spouse, the Church, and an
asset to society.”
Please remind your students
again and again of their high responsibility, their great privilege,
their happy lot to be apostles of
Christ in the present age. Christ
pleads for them now and always
from the Cross of Calvary to be His
instruments in bringing His life of
grace and salvation to all men. His
Mystical Body, the Church, suffering in the lands of persecution, buffeted and scourged in the nations
where hatred of Him is fostered,
yearning and groaning in the areas
of ignorance of His saving message
of the Gospel, cries out to them, its
more fortunate members.

without losing their generous and
wholesome enthusiasm?

U.D., I could describe to you

nobility and

Therein lies the task and respon-

strength, and live its way of salvation. In prayer, then, they will be

sibility of your teachers, who must

the happenings at the Convention.
But you: Administration, Faculty

truth,

experience its

inflamed with the

burning

desire

which was that of Christ as he
prayed at the Last Supper “that
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understand first, themselves, that
the knowledge of the mission oposto-

late is not a secondary item in
Catholic eduction. They must recog-

members,

and

fellow

students,

would get more out of these mes-

sages, if you meditate and think
over what is in them.

The American Engineer
His humanism, his Soviet rival

Andrew R. Weber, S. M.

@ The tempo of life in this atomic
age is in high gear with indications
of stepping-up rather than lettingdown. The engineer as a human being
is subject to the same psychological
and social reactions to life’s realities
as his fellow-man; furthermore, because of his profession he is brought
into direct contact with the material
aspects of human living. Guided by
his code of professional ethics, the
engineer has at heart the welfare of
people in the developments he produces with the full realization that
some of his work when misused will
result in harm to them. The latter situation does not deter him in his endeavor to employ the resources of
nature to raise the standards of living
to higher levels and to improve the
well-being of mankind.
It is no unusual thing for the engineer to meet a problem which challenges his every effort. The problems
that have arisen because of current
life conditions have not found him unprepared to cope with them successfully nor have they frustrated him
because of their baffling nature.

Al-

though busily engaged with present
projects he thinks of future developments to

which he

can

apply past

experiences to best advantage.
HIS SCHOLARSHIP
As a student, the embryo engineer
realizes that present day practice calls
upon the specialized engineering sciences which demand advanced knowledge. Therefore, his education is extending more into the graduate fields.
Figures on degrees earned in institu-

tions of higher learning in the 195354 and 1954-55 academic years as released by the U. S. Office of Education

give the relation between the degrees
awarded to successful candidates besides indicating the trend in engineering education.
Degree

1953-54

1954-55

Graduates, Bachelor 22,329
Graduates, Master
4,204
Graduates, Doctor
594

22,589
4,484
599

The curve of higher degrees earned
in engineering schools has a rising
slope through the years since the close
of World War II. The engineer cannot rest complacently on the laurels of
the coveted degree he has acquired.
The new fields such as nuclear engineering, engineering applications of
physics of the solid state, supersonic
speeds, vacuum techniques in metallurgy, to mention but a few, are presenting new horizons to human knowledge that must be mastered. Today,
the sky is no longer the limit when it
comes to engineering endeavor. The
mind, the imagination, the skill to
produce can surpass present limits
with the only barrier to engineering
progress being the limitations of the
human body and of the human intelligence. The established fields of engineering also are undergoing a veritable renaissance which makes their
older forms appear almost unrecognizable in the new. Engineering schools
have changed curricula to meet the

scientific requirements of today. Professional societies are conducting meetings, conferences, and forums to keep
the practicing engineer abreast of
recent developments. Engineering educators, however, are still concerned
with the complete education of the

engineer, hence, their insistance on
the inclusion of humanistic-social studies in engineering curricula despite

the pressing demand of the new sciences. The true engineer, coming in
contact with the phenomena of science
and facing directly the forces of nature, renders humble thanks to God
for the intellectual powers given him
to praise the Lord in His creation.
HIS WORK
Because opportunities are plentiful,
the graduate engineer is faced with
the perplexing problem of choice of
employment. Industry, governmental
agencies, and the schools are in keen
competition to acquire engineering
personnel. It is wise for the young
engineer to make a thorough investigation of the opportunities presenting
themselves for his consideration.
Among the criteria available to guide
him in a sound selection, the following may be cited:
a) Contentment with assigned
projects and satisfaction with
working conditions;
b) Personal, professional, and
technical development;
c) Financial remuneration and
social security;
d) Tenure, advancement, and

engineering titles;
e) Company personnel practices
and termination policies.
Having made his choice, it behooves
the engineer to devote his enthusiastic
energy to success in his chosen field
without casting a backward glance at
the opportunities passed by. There is
always time to change company affili-

ation or the type of work should it so
happen that the selected employment
does not satisfy expectations.
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The engineering profession is well
established legally, with every state,
territory, possession, and district of
the United States having registration
laws to protect public health and welfare in engineering practice. Despite
the opposition against registration in
some circles the movement is on the
increase. Graduating engineers are
meriting their engineer-in-training
certificates before launching on their
life’s careers while older candidates
are obtaining full registration through
state registration examinations. Registration is the legal acknowledgement
that a person is qualified to practice
engineering. It leaves the individual

tacts with Russian engineers in the
nation’s work projects is in accord
with the Trilling Report.

engineer to engage in such practice

best work.
The communistic philosphy of state control of education

warranted by his education and experience.
In order that the engineering profession may make its maximum contribution to society the engineer must
assume his professional responsibilities and obligations. Membership in
professional and technical societies,
and civic, church, and school organ-

izations should include participation
in their activities and programs. His
interest in government on all levels

consists in serving in an advisory
capacity on engineering problems
without becoming involved in political
issues.

HIS SOVIET COUNTERPART
Frequent

comparisons

have

been

made through surveys between the
technological

status

of

communistic

Russia and that of our own free
United States. The interchange of
visiting engineers to study the philosophy, the educational methods, the

industrial processes, the technological
progress, and the expected future developments of these two countries is a
matter of record. The report issued
by the Center for International Studies at MIT under the direction of Dr.
Leon Trilling evaluates the Russian
scholastic program for future aeronautical engineers. The evaluation of
Soviet engineering given by German

engineers who have had recent con-

It is an incontestable fact that Russia leads the United States in manpower. The visiting American engineers, therefore, have turned attention

to the quality of the individual engineer for the basis of a comparative

study of engineers practising in the
two countries rather than to the quantity of engineering talent.

create. They adhere closely to book
knowledge and require detailed direction to carry out their assignments on

a given work. They prefer a theoretical solution to a problem even
though it is clearly less effective than
a simple laboratory test. They are ill-

prepared to experiment for possible
new solutions to a given problem, particularly, if their initiative involves
expenditure of state funds or if there
is a possibility of failure in the experimentation.

The engineer must necessarily enjoy
freedom of thought and of decision in
his educational development and in his

professional practice to produce his

They manifest distaste in

starting a new project, but when it is
once under way they use their extensive knowledge effectively and bring
their work generally to a successful
conclusion.

and even of the very thinking of
people kills initiative and creativity
which are characteristic qualities of
the engineer. The Soviet engineer,

Responsiblity for productive activity is divided among a small number
of powerful ministries which have
complete charge of well-defined segments of the national industrial econ-

furthermore, is constantly harassed by

omy. The Soviet engineer is a puppet

the fear of demotion or liquidation
should a project for which he is responsible be a partial or complete failure. Russian technical leaders find
themselves in a precarious position
atop an engineering system under

of these ministries which control even
the details of his work. The weakness
of the Soviet system of engineering is

constant state

supervision

for com-

plete subordination to a national plan
which produces harmful psychological
effects on professional men.
The Soviet Union trains a small but
elite group of engineers whose caliber
is the equal of the best engineers in
the world. This select body has energetic drive spurred on by the ambition

to rise in engineering status. It forms
a flexible task force to solve theoretical problems chosen to keep Soviet
engineering abreast of other competing national engineering.

This group

of highly trained specialists, however,
is not supported adequately by a wellbalanced body of engineers and technicians.

The rank and file of Soviet engineers have not acquired as yet that
degree

of

engineering

attitude

and

thought which only a broad familiarity with machinery an dequipment can

Se
a

re

—

inevitable duplication since the controlling ministries operate on an au-

tonomous basis with no interchange of
information between them. Its advantage consists in the full employment
of its key men.

They carry a variety

of responsibilities serving as lecturers
in engineering schools, supervisors of
research, and industrial consultants.
No age, no country, no group of
people can claim a monopoly on human knowledge. The God-given talents
of an individual must be exploited to
the utmost to gain the praise and
merit the reward of the Master. The
American engineer instead of discounting the ability of his counterpart
in Soviet Russia, or for that matter in
any other country of the world, should
be spurred on to gerater effort to
maintain the high regard in which he
is held at home and abroad. For him,

competition with engineers of foreign
nations is the motivating principle to
keep

American

engineering

in

the

forefront of progress and in the development of a free civilization.
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