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Stated  S tudents  
Hear Piatigorsky 
At Dell Concert 
Music Students Enjoy Bach, 

Haydn, Beethoven and Saint-
Saens In Impressive Program; 
Metropolous Conducts 

Friday evening, June 23, marked 
the end of the first week of summer 
concerts at the Robin Hood Dell in 
Philadelphia. The program for this-
climatic evening starred Gregor Piati
gorsky, cellist, as soloist with the 
Philadelphia Orchestra, Dimitri Me
tropolous conducting. 

The program opened with Mr. Me
tropolous leading the orchestra in the 
playing of Bach's Toccata and Fugue 
in C major. Throughout the entire 
program he conducted without score. 
The performing of this composition 
was well done and was an excellent 
appetizer for what was to follow, 
namely Mr. Piatigorsky playing the 
Haydn Cello Concerto in D major with 
a small picked orchestra. This selec
tion left one a bit breathless at the 
soloist's amazing technique and his 
great agility in the upper parts of the 
A string (all strings for that matter) 
was to be noted, as was his command 
of bowing technique. In spite of un
favorable weather conditions, his in
tonation was excellent and he played 
with great feeling. 
M a s s i v e  C e l l i s t  

To add a personal touch, Piatigor
sky is a tall, giant of a man, with the 
build of a star half-back of the Notre 
Dame variety. He makes a very im
pressive sight striding on and off the 
stage with his cello stretched out in 
front of him like an oversize violin. 

Following the intermission, the full 
orchestra was again heard in Beet
hoven's First Symphony. This sym
phonic favorite was very well played 
and although a trifle stereotyped, it 
seeming as though the players were 
playing learned, practiced dynamics in 
several places instead of reaching a 
climax with naturalness and inward 
feeling of the music, it was very pleas
ing. 
S t o r m  W a i t s  T i l l  F i n a l e  

Mr. Piatigorsky was then heard 
again, this time in the famous and 
lovely Saint-Saens concerto for cello 
and orchestra in A minor. Unfor
tunately, a storm arose and only the 
first movement was completed and the 
second was started. However, the 
parts heard were excellently played 
and it was with regret that the audi
ence and finally the orchestra ran for 
cover. 

Those of us who attended the con
cert enjoyed it tremendously and it is 
to he hoped that future trips may be 
planned so that those interested may 
have the opportunity to attend. 

Lanning School 
Here For Camp 

From July 5 to August 15 the col
lege will conduct a day camp on cam-
Pus under the direction of Dr. George 
W. Donaldson. Children from the 
Lanning Demonstration School will be 
enrolled in the camp. Two of the in
structors will be Mrs. Roy Van Ness 
(Janice Terhune of the Class of 
August, 1943) and Anna Hill, January, 
1944. 

While in college Mrs. Van Ness was 
chairman of the Social Board, presi
dent of the Modern Dance Group, and 
a member of Philomathean Sigma So
nority. Miss Hill, also a member of 
Philomathean Sigma, was Student Life 
chairman, and member of the Student 
Executive Board. Mrs. Van Ness and 
Miss Hill will live on campus during 
me time that the day camp is here. 

Gilbert Cant will speak in Kendall 
on Tuesday, July 11. Being a news
paperman, he will talk about his own 
element in "What's Behind the Head
lines." Mr. Cant, war editor of The 
New York Post, was born in London 
in 1909. Educated mostly at private 
and semi-private schools, he put for
mal education behind him in 1926 
partly out of necessity (he had to help 
support a widowed mother) and partly 
because he felt knowledge was more 
important. 

His first job was a cub reporter on 
The Yorkshire Post, Leeds. After 
eighteen months of this, he became 
a sub-editor—the equivalent of a copy 
reader. In January, 1929, he went to 
Belfast, North Ireland, as Parliament 
and court reporter on The Northern 
Whig, but, as he puts . it, "I imme
diately got an offer to go to Bermuda 
and spent my entire three months in 
Belfast arranging to leave the place." 

M a k e s  E d i t i n g  C a r e e r  
In Bermuda Cant was assistant edi

tor and parliamentary reporter of the 
colony's only daily paper, and acting 
editor for three months during that 
first year. 

But Bermuda is a small place and 
a confining one when a career is in 
the making, so in the summer of 1930 
Cant came to New York. His first 
work here was publicity for the 
Columbia Broadcasting System . . . 
with emphasis on international broad
casts. From 1934 to 1937 he was New 
York correspondent for the London 
Evening Standard and assistant cor
respondent for the Daily Express of 
London. 

C a m e  to N e w  York 
It was in March, 1937, that Cant 

joined the staff of the New York Post 
as special feature writer, and he's been 
with that newspaper ever since. He 
switched to the war desk on the day 
the Nazis violated Poland and has 
been war editor for the past few years. 

From May to September, 1943, he 
was on a tour of duty in the Pacific, 
[Continued on Page 3] 

GYM SWIMMING POOL 
OPEN THIS SUMMER 

The swimming pool in the gymna
sium will be open for everyone this 
summer each Monday and Thursday 
afternoon the seventh period. 

On Tuesday and Wednesday after
noons if the weather is hot enough 
there will be a sign in the community 
room for people to sign up. If there 
are enough signatures by noon the 
pool will be open that afternoon. 

"Reporting on the Home Front" is 
the title of William A. Lydgate's lec
ture in Kendall, Tuesday, July 18. 

Of all the issues before the Ameri
can public today, the question of 
United States participation in an or
ganization to keep the peace is the 
one about which John Q. Public is 
most decided, says William A. Lyd-
gate, editor of the Gallup Poll of the 
American Institute of Public Opinion. 

Mr. Lydgate has charge of formu
lating the questions On which the 
Poll's 1,100 interviews throughout the 
country collect the views of persons 
in all walks of life. He also edits 
this vast commentary and interprets 
its significance in regular bulletins 
sent out to the 125 newspapers which 
subscribe to this service. 
C o n g r e s s  U s e  o f  P o l l  

In the five years since the founding 
of the American Institute of Public 
Opinion, Mr. Lydgate has had the edi
torial direction of the soundings taken 
on literally every question of conse
quence, economic and social, as well 
as political, confronting the American 
people. The reports are not only 
quoted widely in the press but are 
also more frequently quoted in Con
gressional debates than any other 
single source of information on public 
sentiment. 

William Lydgate was born in Ha
waii, the son of a Congregationalist 
minister. He was educated at private 
schools in the Islands, at the Univer
sity of Hawaii and at Yale University. 
At the latter, he edited "The Yale 
Daily News" and was a member of 
the Alpha Delta Phi and Skull and 
Bones. 

His first job was as analyst for a 
firm of efficiency experts specializing 
in reorganizing newspapers. He then 
became associated with "Fortune 
Magazine" and, after a year with 
"Fortune," was transferred to "Time" 
as a special writer on national affairs 
and finance. 

Miss Gaver Discloses 
Children's Exhibit 

A selection of the best designed new 
children's books, selected by a jury of 
experts in children's literature will be 
loaned by the Institute of Graphic Arts 
of New York to our library. It will be 
of special interest to those taking Dr. 
Kuhn's children's literature course. 

There is another exhibit of outstand
ing books in the field of science for 
children. They were first prepared 
for the New Jersey State Museum by 
Dr. Carroll Lane Fenton of Rutgers. 
The collection has been borrowed 
from the State Museum. 

Campers Return 
From Adventure 
Ten State Representatives Live At 

National Camp In Northern 
New Jersey 

Saturday morning, June 17, eight 
students and two members of the fac
ulty set out for a ten day's camping 
trip at National Camp in Sussex, New 
Jersey. And in spite of almost con
stant rain during the first few days, 
letters and cards that kept coming 
back from the campers seem to indi
cate that they were having a wonder
ful time. 

The camp is located on Lake Mashi-
pacong in Sussex County. During the 
summer months it offers a six weeks 
course in camping education, for 
which two points of college credit is 
given. 

The Camping Education Institute 
which STC students and faculty were 
attending lasts for ten days and is 
attended also by students and faculty 
of five other New Jersey State Teach
ers Colleges, and Panzer. Dr. Lloyd 
B. Sharp, director of the camp, is also 
the director of Life Camps, Inc., which 
is sponsored by Life and Time Maga
zines, for the benefit of New York 
City children who would otherwise not 
have the opportunity for such camp
ing experience. Most of the teaching 
at National Camp is done by Dr. Wil
liam Vinal, better known as "Capt. 
Bill," who is Professor of Nature Edu
cation at Massachusetts State College. 
These leaders believe that camping 
education should be made a part of 
the regular school curriculum, and 
that learning to live together in the 
out-of-doors, with time to study and 
think things out is a vital experience 
in this business of living. 

The thirty to forty campers live in 
tepees, sleds, or the covered wagon; 
gather at the Wanagan for meals 
which are prepared by a competent 
dietician, or in some instances they 
cook their own food. Books are to 
be found at the "Single Tree;" and 
the "Double Tree" houses the admin
istrative workings. 

It is interesting to note that there 
are no rigid schedules for these camp
ers to observe. There are no rising 
bells and no signals for lights to go 
out! Breakfast is usually eaten, how
ever, at 7:15 and for the early birds 
who like to go on bird hikes with 
Capt. Bill the hour is 6:00. 

Other activities included swimming, 
map trailing, cross country trailing, a 
trip to a deserted farm of revolu
tionary times, stump scouting or dis
covering the history of trees, a bog 
trip, chopping wood, and going on 
"vagabonds," which sound like over 
night hikes to us, but we understand 
that to be perfectly accurate you don't 
really hike all night. 

Those students who attended from 
[Continued on Page 4] 

Tn memoriatti 
The college has been saddened 

by the death of Ensign Dean Van-
derpool, U. S. N. R. He was 
killed June 26. 

Dean's gold star is the second 
to appear on State's service flag. 
A math-science major, he grad
uated in 1942. Enlisting in the 
Navy a few months later, he 
graduated as Ensign from the 
Annapolis Midshipman School. 
He was stationed in Washington 
and was to be assigned to the 
U. S. S. Casablanca. 

We who remember Dean know 
his friendly manner, his tall 
figure always confident and 
poised, yet relaxed. He was a 
willing worker, and State is justly 
proud of her son who died in the 
service of his country. 

Short Story, Poem 
Carry Off Honors 
In Writing Contest 
"Return" and "Dark Revelation" 

Are Best In Their Divisions 

The judges take pleasure in an
nouncing the awards of the Signal's 
Literary Contest. Because of the 
character and type of work done, the 
judges felt it wise to distinguish be
tween prose and poetry. Therefore 
equal honors were awarded to leading 
contestants in each field. 

In the prose division, Lynne Burdge 
leads off with a clever short story en
titled "Return." This story is written 
with a clarity and sincerity that leaves 
the reader with a real appreciation 
for Lynne's mastery of the pen. 

G o o d  P o e t r y  R e s p o n s e  
The first prize for poetry goes to 

Georgia Lee Strong for one of the 
finest pieces of thinking your editors 
have seen come out of this college 
for some time. Georgia sings of the 
history, the hopes, the fears and the 
spirit of the Negro people in our coun
try. She weaves into her poem a 
rhythm and a thrill of words which 
carried her poem far in advance of 
any other entry. 

W i n n e r s  I n  T h i s  I s s u e  
These two, "Dark Revelation" and 

"Return," are printed in this issue. 
Honorable mention goes to Peggy 
Dowdell for her short story, "I Take 
Thee, John," and to Janet Race for 
a beautiful poem entitled "Hands." 

We think you'll be quite impressed 
by this short story of Lynne's. It has 
a tinge of O. Henry which we're sure 
you'll like. Can't tell you more, but 
find out for yourself. Here it is: 

"RETURN" 
By LYNNE BURDGE. 

They got there when the doors 
opened, the tall man and the lame boy. 
They were afraid they wouldn't get 
seats, so they'd left the house a full 
hour early. Walter Ortner had come 
to the Crestborn Revues to see his 
wife dance, and he'd brought along 
their son Jerry, so that he could see 
his mother perform for the first time 
before a crowd of important people 
• . . people who could do a lot for her 
if they only would. These people 
didn't know how Jerry's mother could 
dance. They didn't know the routines 
she could do between the stove and 
the sink, the front door and the pan
try. . . . Even Jerry's baby carriage 
had been wheeled by dancing feet. 
Yes, he knew how wonderful his 
mother could be, but these people 
didn't and tonight she was going to 
show them. 

"Pop," he whispered to the carefully 
dressed man at his side. "Why don't 
we go up front like them people that 
just came in? We could see Mom lots 
better! Maybe we could even wave 
at her!" 

"No, we better stay here son," an
swered his father. "Those are re
served seats . . . they're for people 
with more money than we've got." 

The boy seemed satisfied. ... It was 
an answer he'd learned to under
stand. And as the people began to 
drift in one by one they caught his 
attention. They came in twos and 
threes and fours. And every now and 
then a whole crowd would come in 
together. They couldn't all be from 
the same family . . . they must have 
shared the ride, instead of coming on 
the bus as Jerry and his father had 
done. He noticed that the people who 
sat down front in the "reserved" seats 
were mostly real big or real little 
but somehow they all managed to look 
[Continued on Page 3] 

Gilbert Cant William A. Lydgate 

News Editor and Gallup Poll Editor 
Speak In Kendall In Next Assemblies 
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nFree as the A ir" 
The Greeks have a word for it, "Free as the 

air;" but how free is the air when its filled 
with cigarette smoke? We do not consider 
this the place or time to discuss smoking in 
all of its various aspects and they are various. 
We are not immediately prepared to give a 
scientific treatise concerning bodily harm. In 
fact we are not even going to quote you the 
line which tells us that our bodies, temples 
that they are, should be kept clean. 

But today since this page seems to be dedi
cated to the rights of others we thought it 
would be interesting to air this subject and 
we do mean air. 

It isn't too pleasant to walk into a room 
filled with smoke—it requires a road map to 
get around, the only difficulty being that the 
air is too blue to read by. Perhaps the smoke 
does give a nice mystic quality to the atmos
phere but we'd rather that we could think in 
the atmosphere. 

There are those who claim that smoking is 
a personal matter—that may or may not be; 
but this fact remains: blowing smoke around 
until others cough, choke, cry and stumble, 
ceases to make this a personal question. 

Let's breathe in oxygen for a change—let's, 
like the Greeks, "Keep our air free." 

Home Like This? 
Yes, it is true, there is no place like home 

and regardless of who we are few of us would 
rather be here than home. Yet as long as we 
are here this school, these dormitories act as a 
second home to us. Traveling around the dor
mitories one finds many things that makes one 
wonder just what home must be like to some 
people. Did you ever go down into the laundry 
to wash and be sickened by the sight of an 
ugly ring in every tub? Or were you the careless 
one who left the ring there? Have you ever 
had your nice summer dresses stained by a 
spotted ironing board cover? Or were you 
the one who dirtied it? Did you walk into the 
drying room only to find your clean clothes 
scattered on the floor like so many rugs, or 
were you the careless person who threw them 
there? 

Then there are the maid's closets which seem 
endlessly filled with dirty dishes and stinking 
ash trays. Are you in the habit of piling dirty 
dishes up and letting them set? Or didn't you 
ever stop to think that the same rules of 
orderliness and cleanliness that are recognized 
at home by the family hold here at school and 
perhaps even more so because more people are 
involved and we have to be considerate of 
others—families make allowances but others 
often are not able to. 

So, people, let us think fwice; pick up after 
yourself, clean up your own dirt, it does won
derful work for your muscles. Be a little more 
considerate of others. Yes, we are one big 
family up here, but 500 of us and so each of 
us must learn to think. 

A good rule to measure by is the one we all 
learn about in education class, "If it's right for 
all 500 to do then it's right for me." 

Guilty Or Not Guilty 
Very often the complaint is made that Ameri

cans are the most inattentive of all audiences. 
To challenge such a statement is the purpose 
of this article. 

For sake of an example the Tuesday morning 
Kendall Hall assemblages will be taken as 
typical of American audiences. There is this 
difference, however, between Kendall congre
gations and others: compulsion. 

However, as one looks over the students— 
college students!—gathered before more or less 
renowned speakers one sees the following: 
books open and pages being slyly turned; 
combs sneakingly being run through hair; let
ters being underhandedly written; heads nod
ding, eyes shutting most ungraciously; hands 
obviously covering annoying conversations; 
and curly locks most unbecomingly decbrating 
the backs of seats where no adornment is 
more attractive. Have you noticed? Or have 
you been too busy being guilty of one or an
other of the atrocities mentioned? 
-A few issues ago an article was written on 

the second page of the "Signal" pleading for 
a good calibre of assembly speakers. It is 
hoped that this plea may he heard. But need
less to say, one must realize that all public 
speakers or lecturers are not of the type one 
would care to listen to for more than fifteen 
minute periods. But the fact remains that if 
Americans are going to listen to sundry sorts 
of speakers they are going to have to learn to 
receive them—that is if the name "American" 
means anything to them. 

The question may be justifiably posed, "If 
this is so, why is it so?" Perhaps it is because 
Americans feel superior to those who appear 
to address them—hardly; perhaps it is be
cause Americans are too busy to take the time 
to do the "little things" and so make use of 
lecture periods—unlikely; perhaps it is be
cause Americans don't wish to enlightened: 
doubtful—perhaps it is because Americans are 
just naturally unschooled and impolitic—prob
ably not. Well, why? Perhaps it all can he 
traced back to the type of people Americans 
come from. Through the years of our history 
Americans have taken it upon themselves to 
show their feelings, negatively or positively un
daunted by consequences. Practice has made 
Americans prone to show their attitudes re
gardless whether or not breeding and common 
courtesies suffer. 

A debatable excuse for an almost unpardon
able sin. But it is anticipated that a little 
self analysis shall be made so that the habit 
shall be formed and in a few years the state
ment in question may be changed to "Ameri
cans are the most severe and challenging but 
polite audiences." 

Courage and Faith 
In Minneapolis, Minnesota, is a school for 

crippled children. To it come children from 
kindergarten through eighth grade who are 
spastic cases, victims of infantile paralysis, 
congenital malformation or crippled through 
accidents. 

In this school is an orchestra whose players 
come to rehearsal in wheel chairs, or on 
crutches. Some are leaning on canes, some 
are in casts, others wearing heavy braces, all 
helping each other slowly up an inclined ramp, 
since stairs offer an unsurmountable obstacle. 

The orchestra is assembled. A spastic case 
whose muscular twitchings almost never cease 
is learning to play a snare drum and proudly 
tells me he has advanced to where he can 
control twenty drum strokes in regular rhythm. 
The director is vastly pleased and the nurse 
explains that the therapeutic result of his 
musical training has been far greater than 
that achieved through medical procedure. 

A quartet of children from seven to ten, vic
tims of poliomylitis, in wheel chairs, were 
learning the French horn—a difficult instrument, 
and played several compositions at sight. The 
result was musical, artistic and the tone beau
tiful. This accomplishment involving transpo
sition as well as playing at sight would have 
done credit to a high school group. When one 
considered that these children were none over 
ten years old, the result was almost incredible. 

The director explained that through music 
they hoped to give every child an opportunity 
for self-expression which would enable him to 
take his place in any social group, at home or 
elsewhere. 

To this school there came one day a girl 
of seven, badly tongue-tied, with deformed feet 
and legs, a malformed left hand and only a 
stump for a right hand. Her mother had died 
and her father deserted her. Could the out
look be blacker? She haunted the rehearsal 
room, her eyes mutely beseeching the director. 
After several days she breathlessly asked the 
director if she couldn't play too. The director 
told me he had to turn aside quickly, lest she 
see the despair in his eyes. How could she 
play anything? He gave her an evasive an
swer, wondering what he could tell her. Her 
face haunted him and he determined something 
should be done. 

Interesting others in her, a surgeon operated, 
straightening the legs and twisted feet. An 

, in strument company made a special trombone 
for her. A surgical house fitted the stump of 
a right arm with a hook which would manipu
late the slide of a trombone. 

The child was in heaven and appeared ex
ceedingly anxious during her lesson period, 
continually glancing at the clock. One day the 
director asked her why she was so anxious 
about the time. She replied she was terribly 
afraid her time would be up before she accom
plished what she wanted to. 

Her progress was rapid but the tongue could 
not function properly. Again a kindly surgeon 
remedied the difficulty and as her director car
ried her from the hospital she wept because 
she could not have her lesson that day. 

This same child learned to write, to sew and 
in all ways kept up and even surpassed non-
handicapped children in her work. 

When she was fifteen I had the indescribable 
privilege of seeing her walk onto a stage and 
with perfect self-possession and charming man
ner play her trombone as beautifully and ar
tistically as many a professional. What in
domitable courage—asking no odds, only a 
chance. 

Without such a teacher as she had had, 
whose vision, patience, skill and understanding 
never faltered, how different the world might 
have been for her. I felt very humble. 

CAROL M. PITTS. 

SIGNALITE 
Mr. Rounds isn't the only one with relatives. 

The editors just discovered that they are third 
cousins to Betty Grable's mailman. 

* * * 

P i e r r e  w a s  r e a l l y  e a s y  o n  t h e  e y e s .  
S o r t  o f  a  C h a r l e s  B o y e r  w i t h  h a i r .  

• * * 

Frankly, we hope he gets run over before 
he has a chance to run grandpa a close second. 

* * * 
H e r e ' s  a n o t h e r  l i t t l e  g e m  t h a t  a r r i v e d  

t o o  l a t e  f o r  t h e  c o n t e s t :  
O  m a n ,  
O ,  m a n  a b o v e  m e n ,  
H u r t l i n g  l i k e  a  c o m e t ,  s p i n n i n g ,  
L i k e  a  t o p ,  
Y o u  n e v e r  k n e w  
T h a t  j u m p i n g  f r o m  a  t e n t h  s t o r y  w i n 

d o w  
C o u l d  b e  l i k e  t h i s .  
O h  j o y ,  
O h  r a p t u r e ,  
T H U D .  

( G o l d e n  H o r n )  
* * * 

With the pool open to Lanning School we 
may get a chance to get even with some of 
those little cherubs that raised h during 
practice teaching. 

* * • 

Q u e s t i o n :  H o w  l o n g  w o u l d  i t  t a k e  a  
s e v e n t h  g r a d e r  t o  b e c o m e  " i n t e g r a t e d "  
a t  t h e  n i n e  f o o t  e n d .  

* * • 

Happy Independence Day. 

What Price Democracy? 
We are apt to become, in time, somewhat 

inured to the horrors that exist as we im
merse ourselves in our daily tasks—perhaps 
mercifully so. But, in the -midst of this hola-
caust of blood and toil, we must not let our
selves forget the aims for which we have 
worked so long. 

Why are our men fighting and suffering and 
dying throughout the farflung regions of the 
world? Are they not working and struggling 
to hold outlaws in check? To preserve the 
ideals for which our nation must stand? 

Democracy is one of our much talked about 
social tenets, supposedly a world aim; yet this 
democracy like charity must begin at home. 
What right has a country to claim for itself 
the title, "democratic," when a large per
centage of its population is denied social, eco
nomic and religious privileges, solely on the 
basis of color alone? This remains one of 
the most regretable twists of human history. 

Let us take an objective viewpoint. Let us 
remember that for being picked bodily and 
forceably out of a culture in one stage of devel
opment and being set- down in the midst of a 
new culture, different and centuries advanced, 
the negroes have made, in a tremendously short 
time, strides ahead that do credit to any race 
of people. 

A people that has produced George Washing
ton Carver, Booker T. Washington, Paul Robe
son, Roland Hayes, Marian Anderson and scores 
of others cannot and must not be subjected to 
the many types of repression and suppression 
to which democratic America has put its negro 
minority. 

Today we are in the midst of a world revolu
tion, more far reaching in its scope than ap
pears to the casual observer. And far deeper 
than a war to halt the rise of dictators. For
ward looking people realize that in a world 
which is assuming a new character the negro 
population must be given a new and larger 

No Mental Slaves Here! 
No, we are not turning the page into a tem

perance sheet nor do we suggest that you join 
the W. C. T. U. or sign a pledge. Pledges, like 
international treaties, are worth only the honor 
of the parties involved and it takes more than 
a scrap of paper to maintain honor, national 
or personal. The purpose of editorials, feature 
or otherwise, is to make the public aware ot 
existing evils—with this thought in mind we 
launch ourselves into the topic and we don't 
need our neighbor's bottle to christen it. 

There is hardly a more disgusting sight in 
all this world than to see a young person stag
ger helplessly from side to side. And there is 
hardly a more 'revolting sight than to see your 
people lose control of the minds God gar 

'them or give themselves up slave-like to a 
genie master rising from a bottle of liquor. 
It would seem that any thinking young person 
would like to have personal control of his fac
ulties at all times—in other words, be sure he 
knows what he is doing. 

Much is there that escapes the public eye; 
but it should be brought to the public's atten
tion. It is not too pleasant to step out and 
be greeted by a whiff of "you know what" that 
sends you reeling back into your place. Nor 
is it too pleasant to reach for a mop only to 
find that it has done double duty, "Jason, Jason, 
get the basin; never mind, get the mop." 

A little bit of public opinion expressed in 
the right way might help—surely if those who 
do wrong are not afraid, we who are on the 
side of the right need never fear—let's put a 
stop to it! 

The Sordid Side 
The last few years it seems as if man has 

ceased to climb the mountain and has fate 
instead into the gutter that drains its moun
tain streams of its dirt and mud. 

We admit that life isn't all peaches ail 
cream, or roses and honey suckle—-we even 
admit that the trend in reading, writing and 
thinking has long been away from the roman
tic and turned to the realistic. But we ask 
you, doesn't it seem rather sickening to see 
it turned to the disgustingly pseudo realism 
that has taken hold of so many authors re
cently? Life, even in these United States, is 
filled with so many beautiful things that it 
seems a shame to see our literature go to the 
extreme in portraying this sordid side. True, 
this other side needs a voice, a championing 
voice in literature, but it most certainly is not 
able to claim the whole of our reading matter. 
Is this our gift to posterity? Have we nothing 
beautiful to give? 

Public Property 
We of the Signal, have in the past few weeks, 

printed pleas of many different types to the 
student body and faculty. Ones for better 
speakers in assembly, for a cleaner campus, 
for more sanitary bubblers and for the use of 
more scholarly English. Yet this which we 
print today is certainly not the least of these. 

As students writing on these newly finished 
desks or standing against the freshly painted 
walls we are responsible for their condition 
and for how they look to those who come after 
us. It is not enough to bequeath new students 
prejudices, attitudes and traditions; but we owe 
them the joy of fresh buildings and equipment. 

This has ceased to be a duty and it is perhaps 
ridiculous to think of it as a privilege, but it 
is only decent conduct and use of materials as 
adults. 

The wax, oil and paint costs money and the 
labor also claims a large sum of the state's 
allotment. But people who protect merely 
because of cost of material may as well 
not bother. It is the fundamental principles 
behind a thing that count. The rights of 
others; and surely tomorrow's students have 
as much right to a beautiful school as you 
or us. 

This is just another phase of school citizen
ship. It is as bad in fact much worse to carve 
your name in a desk as to litter the campus. 
Future students are not interested in your 
name and if it is worth anything, you will 
carve it on something more lasting than a school 
desk and with tools far greater than pen 
points and knives. 

Feet were made to walk on the ground, soles 
down, not to be leaned against the walls—if 
they were we would have had suction cups 
provided. 

So let's each of us individually be responsible 
for keeping our buildings and equipment fresh 
and clean—are you willing? 

part. Are not the broad shouldered sons of 
the negro race participating in this fight for 
a better world? 

There are many practical problems which 
must first be attended to. And many are the 
adjustments to be made on all sides. The time 
to revise our social values and erase our preju
dices is NOW, while the shadowy outlines of 
the new world are still dim and spectre-like on 
the far horizon. 

DORIS V. MILLER. 
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and Strong Are "DARK REVELATION" 
Vinners in State (Contest Prize Winner) 

'39 Almost a year after the tragedy 
occurred, word has come to the col
lege of the death of Irene Montgomery 
Finnigan who, with her young son, 
was killed in an automobile accident 
last August. While in college, the late 
Mrs. Finnigan was a member of Theta 
Phi Sorority. She was in the kinder
garten-primary department. 

'44 Mr. and Mrs. Charles Baab, of 
Hackensack, announced the engage
ment of their daughter, Suemargaret, 
to Corporal James Louis Lepis, of 
River Edge, N. J. Miss Baab is a 
member of the faculty of the Harring
ton Park Elementary School. She is 
a member of Arguromuthos Sigma 
Sorority. 

Corporal Lepis is overseas. He at
tended Columbia University before en-

• tering the service. 
J '43 The former Rose Solimando 

writes that she was married last De
cember to Sgt. Joseph M. Roberts, 
"who's also called Jim." (Pigrue that 
one out.) The sergeant is now over
seas where he is a technician in the 
Signal Corps. Rose, who has been 
teaching in Penns Neck, will soon 
leave for the west coast to be with 
her husband's family for the duration. 

'41 Warren L. Harker has been pro
moted to the rank of first lieutenant 
at Selman Field, Monroe, La., where 
he has been a navigation instructor 
at the aerial Navigation Training 
School. 

'38 Mary Ellen Brennan became the 
bride recently of J. Francis Hickey, 
of Philadelphia, who is stationed at 
Mercer Field with the United States 
Navy. While in college Mrs. Hickey 
was a member of Gamma Sigma So
rority. 

Ex. '45 Corporal Chauncey Edward 
Hart was married this month to Eliza
beth Louise Laubenstein, of Trenton. 
Corporal Hart is stationed with the 
air force at Lincoln, Neb. He recently 
received his silver aerial gunner's 
wings and was promoted to corporal 
when he completed the flexible gun
nery course for radio men at Yuma, 
Ariz. Hart was one of the ten highest 
scorers in his entire unit. 

'34 Ensign Lillian Pimlott has been 
visiting Trenton while on leave after 
fourteen months of active duty with 
the WAVES. She has been stationed 
in Chicago where she is assistant re
viewing • officer at the Office of Naval 
Officer Procurement. 

'42 Lt. Elwood Driver, fighter-
bomber pilot participated in the Allied 

; assault on Rome. He was quoted in 
a news dispatch as saying the city 
was "like a huge smudge pot." The 
thick clouds of smoke caused him to 
rise to 6,000 feet to attain visibility. 

J '43 Aviation Cadet Roy Van Ness 
has completed the basic flying course 
at Newport, Ark. After further train
ing in single enginb aircraft, he will 
receive his wings. 

'43 Lt. Don Heran has started a 
nine weeks pilot training course on 
four-engine Liberator bombers at Max
well Field. Heran was hand-picked 
by army air force experts as having 
those qualities needed to become a 
commander of four-engine battlecraft. 
On completion of the course, he will 
receive further training from the 
A.A.F. Training Command. 

J '43 Aviation Cadet Richard Wat
son has finished basic flying and has 
reported to an advanced school to 
study single engine fighter techniques. 

J '43 Ken Richards has successfully 
completed his basic flying course and 
will receive further training with the 
Army Air Corps. Ken has been sta
tioned at Sumter, S. C. 

J '43 Dorothy Harker and Ensign 
Richard Eldridge were married re
cently in Fort Lauderdale, Fla. Mrs. 
Eldridge has been teaching in New 
^ardville School during the past year. 
Her husband is a graduate of Buck-
nell University. 

Olive Elizabeth Rhinesmith, '42, was 
granted a fellowship at Drew Theo
logical Seminary, Madison, N. J., at 
the University's commencement exer
cises May 29. Miss Rhinesmith, an 
unclassified graduate student at Drew, 
received the Ezra Squier Tipple Fel
lowship in Religious Education jointly 
with another student. The fellowship 
is awarded on the basis of work done 
in the department. 

E x .  '45 Sally Green, now in the 
WAVES, was on campus this past 
week. 

'41 Phil Cardina, who has been sta
tioned at Panama Canal for three 
years, is now at Governor's Island. 

'41 Ruth Kane received a master of 
arts degree from the Graduate School 
of Art and Science of New York Uni
versity in the field of English. Miss 
Kane is at present working on the 
linguistic requirements for her Ph.D. 
She has been teaching in Flemington 
for the past year. 

A  '43 Martha Hadeland, girls' physi
cal education teacher at the Fleming-
ton High School, is resigning at the 
end of the term and will report imme
diately to the O'Reilly General Hospital, 
Springfield, Mo., for a course of study 
in physical therapy. Upon completion 
of the course, she will become a sec
ond lieutenant in the Army Medical 
Corps. 

'41 Warren Harker, who taught at 
New Jersey Reformatory at Annan-
dale before entering the Army Air 
Corps, has been promoted to the rank 
of first lieutenant. He is a navigation 
instructor at the Selman Field, Mon
roe, La. 

J '44 Phyllis Ackerly was married 
on May 17 to Lt. Oakes Colewell, of 
the Army Air Corps. Jane Lytle, her 
roommate while in college, was one of 
her attendants. Since her graduation 
(in fact, since before her graduation), 
"Phil" has been teaching in Madison. 
Although she is with her husband 
now, she will return to her class in 
the fall. 

M '44 Wilda Gurley and Ensign Ed
ward Eicher, A '43, were married re-
rently. Both had been members of 
the music department while in college. 
Wilda belonged to Gamma Sigma so
rority and Ed was a member of Theta 
Nu. After a wedding trip to Niagara 
Falls, Ensign Eicher returned to his 
base. 

'43 Paul Cantoni, who is now a lieu
tenant instructor in the Air Corps, 
was back on, campus recently. 

E x .  '45 Robert Wallis graduated as 
second lieutenant from the Army Air 
Forces School in Blytheville, Ark. He 
was back on campus for a few days 
and is now en route to South Carolina 
where he will learn to fly the B-25 
Mitchell medium bomber. 

E x .  '45 Pvt. Warren Amerman was 
back on campus recently prior to his 
shipment to North Carolina. 

E x .  '45 Walter Bayen was back for 
a day. He is now stationed at West-
over Field, Mass. He is a corporal in 
an administration office. 

J '43 Carl Palumbo, a second lieu
tenant and bombardier in the Air 
Corps has been reported missing in 
the European area. 

E x .  '45 Wally Witt and Ray Dehler 
were recently graduated from the 
Naval Midshipmen's School at Colum
bia and are now commissioned as En
signs. Wally heads for California for 
extra training and duty in the Pacific 
while Ray is being sent to Florida for 
some activity on a sub-chaser. 

Reserve Book System 
Revised For Summer 

By this time most of the student 
body has probably noticed the new 
system, which has been initiated on 
the open shelves of the main reading 
room, for reserve books. Nine o'clock 
books are marked with a red card and 
four o'clock books by a yellow card. 

This improvement also includes a 
new system of reserving a book. Stu
dents are requested to sign up on the 
colored card for a reservation on the 
current day only. This card may be 
signed anytime after 8:15 a. m. of the 
day on which the book is desired. 
Such a system will give equal oppor
tunity to all students in the use of de
sired material. 

Students are also requested to be 
prompt in returning reserve books 
since lateness means great inconven
ience to students wishing to work be
fore class. 

The library hours for the summer 
are: Monday to Friday, 8:15 a. m. to 
5:15, and 6:45 p. m. to 9:00 p. m.; 
Saturday, 8:15 a. m. to 12:00 p. m. 

Burdge 
Prize V 
Signal Literary Contest 
[Continued from Page 1] 
important. Maybe it was their coats 
that did it . . . the fur kind like Mom 
always wanted ... or maybe it, was 
their big shiny bracelets and things 
that sparkled so . . . or maybe it was 
just the way they smelled. 

It grew noisier as the empty seats 
one by one began to disappear. A 
woman sat down next to Jerry. She 
was so fat she crowded him, and he 
twisted irritably in his seat. Why 
did fat women always have to sit next 
to him! But she grinned broadly and 
seemed almost as excited as he was 
about the show . . . maybe she had 
somebody in there that she wanted to 
see do well too ... a sister or a 
daughter maybe. Mentally Jerry for
gave her for being so fat. 

Suddenly a wave of anxiety came 
over him as he felt the enormity of 
the crowd, the stage . . . the moment. 
"Pop," he whispered, "I never felt 
like this before. Mom is a good 
dancer, isn't she? These people are 
gonna think she's wonderful like we 
do, aren't they?" His eyes looking 
into those of his father were feverish 
with excitement, pleading for reassur
ance. 

Walt Ortner's hands twisting his 
programme were cold and wet. The 
words so newly printed on the paper 
smeared into his palms. "Your Mom's 
the best dancer this side of Holly
wood," he murmured. "She'd been 
dancing for years all over the country 
even before I met her. Of course, 
she hasn't had much time for dancing 
any since she met you . . ." 

"Yeah, that's what I mean," inter
rupted Jerry . . . deep regret choking 
his throat. 

But his father silenced him with 
"Don't you worry about your Mom 
son, she'll be dancing on the day she 
dies! See her name here on the 
programme?" he added, pointing with 
an unsteady hand to the name of "El-
lie Orttner," Soloist." 

"But Pop!" cried the boy. "They 
misspelled her name! They got two 
t's instead a one!" 

"Hush," said Walt. Your mother 
won't mind that. And don't talk so 
loud, or you'll disgrace her in front 
of all these people." 

The boy was silenced, and soon the 
lights in the auditorium dimmed; the 
footlights went up; the huge crowd 
cut off their private conversations and 
rose as a body when the orchestra 
struck up the national anthem. 

Jerry didn't think that song had 
ever meant so much to him as it did 
that night, when tense and excited, 
his shrill soprano became a prayer 
that his Mom would be good, and that 
people would like her. It was the 
most important thing on his horizon 
that night. He knew that his father 
was kind of praying too, that for 
Mom's sake she'd be good. Of course 
they'd love her just the same whether 
she could dance or not . . . but maybe 
this would help her way down deep 
inside herself if she knew that she 
was still good as far as other people 
were concerned too. 

And they both must have prayed 
well, because fro.m the very beginning 
the people who'd come to watch were 
actually carried away by the show. 
They laughed until they were weak 
at the riotously funny acts, and they 
shed real tears at the sad parts. 
Jerry knew, because he got sprinkled 
when a tear rolled down the cheek of 
the fat woman next to him and splat
tered over onto him. But he didn't 
mind. He hardly knew it . . . for 
that was the time his Mom danced 
out on the stage . . . tall, and slim, 
and lovely . . . danced her way into 
everybody's heart . . . and then danced 
away again. But she had to come 
back. The audience made her! She 
came back for three whole curtain 
calls. After the last one Jerry's hands 
were bruised and stinging from clap
ping so much. 

And his father's mouth loosened up 
and he smiled and clapped too, with 
the pleasure of a man who's proud 
of his wife and doesn't care if the 
whole world knows that she's his. 

After that Jerry didn't know much 
what happened. When he thought 
about it after it seemed like a glorious 
jumble of music and singing and danc
ing and beautiful women like his Mom 

By GEORGIA 

I walked the city Easter Day 
With all aplomb that new array, 
Well-labeled, gives to anyone 
Who sports it proudly in the sun. 
I felt the people passing me 
Look once, then twice, appraisingly. 
And when I saw them nudge and pull 
I knew that I was beautiful. 
I walked through the cathedral door 
And swiftly crossed the sacred floor, 
Went to the front, and took a pew 
That offered an unbroken view; 
Each turning head, admiring me, 
Assured my treasured pedigree. 
And as the organ softly played 
And all the congregation prayed 
And lilies nodded, glorified, 
A Negro sat down at my side. 

I watched her broad cephalic shape 
Bowed low in spiritual escape, 
The thick lips uttering a prayer, 
The gleam on dusky skin and hair. 
It made me penetrate the ridge 
Surrounding that black heritage . . . 
I saw black jungles, pregnant trees, 
The black night choking, in the breeze, 
The juba danced for the jubilee, 
The tattoed tokens of savagery . . . 
And then I saw a slaver sail, 
And heard chains clank above the gale; 
I saw great black men look with hate 
Upon white masters of their fate . . . 
And then I heard a white child's cry 
Of thirst, a laugh to mollify 
The nursling, saw a full black breast 
Which gave its ruler food and rest; 
I heard the melancholy strains 
Of singing from the black domains . . . 
And then I saw the rich black blood 
Of loyal slaves in Southern mud . . . 
Before it dried, black vagabonds 
Turned loose to nowhere by the Blonds; 
I heard rejoicings of a poor black fool 
For forty acres and a mule! 
Oh Lord, accept my thanks to Thee 
That I bear white-faced ancestry, 
For niveous beauty, unalloyed, 
The features of the Caucasoid! 
Hosanna for Cro-Magnon face, 
For being the Superior Race! 
And so I looked with pity on 
This derelict phenomenon. 

Then suddenly I realized 
That she need not be sympathized 
With — we are a democracy 
And she enjoys equality — 
And sure, the Negro has the right 
To share the culture of the white! 
Her very being absorbs this scene: 
The white choir robes, the songs, the 

clean 
White smell of Easter lilies here; 
She need not occupy the rear — 
Instead she sits down next to me! 

And then I shivered suddenly — 
I blanched with heat and screamed 

aloud 
And reeled before the crimson crowd — 
"It doesn't matter, black or white — 
She has the right! She has the right! 
She has the right to freely mix 
In social circles, politics — 
She has the right to education — 
Wealth, and power — exploitation! 

who were as good as anybody in the 
movies any day in the week. 

When at last it was over, the whole 
audience was exhausted from laugh
ing, and clapping, and crying. The 
cast was tired too, but happy. They'd 
done every act they'd been rehearsing 
for weeks on end. And they'd done 
them well. 

Jerry and his father made their way 
through the crowd to the dressing 
room in back of the stage where his 
mother'd told them they could find 
her. 

Ellie Ortner was still in her costume 
and paint when Jerry and his father 
got to her. But there was a triumph
ant expression in her eyes, and as she 
gathered them both to her, Walt saw 
with satisfaction that the dozen roses 
that he'd finally determined to send-
had arrived. Jerry felt that he'd 
never been so happy in his whole life. 
The warmth of the moment made- up 
for all the times in his life when he'd 
felt cold. 

And then Ellie Ortner stood off from 
her family and said almost as if she 
was going to cry, "Jerry, are y&u 
proud of your mother?" Jerry was so 
proud he thought he'd burst before he 
could even begin to tell her. He even 
forgot he had a lame leg, and just 
threw his arms tight around her neck 

LEE STRONG. 

And Aristotle's democracy 
Is 'rule of the majority!' 
Who will form majorities? 
Who will issue our decrees? 
Think of the mulatto's fist: 
Pugnacious, grasping to exist 
In thorough equity! Cannot he be 
In Senate, House, or presidency?" 
Then someone yelled, "Bi-racialism!" 
"No, no!" I cried. "It's altruism 
To peoples who will then unite 
On bases equal to the white — 
The highest will negotiate 
Joint government, a two-power state — 
Black racialism will compete 
With white, made strong by past 

defeat!" 
I shrieked in terror at each face, 
"Where then will be our master race? 
The tide is rising, surging near, 
The half-white laughing at our fear!" 
And then I found myself before 
The flowered pulpit; heard the roar 
Of mobs; I lifted up my face, 
The beauteous symbol of my race, 
And screaming up to God, I cried 
"Oh Lord, give them race suicide!" 

And then if ended suddenly: 
I saw the black, on bended knee — 
I saw the sky grow dark with storm — 
I saw the lightning bolts deform 
The church walls, toppling out of place, 
Each labeled "Built by Master Race." 
Around me all the city fell, 
Went up in flame — a human hell. 
I saw the lofty clouds condense — 
The burning of the elements — 
I thought of all the ruins that John 
Saw in the fall of Babylon — 
As planets, stars, and moons decayed 
I stood alone — and sore afraid. 
There was no sky, no air, no sea — 
I felt the earth, clung rigidly, 
I grasped the dirt •— a s I revered 
The all I had, it disappeared! 

And then I lifted up my head 
And saw the white robes of the Dead, 
And everywhere was golden light, 
And shining spirits poised in flight. 
I stood upon a golden aisle 
And walked and walked, it seemed a 

mile, 
Between the figures holding Books 
Of Life, well-written, changing looks. 
These serdphim were twice as tall 
As I, and saw me not at all. 
Inferior, paltry, poor, I passed 
Between the angels, gloriously massed. 
I glanced behind me once — and there 
I sensed a darkness in the air . . . 

Then light glowed on me as I trod 
And I was at the throne of God. 
And blinded by the dazzling rays 
I sank before His royal dais. 
I could not speak, but only wept 
For rules of Christlikeness unkept, 
For arrogance, and all the base 
Mean consciousness of my race. 
And then, resounding throughout 

Heaven, 
He said, "Rise up, thou are forgiven." 
I rose to join His shining band, 
To fill my small place in His Land. 
But as I started, I looked back — 
And then I saw that God was black. 

and hugged her close. 
His father sort of choked up, too. 

He almost looked sad for a minute 
when he said, "Ellie, Jerry and I love 
you . . . we've always been proud of 
you, and we always will be." 

Jerry saw then that there was some
thing his Mom and Pop wanted to say 
to each other without him around. 
And so he went outside, the door . 
leaned his head against the wall . 
and traced with his fingers the letters 
on the metal placque that said CREST-
BORN WOMEN'S REFORMATORY 
. . . and dreamed of the time when his 
Mom would be coming back home to 
them . . . whole. 

Editor Speaks Here 
In Tuesday Assembly 
[Continued from Page 1] 
visiting Hawaii, Midway, the New 
Hebrides, New Caledonia and New 
Georgia in the Solomons during our 
campaign there. 

Besides his newspaper work, Mr. 
Cant has written two books—"The 
War at Sea," 1942, and "America's 
Navy in World War II," 1943. Mar
ried to an American girl, a former 
newspaperwoman, he lives in Summit, 
New Jersey. 
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Page Four 

News of Former Students of State 
Now in Service in the Armed Forces 

My addres's has changed again, 
hence, I'm informing you "pronto" so 
the "Signal" is not delayed in reach
ing me. It certainly is a treat to re
ceive each issue and I want to thank 
and commend those who are respon
sible for its continued excellence. 

As you are aware, I am still an 
Officer Candidate at the AAF OCS in 
Miami Beach with just three more 
days to "sweat" out before becoming 
a lieutenant. Of course, we're sus
ceptible to "washing out" any time be
fore we're handed our commissions so 
we've really got to "keep on our toes" 
every minute if we hope to reach that 
ultimate goal. 

Two weeks of the past month were 
spent on bivouac in the wilds of Flori
da far from our hotel in Miami Beach. 
We lived under simulated battle con
ditions. The days we ran the obstacle 
course, we crawled, fell to the ground, 
snaked along on our stomachs through 
barbed wire entanglements, in and 
out of deep trenches, underground tun
nels, crawled on scuffed hands and 
knees through more trenches, fox
holes and gas chambers; climbed over 
walls which seemed almost insur
mountable, rushed hidden trenches 
from which "enemy" snipers con
stantly plugged away, and everytime 
we poked our noses out of the dirt, the 
ping of a rifle sent us sprawling again. 
Dynamite exploded all around us, and 
tear gas seeped into our masks occa
sionally, thus adding more to our dis
comfort. 

The last obstacle on the battle 
course necessitated crawling on knees, 
elbows and stomachs for 100 yards in 
a sandy, pitch-black, gas-filled laby
rinth of tunnels. When we came out 
of the tunnels, we were greeted with 
a huge dynamite charge and had to 
sprint 50 yards. However, even 
though the period spent on bivouac 
was extremely rugged, it certainly did 
help us to become better soldiers and 
appreciate the ordeal men actually in 
combat are undergoing. Needless to 
say, we certainly were happy to re
turn to civilization in our spic-and-
span hotel barracks. 

Just want to reiterate how much I 
appreciate receiving the Signal and 
what a swell job I think you all are 
doing. 

JACK COGGER. 
Tng. Sq. 21—Class G 
Section M—3504th Base Unit 
AAF Tng Center No. 1 
Miami, Beach, Fla, 

Ed. Note.—(P. S.—Jack is now a Lt. 
as of one week.) 

BERNARD'S 
BETTER GRADE GIRLS' AND 
WOMEN'S SHOES FOR LESS 

3Va E. STATE ST. 

E n j o y  O u r  S o d a s  a n d  S u n d a e s  
Delicious . . . Refreshing 

Booths . . . Dancing 

BARBER'S 
ON PENNINGTON ROAD 

A b o v e  t h e  C o l l e g e  

P H O N E  2-9426 

Lt. L. L. Williams 
609 PT Co., A.P.O. 929 
c/o P. M. San Francisco, Calif. 

Editor: 
Will you send my copies of the 

State Signal to the above new ad
dress? The copies that I have re
ceived were greatly appreciated but 
I would like to receive them more 
direct. 

The place where I'm stationed is 
hot. The ocean is coppery red against 
a lush green background. G. I. ve
hicles lift swirling dust clouds. In a 
moment the rain comes joyously down 
making the water hiss and covering 
the forest with a watery ever-changing 
coat. G. I. vehicles struggle through 
red mud. 

At night lines of Kipling's work are 
brought to memory by sounds and 
smells. Ships in the distance remind 
one of England's trading policy. Then 
suddenly the strident blast of the air 
raid alarm makes even the leaves lie 
still and the war comes to us again. 

/s/ L. L. WILLIAMS. 

Capt. D. G. Carson 
B Btry., 89th F.A. Bn. 
APO 25, San Francisco, Calif. 
... I joined the 89th F.A. Bn. of this 

division about the middle of May and 
was made Battery Commander. I am 
well pleased with my new job. Of 
course, there is a good deal that I 
must relearn and some more I must 
learn for the first time, but it is a 
fine feeling to be with troops again. 
. . . Give my regards to all at State. 

Pvt. John Anderson 
Co. I, 335th Inf., APO 84 
Camp Claiborne, La. 
I have been receiving the Signal 

regularly and enjoy it very much. I 
had good fortune to be sent to Vir
ginia Polytechnic Inst, for 6 mo. for 
the AST Program. But good things 
must end. 

Now we're having rigid infantry 
training. We just finished a three 
week field problem. This camp is one 
of the "better" ones in La. What with 
heat, sand, and rain we think Jeffer
son had something slipped over on 
him when he bought this place. 

JOHN. 

Cannot give you very much details 
about my experiences but here goes: 

At present, I'm on ferrying missions. 
In May on one of these, the ship 
caught fire forcing me to bail out at 
9,000 feet. Took two days to get to 
nearest camp. Received a few burns 
and a two week furlough. Saw a little 
of State then. 

MONTE. 
Lt. M. J. Sommevigo 

Box 643 
Great Falls, Montana. 
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Washington Opens 
War On Women 
Irate Male Complains of Dripping 

Charm and Femininity In Fairer 
Sex Working There 

WASHINGTON (ACP)—The cards 
have always been stacked against wo
men in government. On the whole, 
men have had more experience and 
better experience in nearly all the 
fields in which the bulk of government 
jobs fall. 

Today not as much experience is 
required of prospective employees as 
in pre-war days. The government has 
been hard hit by the draft. It has 
had to lower its standards somewhat 
to maintain staffs and keep going. 

As a result, women have entered tl j 
professional Washington scene to a 
greater extent than ever before: 

But many administrators still pre
fer to comb the supply of 4-F males 
rather than hire women. Others pre
fer to have staff vacancies rather than 
hire women. Women are still, in too 
many cases, a last resort. 

An important division chief in a 
large agency had some helpful hints 
to offer women before they apply for 
government employment: 

"Women should adopt a professional 
appearance and attitude. The woman 
that makes an impression on me, as 
a prospective employee, is the one 
that is dressed in a tailored outfit, 
whose hair is neat and not hanging 
all over her shoulders, and who is 
poised and self-contained in her man
ner." 

What about feminine behavior on 
the job? There again he insisted on 
a professional attitude. "I've had wo
men on my staff," he said, "who pouted 
and acted hurt every time I handed an 
interesting assignment to someone 
else. They took everything like that 
as a personal slight. 

"I hand out an assignment to the 
person who I think can best handle it. 
Most of us are better at some types 
of work than others. Every indi
vidual on my staff has, more or less, 
some kind of specialty. I try to fit 
the work to their particular abilities. 
Work volume determines assignments, 
too. If someone is free to handle an 
assignment, the chances are that I'll 
give it to that person." 

Was that the division chief's only 
complaint about women? By no 
means. 

"A lot of women expect favors. 
They come around dripping with in
sincere charm and hoping to be shown 
favoritism as a result. Some of them 
don't work as well or as hard as they 
might—they rely on good looks to 
carry them along. And some of them 
are so temperamental that they'd 
drive you crazy if you had them on 
the staff very long. 

"Another complaint against them 
some them—they get jealous of other 
women on the staff. And that means 
we can't work together as a team." 

Asked if the men on his staff had 
always got along together, this sec
tion chief said, "Not always. That is, 
they didn't always form mutual admi
ration societies. And I've had some 
men who actually disliked each other. 

"But they managed to conceal their 
feelings better than the women do.' 
As a result, their attitudes didn't often 
interfere with their working together. 

S m a r t  C l o t h e s  f o r  S p r i n g —  

The Swagger Shop 
DRESSES, SUITSi SWEATERS 

33 W. STATE ST. 

ROY'S 
Riding Academy 

One-half Mile from the College 

Monday Through Saturday 
$1.00 per Hour 
Sunday, $1.25 
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Free Instruction by Experts 
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Columbia Profs Predict Lonely Girls and G. I. 
U. S.New World Center Jive At Ft. Dix Dane 

By Associated Collegiate Press. 
The United States will emerge from 

the war as the great intellectual cen
ter of the world, and perhaps as the 
principal nation attracting foreign stu
dents to its colleges and universities, 
four Columbia University professors 
predict. 

"There is no question," says Dean 
Harry J. Carman, of Columbia Col
lege, "that for a generation or more, 
perhaps longer, the United States will 
be the great intellectual center of the 
world. 

"In the 19th century, when America 
was the intellectual frontier of Europe, 
we were too busy conquering and ex
ploring a continent to devote ourselves 
to things intellectual. 

"But in the last decades of the 19th 
century and the opening of the 20th 
century, America was rapidly trans
formed from a land of agriculture to 
one. of industry and finance, and had 
both the wealth and leisure time to 
devote to things of the mind. 

"In other words," Dean Carman con
tinued, "as we have matured as a na
tion, we are realizing that there are 
enduring values of life which are not • 
material, values which are expressed 
not in dollars and cents, or in mere 
accumulation of material goods. 

"With World War One and more 
particularly World War Two and their 
devastating effects upon the institu
tions of learning of the old world, we 
have come to realize that we can no 
longer depend upon the higher insti
tutions of France, England and Ger
many as we did during the 19th cen
tury. 

"Unfortunately for Europe, and for
tunately for the United States, the 
war has driven some of the finest 
minds from Europe to America. 

"Because of our great wealth, pur 
increasing maturity, the great prog
ress our institutions of learning have 
made in the last fifty years, and the 
blighting effects of two world wars 
upon European scholarship, the center 
of gravity has shifted definitely from 
Europe to America. 

"Harvard, Yale, Columbia, Califor
nia, and the great state institutions 
of the midwest are to the 20th cen
tury what the Sorbonne, the Univer
sity of Berlin, and Oxford and Cam
bridge were to the 19th centry. 

"Henceforth," Dean Carman said, 
"the institutions of higher learning in 
the United States will be the mecca 
for students from all parts of the world 
who will come in search of guidance, 
inspiration and sound scholarship in 
liberal arts, engineering, medicine, 
law, education and social science and 
social engineering." 

Dean Robert D. Calkins, of the 
Columbia School of Business, predicts 
there will be a continuous stream of 
foreign students coming to this coun
try in the postwar years, for the 
United States "offers something unique 
in business education." 

Time—Friday, June 16, 7:00 p. m 
Place—Allen House. 
Happening—Just another Fort t 

Excursion. 
Forty-five strong we gathered 

front of Allen House anxiously an ' 
ing the arival of the Trenton Tra 
bus and little Miss Hillwood. T: 
usual farewell address was ofir:: 
so we climbed aboard and v.:: 
further ado we departed for god o ld 
Fort Dix. Of course, the girls d -
ond floor Allen shouted "good-kv 
and Mrs. Mohr waved us off. 

From the time we left Allen Hou-
until our arrival at Service Club N 
2, the girls in Trenton Transit bu 
under their inimitable songstres 
Vera Cline, reviewed the latest son 
hits, i. e., everything from "I'll I 
Down to Getcha in Miss Hillwoo 
Honey," to the Marines Hymn, ar 
"I'll Be Seeing You." 

Passing through Dix S. T. C.'s gir 
saw the G. I. Joes hard at work, 
could be classified as standing guar 
washing clothes and E. C. A., such : 
playing baseball and escorting wome 
to Wrightstown. 

Ah yes, reaching our destination ' 
rush to the "Little Girls" room to d 
card our wraps and apply the w 
paint. Then upon returning to t 
dance floor to size up the manpo^ 
situation, our survey shows a vari( 
of sizes, shapes, looks, etc. Yep, t 
G. I.'s pass the inspection but whe 
in the world is the orchestra. 

To make a long story longer, 
lined up with the boys for the gra 
march and the beginning of dancii 
What a solid orchestra! Oh 'tw 
just a little thing and really litt 
Piano and trumpet, with an occasioi 
rendition from the juke box which h 
difficulty jivin'. It became rati 
warm in the confines of the club 
some of us took to the porch and t 
race. No cracks, please. 

At 11 p. m. forty-five sleepy gi 
bid the G. I.'s good-night and th 
proceeded to drag themselves into t 
buses. Twelve-fifteen found us p 
ting our "John Hancocks" on the d 
mitory signing-in sheets and then I 
ting the hay without benefit of a slei 
ing powder. 

SKIRTS BLOUSES 
DRESSES 

NIEMOND'S 
6 E. STATE ST. 

T R E N TO N ,  N .  J .  

CAMPERS RETURN 
FROM ADVENTURE 

[Continued from Page 1] 
State, on scholarships provided 
various school organizations wei 
Joyce Cook, Nancy Hackenberg, Jei 
nette Sutton, Jennie Pengelski. Frai 
lin Peterson and Jackie Senior. M 
na Hertzig and Ruth Brockley a 
went. Dr. Victor J. Crowell and 1 
William Miller were our faculty r 
resent^tives. 

From all reports these campers 
joyed themselves immensely and 
doubtedly derived a great deal fr 
it which will be of value in their tea 
ing experiences. 

NORMAN'S 
17 Vz S. BROAD ST. 

T R E N T O N ,  N .  J .  
GREETING CARDS FOR ALL 

OCCASIONS 


