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Fran Butsavich

The Thorn in My Side

N THIS great wide wonderful

world of ours there is a peculiar
species of person known as an Older
Sister. It’s a funny thing about older
sisters—they can be merely a year
or two your senjor but still they
treat you as though you were a per-
fect child. Now I have an older
sister. And just because she hap-
pened to be born two years before
me, she has appointed herself my
official hair - styler, clothes - styler,
and general all-round criticizer,

To give you a for instance let us
say that I have just donned a new
outfit and in all modesty I must say

that I look nothing less than stun-
ning. But here comes Older Sister.
She takes one look at me and says,
“You’re not going to wear that skirt
with that blouse?”

“What’s wrong with this skirt with
this blouse?” I say with a pained ex-
pression on my face. She merely
gives me her younger-sisters-are-so-
juvenile look and leaves me feeling
like a positively deflated balloon.

Now don’t get me wrong. She’s
sort of handy — to help with the
housework and that sort of thing—
but don’t I wish I could change
places with her for just one day.

Tips for the Thrifty Motorist

Norman Kline
Ever try to change the oil in a car? It is a tricky chore involving
precise timing and a keen sense of judgment.
To change oil in a modern automobile one must not exceed ten

inches in dia-.::
meter. It is al-;

ways a great asset™
if the proper tools ¥
are on hand, but:]
a makeshift!
wrench and an!
old tin pan will do."

et

The procedure to
follow may vary
from time to time due to circum-
stances beyond confrol. It is, for
instance, a particularly hazardous
job in gale-like winds.

The first step is the easiest: gently
slide your old tin pan under the
car. Then take a suitable wrench to
loosen the plug. It is usually quite
difficult to find the correct wrench;
but if yvou do, you will probably lose
it anyway

The second step is a great deal
like army training: lie.down on your
back next to the car. Next do a
snake-like wiggle until you have
squirmed your way to the center
of the vehicle. Look for the plug.
This is easy to say, but nine times
out of ten the plug is covered with
grease and dirt. If you do happen
to find it, slide the pan under it.
Gently, so as not to knock dirt in
your face, loosen the plug to the
crucial point. Then very quickly
pull it out. -

Immediately, before you can say,
“Dirty, greasy oil,” the black liquid
will run dewn your arm onto your
face. It gets into your eyes and
ears, which is always quite annoy-
ing. It soaks through your clothes.
If it’s very windy, the oil misses the
pan altogether and forms a black
river on your side drive.

When you crawl out looking as
though you belong in a minstrel
show, stand and recite this pledge
aloud: “I will never, ever change
my oil again. I will take the car to
the service station.”
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e On the Green

For two months of my summer
vacation I worked at a golf course,
holding the exalted position of
caddy However, I found my job
very educational, which may sur-
prise you, considering that most
people think the only attributes
which a caddy must have are sharp
eyes, a strong back, and a weak
mind.

There are several types of golfers
that frequent the course. A caddy
begins to recognize them at sight.

The most easily recognized and
most despised is commonly known
as a “flat” These gentlemen come
bouncing into the club about seven
o'clock in the morning wearing
brown tweed knickers and char-
treuse tams. Their golf clubs look
like a relic collection from the pawn
shop. Nine times out of ten the
straps on their golf-bags are broken,
so the caddy has to carry them by
the handle.

But a caddy’s life is not always
so dull; sometimes he is blessed with
a “wise guy ” He is the fellow who
comes fully equipped with trick golf
balls, clubs, and tees, and a hearty
slap on the back which he admin-
isters freely to the caddy several
times in a round. He thinks up
clever liitle jokes like loosening the
strap on the golf-bag so that when
the caddy picks up the bag all the
clubs fall out.

On the whole I found my experi-
ence very revealing for never be-
fore did I realize the genuine need
for psychiatrists.

The Thneshold

REATHLESSLY Joentered
Meg’s driveway and raced up
the gravel path. She could hardly
wait. In another moment she would
be with her old gang. She would be
home after twelve months in Europe.

This morning she had telephone
Meg, her best friend. The conversa-
tion was mostly shrieks and giggles
because everybody in Meg’s family
wanted to use the phone too, until
Meg finally said, ‘“Come on over.
I'll round up the whole gang. We
want to hear everything.”

At the front door Jo’s fingers
reached for the doorbell and drew
back just in time. Meg had said to
come right in. Jo stepped into the
cool, dark entry hall. Through the
closed living-room doors came the
distinct babble of excited voices. No-
body, thought Jo, half giggling,
could have heard the bell anyway
over that bedlam.

UT now that the moment was
here she became a little frightened.
Had anyone changed? Maybe her
trip had set her a little apart from
them. Would she be able to fit into
the familiar pattern? Inside the liv-
ing room she could hear bits of con-
versation.

“For Pete’s sake, who hid the
sandwiches?”

“Bet the poor kid hasn’t had a
single coke since she left the good
old U.S.A

“See this cookie? I've frosted Jo's
name on it with my own talented
mitts, any anyone who dares mooch
it will get scalped.”

“Jack, help me set the table and
you, too, Ken.”

TS ALL
YOURS

This section is devoted to the

literary efforts of St. Anthony
students.

Pat Hynes

—S. Preski

OLLY! .Jo’s _heart _swelled.
Everyone of the gang had
come to welcome her home,

“Do you suppose she can really
speak French?”

“Well I don’t mind so long as she
tells us all about the latest fashjons.”

“Golly, imagine having met guys
from gay Paree and having all those
luscious clothes.”

Jo felt a pang. There weren’t any
Paris clothes. She hadn’t minded un-
til now. She brooded into the mirror;
then she laughed. How silly. She
could tell them loads of other things,
even if she hadn’t bought and could-
n’t speak about clothes. In fact, she
was practically bursting. She had
tried to remember every single
thing. She’d taken hundreds of
photographs and bought postal cards
and kept a travel diary She would
make places come alive—and people
too.

She almost forgot what home
was like, tennis . swimming
baseball. It was wonderful to have
had a European trip and to have
gone to am international school,
but it was most wonderful to be

Fatherhood, a Difficult Vocation

VOCATION is commonly
thought of as the job or busi-
ness that a youth will enter into
when he reaches maturity in order
to provide a livelihood. But more
than this a vocation can be thought
of in bigger, or general, terms. A
vocation means the way a man will
spend his life. It may be as a reli-
gious, a celibate layman, or, most
commonly, as a father.
Fatherhood is a blessed and diffi-
cult vocation. To be a good father

23 More Antonians Gain Honor Roll

Again the list of honor students
has increased, this time from 171 to
194. The sophomores hold their lead
with 57 scholars. Following close
behind are the juniors and the
freshmen who are tied for second
place. They each have 53 students
who have attained scholastic honors.
The senior honor students number
31,

SENIORS

Geraldine Antonelli, Patricia Bala, Nancy
Brennan, Phyllis Cardinali, Mary Lu Christopher,
Diana Comel, LaVYonne Corneille, Evelyn Cazar-
nota, Ethel Czopko, Deanna Dehring, Rose Marie
Denomme, Francis Dropsho, Patricia Edwards,
Andrew Fulgenzi, Janet Kaufman, Larry Kennedy,
Sally Kramer, Mary Kronner, Valaree Lockhart,
Alberta Mareski, Bernadine Morock, Eugene
Mizak, Jacqueline Olson, Marceline Pier, Cynthia
Prybys, Mary Ann Puzio, Carolyn Ruel, Edward
Ryntz, Lucille Scotti, Joyce Stevens, Carol Strong,
and John Tremonti.

JUNIORS
Melba Amicarelfi, Mary Anderson, Ruth Ault,
Patricia Badaczewski, Imelda _Bailey, Patricia
Boyle, John Calandro, Rita Costa, Doris De

Claire, Lorraine Dembski, Richard Encelewski,
Thomas Eschrich, Paul Faba, Rita Fiori, Barbara
Fisher, Phyllis Gladych, Linda Gogoleski, Carol
Golec, Loretta Gonda, John Hemmen, Angelo
Jordan, Eunice Kamieniecki, Patricia Kebbe,
Lawrence Kelly, Norman Kline, Patricia Krist,
Nancy Kuehnel, Richard Lesnau, Jeanette Moel-
ler, Lavonne Monflls, Mary Naples, William
Neirynck, Bertha Neumann, Ernest Nofz, Sharon
Piper, Janet Polselli, Phyllis Prybys, Marilyn
Schmidt, Robert Sparling, - Barbara Stawicki,
frene Sugzda, Donald Sulkowski, Geraldine Sum-
eracki, Helen Sunderlik, Elizabeth Swantek, Janet
Sylakowski, Sylvester Taube, Carol Thomas, Mary
Rose Valente, Joe Vargo, Marilyn Washo, Carl
Wetzel, and Andrea Young.

SOPHOMORES
Margaret Anderson, Lynette Bielat, Frances
Butsavich, Delphine Ches, Christina Cicillini,

Rosarie Cilluffo, Patricia Coleman, Mary Cooper-
smith, John D'Agostina, Marie DeNardo, Charles
DeVos, Donald Dopierala, Jane Endres, Diane
Fisher, Nina Fragola, Sally Gepp, Joan Gillam,
Judy Hafford, John Hechlik, Mary Alice Herron,
Donna lafrate, Louise Jagacki, Mary Jamens,
Mary Jane Jaster, Mary Kocik, Catherine Kulka,
Colette Kulka, Richard LeVans, Valerie Mack-
staller, Charlette Marschall, Mary Jane Mataway,

Marguerite Mauch, Walter Maiers, Robert Muel-
ler, Arleen Novack, John O'Trompke, Patricia
Pier, Clare Pizzimenti, Carol Pollock, Diane Pon-
tek, Bernadette Rimo, Gertrude Roehl, Helen
Squillace, Patricia Sych, Cynthia Taube, Ruth
Thiede, Donald Trappe, Nancy Tocco, Joanne

Toth, Ela’ne VYan Herreweghe, Jerry Watt, Danlel"

Wietek, Maureen Willis, Cynthia Zabkiewicz, Ted
Zahrfeld, Anne Ziebron, and Janice Zydrski.

FRESHMEN
Philip Acquaro, Carolyn Barczynski, Lucy Bar-
naba, Loretta Bidolli, Barbara Brisby, Glenn
Buege, Robert Carr, Gwendolyn Craig, Susan
Darga, Judith Denomme, Ronald DeVos, Joan
Diegel, Alice Dillon, Robert Drummond, Nancy
Glodich, Christine Golic, Beverly Gora, John
Gracki, Earl Harper, Patricia Hughes, Jacqueline
Kebbe, Lois Keena, Elizabeth Klein, Patricia Koch,
Richard Kaschmeder, George Kott, Michael Kueh-
nel, Carole Litfin, Walter Lynch, Gail Manning,
Marvin Mauch, Carol Mayleben, Judith Meyers,
Faith Minne, Hope Minne, Palma Paniccia, James
Peplaski, Kenneth Pullis, Charlotte Riggi, James
Rogers, Josephine Schmidt, Ray d Shaw, Mary
Ann Skiba, Louis Smith, Judy Snekowski, Marvin
Stibich, Peter Thiede, Harriett Trachy, Mary Ann
Vigliotti, Mildred Werner, Joseph Willcoxson,

Maxine Will's, and Judy Wiison.

it becomes necessary to make your-
self secondary in the line of im-
portance.

Sacrifices must be made continu-
ously. A child becomes a definite
and important part of his father’s
life. A child is a source of constant
worry and much grief. As he grows
and begins to meet the difficulties
of our modern age he often becomes
confused and bewildered and usual-
ly looks to his father for guidance.
The father must try to guide his
child, to lend a reassuring shoulder
upon which his offspring might find
support. This is rather ironic in
that the father usually finds himself
more confused and unsure of him-
self than his child. a

But time has a peculiar way of
making changes and soon that period
which the father has been looking
forward to has arrived. The boy
has grown to a youth and has ac-
quired a small degree of indepen-
dence. He is now mature enough to
be a companion to his father and a
comfort to his mother. But what
usually happens? When he isn’t out
with the boys, he spends the eve-
ning at his girl’'s house. He sees his
parents regularly at meal times and
before leaving for school. Then he
passes through courtship and be-
comes a parent himself,

Fatherhood is similar to an ocean
voyage. It is so easily embarked
upon (the pleasant trip through the
sheltered harbor). But the open sea
is soon reached with its rough
waters, vicious storms, occasional
calms, typhoons, and the constant
danger of a sinking ship.

./4 .S)Lorf.s)foryly Cynléia prylyd

home again.

“Honestly, do we have to drag
that old stuffed chair in here?” Gin-
ger yelled to Lew in protest.

“Natch,” came Meg’s reply. “It’ll
be nice and comfortable for Jo when
she talks to us.”

“Talk?” It was Ginger's vioce.
“About what?”

“Well Europe, of course. Jo has
things to tell us.”

“What kind of things?” demanded
Ginger.

“Why—1I suppose the ancient ruins
and the pyramids,” said Meg rather
uneasily

“And we could have gone swim-
ming!” groaned the gang. “You
didn’t get us here to listen to a lec-
ture, did you?”

The accusing voices went on and
on. Jo turned around. Rujns and
stuff. Those weren't words to de-
scribe King Arthur’s birthplace and
the memory of his glorious court
and daring knights, and Pompeii
where a whole city stood in motion
like a still of a movie camera and
that wonderful feeling of meeting
new people, teenagers like herself.

She heard Meg’s voice again, still
uncertain.

“Maybe Jo won’t talk about
things like that. She did mention
skiing and dances. The school must
have been some fun.”

) “Well I won’t listen to grisly stor-
ies about bombings and starving and
orphans. They just can’t help being
sad sacks. I won't listen, not for the
_whcle world,” asserted Ginger.

Jo stood, trying to fight back her
tears. School wasn’t like that and
hardly anyone talked about the'war.,
Even when she worked in the local
department store two years ago,
where she had the opportunity to
meet people, she had found that no
one liked to talk about those things.
Her anger was gone and now there
was bewilderment and hurt.

. Inside, the conversation was drift-
ing.

“Did vou see Mike’s new shirt?”

“I just love that divine nail polish.
Where'd you get it?”

* * =

HOSE were the old old, topics.

How could she come from Eur-
ope and talk about nail polish,
thought Jo. If only she hadn’t gone.
But she could never wish away the
trip. How did other travelers feel
when they came home? She remem-
bered her Dad and how he'd say to
her, “Oh, you don’t want to hear
that. It's too boring for someone
your age.” She remembered the boy
next door when he came home from
overseas and understood now his
shuttered, guarded comments. Well
then, she too, must be like them.

She put her memories away for
a while. She could have them
whenever she wanted to. Others
too. Maybe Meg when she came to
stay overnight. Or Fred, when
they went on a long drive together.

Then she turned around eagerly
and opened the door

“Hi, kids!” she sang, as they ran
to meet her. “What’s new?”

e Ages and Hands

It seems that at a certain age
everyone holds his hands in a cer-
tain position while in church.

When a child walks to the altar
to receive his first Holy Com-
munion, his hands and fingers are
pointed straight to heaven. How-
ever, as he reaches the early teens

_he begins to show his age and his
fingers begin to fold over.

By the time he is in his late
teens and early twenties his
energy is so used up that his arms
give way and his hands hang in
front of him. A middle-aged man,
to distinguish himself from these
Youngsters, walks up to the Com-
munion rail ereet with chest out,
stomach in, and hands drooping.

Finally as he reaches his seven-
ties and eighties a man begins to
worry about where he is going
and once again his hands and
fingers point to heaven.
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