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The Big Hoax

ID YOU EVER think of what the consequences would be, had

Christ not arisen from the dead?

First of all this man, Jesus Christ, would have pulled off per-
haps the biggest hoax in history. He had come from a small vil-
lage in Galilee, claiming to be the Son of God, and had managed
to gather twelve deluded fishermen as his followers. He had
hoodwinked thousands of people into believing him. But the
Pharisees knew him for what he was, bringing him to trial, and
subjecting him to the ignominious death he deserved.

But that isn’t the way it happened. On the third day Christ
arose in all His glory, proving His right to be called the Son of
God. The apostles’ faith in Him had been justified; His teachings
had been exempliﬁed. '

More than that, Christ’s resurrection is a message of reassur-
ance to us. Reassurance that we too shall triumph over death
and shall rise, glorified, on the last day.

In Appreciation

O FATHER POST who initiated the idea, Father Raible, the

assistant priests, the workmen, the faculty and all those re-
sponsible for the completion of the gym, the student body wishes
to say “thank you.”

Thank you in a way that will express our deep gratitude
for the time, the patience, and the hard work which was put
into making this project a complete success.

The feeling of having been the first to witness “a dream

come true” will remain with us a long time.

Future use of the gym will prove beyond words how much
it really means, but again we say ‘“Thank You.”
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The Negro in a White World

By Joan Conway

@ In the past few weeks the Uni-
versity of Alabama has been in a
bedlam for the students are pro-
testing against the entrance of
Autherine Lucy, a Negro, into
the University.

@ Several months ago a Negro
boy was found murdered and the
white men who killed him — at
least circumstantial evidence
points to this—were set free.

@ A group of Louisiana’s white
Roman Catholics revolted last
year against the idea of mixing
with Negro Roman Catholics. At
Jesuit Bend they sent away their
new priest because he was a
Negro.

@ In New Orleans the Blue Jay
Parents Club of Jesuit High
School recently initiated a re-
solution denouncing desegrega-
tion: “Because Negro boys, taken
as a group, are not as advanced
educationally and because of the
disparity that exists between the
races in the area of health, moral-
ity, and culture.”

Why is it that the white popu-
lation of the United States con-
demn Negroes? Of course, the
majority of them say Negroes are

SAH Views

Coeducation

Which do you consider better—
coeducation or separate schools?

This question was recently
asked of a number of students and
faculty members.

Here are some of their answers:

Faith Minne, 120, said: “I think
coeducation schools are. They
provide for the education of get-
ting along with all people re-
gardless of sex. ‘A" better educa-
tion may be  obtained from a
separate school but in the social
aspect coeducational schools are
better.”

“I think coeducational are bet-
ter. There, every boy and girl
can learn to live with each other
as we all must. - Besides, there is
no difference in education at a
separate or acgeducational
school.” This was the opinion of
Bernadette Rizzo, 116.

From a boy’s point of view
George Eder, 214, surveyed the
situation. “Coeducational schools
are better. " The reasons are
simple. There are usually less
social activities at separate
schools because of the student
body. For example, a dance
held at a separate school is
usually boring because the
group doesn’t know each other—
but at a coeducational school
the boys know the boys, the
girls know the girls, and they
both know each other.”

Ray Shaw, 119, replied, “I think
that separate schools are better
in the sense that a better educa-
tion may be acquired except in
the social aspect.”

Sister M. Bettina also had a
definite opinion on the matter:
“I’ve heard the principal of Ann
Arbor High School say that push-
ing the problem- of becoming at
ease with the opposite sex out of
school only makes it harder for
the individual to solve.

“Too, people have told me
that Father Steiner, U. of D.
president, recommends coedu-
cational schools, also because of
their social advantages.

“It seems to me that some
separate schools produce better
students but I'm not sure that
that isn’t because they are high-
tuition schools and consequently
get boys or girls from very well-
educated families.”

equals but still they consider- it
below their dignity to really asso-
ciate with them. We are taught
in school to always treat them as
we would our white neighbors,
yet people persecute you for it if
you call a Negro a friend.

The Negroes have proven to
us what they can do. They have
surpassed us in the field of
music and they can do more
and better construction work
than 'we.

If, as some say, there are some
crude negroes, whose fault is
that? It is ours. When we freed
them from slavery and they came
to live in the North they were

Demeocrats vs. Republicans

forced to live in the oldest parts
of the cities — already deterior-
ating—and yet we accuse them of
not keeping up their property.
How can we expect peace in
the world when we don’t have
peace in our homeland? Our
enemies have a most effective
weapon in their hands in the
form of the two races. Desegre-
gation must come about event-
ually whether we. like to admit
it or not.

Before we try to clean up the
mess in the world and promote
“peace and good will among men
and nations” we must first do.it
amongst ourselves.

Is Ike’s Choice Best?

Should Ike be running again? This is one of the most con-

troversial questions today.

Democrats Say:

“Do you want a part-time presi-
dent?” ask the Democrats. If Ike
wins, he will have to take it easy.
Even before his recent illness, Ike
was returning from, or leaving
for, a vacation every other time
we read about him.

“Certainly if the presidency is
s0 repulsive to him that he must
continuously take vacations, he
should not run,” says Walter
Winchell.

On the other hand, where are

the Republicans without Tke?
Apart from Mr. Eisenhower’s
personal triumph, the Republi-
can Party has received a ma-
jority vote only once in the past
twenty-four years—that was in
1946, at what some call the ebb
of the Truman administration.
Even in 1952 the Republican
Party could not win a majority
vote for Congress.

So you see, evidently the vote
in ’52 was not so much for the
party as for the man.

The withdrawal of President
Eisenhower would mean: that a
defeated Republican Party would
almost certainly find itself in the
grip of the most conservative
forces in the party, the effect of
which would be to rob it of near-
ly all the unifying leadership of
Ike and thus consign it to another
long period in political wilderness.

Also that such a consequence
would mean disaster for the
whole Republican Party, under-
mining the health of the two-
party system-—which is at the
heart of our way of government.

The Eisenhower administration
has accomplished a great deal in
three years. It passed several bad-
ly needed laws and has done, or
tried to do, a big job on desegre-
gation.

Republicans Think

The Republican answer to that
well-known question, “Should Ike
run again?” involves many issues.

To name the two main ones, his
health and what he has accom-
plished in this term.

Let’s have a look at his health.
Franklin D. Roosevelt was in
poorer health when he ran for
his third term than Ike is now
or ever has been.

The other important factor is
his accomplishments. Thanks to

Ike, the luxury tax was reduced
from 20 per cent to 10 per cent.
His administration is the one that
granted the extra month to figure
out the income tax.

Eisenhower’s personality is
one thing VERY much in his
favor. He is well-liked by all
nations. This is proven by the
fact that Ike was called out of
retirement to lead the United
Nations armed forces. This will
promote international harmony.

All facts considered, the Re-
publican Party is “sittin’ pretty”
if Tke wins.

EDUCATION - what you get
when you live with teen-agers.

IF GOOD THINGS come in small
packages, some took home
pretty big report cards.

ONE OF LIFE’S simpler problems
is finding students who = will
‘mind -your own business.

MANY A TEACHER can’t get by
without looking at the “bored.”
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Detroit, City of Motion

éy J(ennefA mié.u'?

WHEN I think of Detroit I see it in a series of pictures——moving
pictures; I see cargo ships and freighters parading the Detroit
River; billowing smokestacks from the giant automobile factories; a

CK)MJ Swand

by Ann Marie Piche

Gliding like swans
On a crystal lake
Clouds enhance
The heavenly pool.

When piled high

Like a mound of snow
Thsy secrete

An awesome beauty.

But when shfouded
together

In the fury of a storm
They project
A silent terror.

magnificent modern downtown
waterfront; skyscrapers touching
the blue heavens; historic reli-
gious shrines mingled in with a
famous sports stadium; steel
cables glittering in the sunlight
from the Ambassador Bridge; a
jigsaw puzzle of super express-
ways and a maze of ingenious
underpasses; a metropolis of mix-
ed peoples, varied emotions, and
many smiles.

Detroit—a melting pot of indus-
try as well as peoples, where the
color in a handshake is of little
importance.

Detroit is a carnival in any sea-
son; warm sandy beaches fill care-
free summer days for its fast
moving fast living people, while
winter ‘in its garment of snow
provides happy hours of ice skat-
ing, tobogganing and any other
winter sport for these people
who make their home in the
motor capitol and the heart of
the circulating America we live in
today.

/4 @J% %/é/éﬂ oo by Lynotte Biolut

T WAS the day after New

Year’s, 1956. It had been snow-
ing that night, and all morning.
The ground was white, and it was
still snowing.

Everyone was in that “day
after” mood. Memories of the
holidays lingered—movies, decor-
ating the trees, bowling, Midnight
Mass, visiting, even the farewells.
It was over, but half the fun of a
good time is remembering it.
That was a day of remembering,
dreaming.

Arleen and I had made plans
to exchange our Christmas gifts
at Sharon’s house. We walked
there, about a mile away, and in

the snow, we felt very old and

very young. It’s a funny feeling,
but I think I like it. We ex-
changed the latest, the not-so-
latest, and re-hashed the old
standards.

E WERENT very long at

Sharon’s. The walk home T'll
never forget. The snow had al-
most stopped falling, but not
quite. It was just beginning to
get dark, and people were turning
on their Christmas lights. One

Dhoind on, Clmervear . . . by Aue Zidron

NDECISIVELY, the slight figure of a girl
stood gazing at the vast campus with its
traditional magnificence and beauty.

“This is the most exciting part of being in
America,” thought Kay as she looked over the
ivy-clad buildings, until she came to the Ad-
ministration Building. “Going to Milston Aca-
demy for Girls seems just too wonderful for
words,” she repeated to herself, climbing up
the huge, stone steps and pushing the heavy
door.

She entered the outer office and seated her-
self in a comfortable chair. Seeing a few other
girls, Kay tried to make friends with threm. But
they merely smiled rather dubiously and turned
away. So she remained silent and waited her
turn to see the registrar.

Beyond the door was a large office whose
walls were lined with books. In the center
of the room was an old oak desk at which
Miss Clark sat.

She was a middle-aged- woman with a look
of distinction. Her limpid eyes smiled cheer-

~ fully as she said, “Good afternoon, Katherine
Gaulavich. Welcome to Milston.”

“Good afternoon, Miss Clark. I'm certainly
glad to be here.”

The registrar gave her a list of directions
and requirements and told her to report to
her respective room. Kay said a pleasant good
day to her and hastened to the dormitory.

Coming into the massive living room, she
heard the noisy chattering of clusters of girls
exchanging the latest gossip in every avail-
able corner. )

“Did you get a load of that new one?”
smiled one. :

“I heard she’s from some foreign country,”
remarked another.

“And that little punk is only fourteen years
o0ld,” said a third, as if it were utterly fantastic
that someone two years younger could be in the
same grade as they.

“You’d better turn down the volume,”
spoke the first again, “here comes none other
than Miss Ugly Duckling.”

Upon hearing this, Kay ascended the stairs
hurriedly, for she knew quite well that her
presence among the others was quite undesir-
able.

NCE in the room, she closed the door gently
O and leaned her heard upon it. Her eyes
became glossy, until the tears streamed steadily
upon her cheeks. Then, walking slowly toward
the mirror, she looked at her one-hundred-two-
pound figure barely exceeding five feet. Her
blond hair was in braids—not like the casual
hairdos the others had. Her creamy complexion
was clean from any make-up, and her clothes
were by no means as smart-looking as the fab-
ulous wardrobes of the others.

Feeling half frustrated and half sorry for
herself, Kay fell across the bed and burst into
tears. She wept until her weeping brought upon
her deep slumber. :

It wasn’t until the next morning, when
she awoke, that she felt the thrilled feeling
again when she realized that this was the
big day.

The first day of school brought a combi-
nation of excitement and confusion. There were
so many things to be done that Kay was kept
very busy for several weeks later. But the
newness gradually wore off, and classes, meals,
and recreation became a regular schedule.

Time went by quickly, and by then Kay be-
came more accustomed to the life of an Ameri-

can teen-ager. She was beginning to act just

like the rest of the girls. Even a few of the:’

students became Kay’s friends, but the majority
still had the same grudge against her.

Alone in her room, Kay watched the gentle
wind blowing the rustling, autumn leaves. After

today’s classes came a holiday weekend. Her

mind became filled with the thoughts of all
the things she would do for the next three days.
But her daydreaming was interrupted by the
bell which signified that it was school time
again. So off she went to her English class.

Kay felt particularly uneasy today, be-
cause the assignment was a short speech, and
she still lacked the ability to speak the lang-
uage very well,

One by one, the others gave their fine
speeches, till finally, she was the only one re-
maining. Kay arose slowly and, as she took
her place at the rostrum, she heard a few
whispers from her audience of critics. Then,
she began,

FEW MONTHS ago, I had the fortune

of coming to the United States. In the
short time that I have been here, I have gone
to many places of historical value, and learned
new and interesting things.

“Here, I have liberties of all sorts which I'd
been deprived of in my former country. I have
the opportunity to attend what 1 consider the
best school there is.

Among the many things for which I am
so grateful, one is the most outstanding. This
is the fact that I will become an, American
citizen, just like the rest of you. For these
reasons, I most humbly and sincerely say,
‘Thank you, America.’”

The class was in complete silence. Kay look-
ed upon the sympathetic faces of her fellow
classmates, who felt very much ashamed of
themselves. The hush was ended by the bell
ending class. When leaving, she heard, “Kay,
won’t you join us?” - . ‘

As Kay walked over to the group, she bit
her lip to keep the tears from rolling down
her cheeks—this time, happy tears.

house had a miniature church on
the lawn, with all the villagers
coming to see the Christ-child.

Then the silly-bug bit us. We
rolled a snowball along the side-
walk to see how big we could get
it. When it got too big, we rolled
it up into someone’s front lawn
and built a snowman out of it.
Just as I was giving it the finish-
ing touches, Arleen called,
“Lynne, here come the people!’
We ran away! i

As You Like

OU WILL GET out of life
what you put into it.

Perhaps I am not suited to
state my opinion, or even to take
a stand on this subject, for lack
of experience. 1 am arguing
against some who have lived
many more years than I, others
who have had many more bitter
experiences and in general have
seen much more of the subject
than I

With all due respect to their
years and wisdom, I fear that
those very years that have given
them the knowledge upon which

A Thought

by Harriett Trachy

A thought is a beam of
light on a sea of dark-
ness.

It comes rolling over the
waves to the lost ship

Tossed about by the wind.

It makes everything
Once so dark and hopeless
Suddenly bright and clear.

../4 /.?reeze

by John Gracki

A breeze is like

A good idea,

Which in coming
Refreshes the mind
To a point of comfort
Seldom reached.

The mind is a palm tree

Swayed by the breeze of an
idea

First one way,

Then the other,

Depending on its source.

HERE IS a park on the cor-

ner of Schoenner and State
Fair. It was a sheet of white.
We wrote our names on the
sheet. Even though it was only
snow, we felt as if we had left
something, permanent — a re-
membrance of the day.

I can’t say that there is a moral
to the story. There isn’t. We came
home tired and a little cold. The
day was over. So was vacation,
and it was still snowing.

It
Ay o[)yneffe /.?ie/al'

they base their claims have twist-
ed their viewpoints, as the onset
of years might twist mine.

But not all of those who differ
with me are older than I am.
Some are teenagers who aren’t
as popular or pretty as someone
else. Others are tired of the bore-
dom of a work-a-day world. Still
more either imagine or realize
that life has passed them by. At
any rate, they wonder if life is
worth the effort of living—for all
the disappointments it holds.

I beg to differ with them.

No one was asked whether or
not he would accept the gift of
life. And whether it be a gift or
a burden depends entirely on our
attitude toward it.- And since we
have no choice but to take the
gift, and since the stakes are so
very high, we cannot try to evade
the ‘issue, or even be pessimistic
about it.

First and foremost, life is a
chance for God. He alone is
and ought to be a reason for
living our fullest and best. It is
a test, but we are given the
grace to vass. All we need do
is accept it.

The world might be a battle-
ground, and might seem unjust in
its rewards, but in reality it is
just. The more you give to the
world, the more you get from
living. People —many of whom
are nice for the sake of being
nice; places—God expressing
Himself behind a screen of nature;
things and happenings—the spice
of life; all make it much more
pleasant.

It’s a challenge that we must
meet, and anyone with any
spirit enjoys a struggle. It can
be a struggle that will cost us
much of what we have and
want, but what value do we
place upon something that
costs us little?

In conclusion, I will say again
that life is what we make it—
or how we take it. And the sooner
we accept that fact, the sooner
life will be what we want it to be.
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