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THE CAROLINIAN

Editorial

DESIGN FOR LIVING

At a recent youth rally Pres. Quirino pleaded for individual  discipline
and self-evaluation and aiked Vilipino youth to rededicate_himself to “moral
and spiritual things, to the things of the inner self.” What the "President
said may appear forbidding; yet it is the pattern for joyous living which youth
craves so much.

. Youth has a strong urge to live fo the full and get the whole savor of
hfe.‘ To be young is to be happy and youth does not relish ideas of restriction
or introspection that apparently would cramp the life out of him.

But an unregulated zest for life will not bring the happiness he craves.
The siren voice 07 pleasure can bz his undoing. Too often the so-called “gooil
time” proves to be a delusion that robs youth of personal dignity and happi-
ness. Stolen pleasures are not always the sweetest; frequently” they turn into
bitterness. Tragedy lurks on the path of unbridled eagerness for life.

To get the most out of life there is need for what the President called
individual discipline and self-evaluation. Youth must know himself and_ sub-
due his baser inclinations. This is not to cramp the life out of him. This is
to steer him in the right path amidst the blandishments of corrupting  plea-
sures and to protect him against the lure of the moment. Self-control does
not stand between youth and his happiness; it protects him against a host of
ugly things that will draw him to his misery. And the subjugation of what i3
low and sordid will loose the fulness of life to youth.

Mastery of self does not mean retiring into one’s self and renouncing the
activities of this life. That indeed, would be a dull, dreary, existence and
youth would not be blamed if he abhors it. Self-discipline and dedication to
moral things is to develop our best faculties and exercise them for life’s high-
est end. I{ means living to the full without enslavement to the passions; it
means having the joys of this life without debasing the Christian nature of
man. One whose life is regulated by moral laws does not scorn the sweet
and lovely things ‘of this world; he desires and enjovs them but his desires are
kept within bounds and in harmony with reason. And when he meets disap-
pointments—for life’s paths are not always strewn with roses—he takes them
with the smile of the strong who cannot give way to despair.

Regulation of life by Christian moral laws is to live by the best faculties
of our nature. Certainly there is no better design for living. As Aristotle sr]ld
centuries ago “We must play the immortal and do all in our power to live
by the best element of our nature: for though that eclement be slight in
quantity, in power end in value it far outweighs all the rest of our being.

« %

Page 1



Page 2

THE CAROLINIAN

Fhe Real Way
To Happineds

By FRANCISCO R. MASCARINAS

‘I'herc are more ways than onc to
be happy. But fundamentally we must
be happy with the thought' that we
are in this world for God's greater glo-
v and for the welfarc  of humanity.

God has given man the things
which a normal human being needs.
Yet man still craves for morc than
what God has planned for him. He
desires to have the most and the  best
of life, even at the expense of his soul
and that of his fellow beings. Just a
few examples. Hitler attempted in
vain to cnslave all European countries;
Mussolini, to control the entire Medi-
terrancan; and Hirohito, to convert the
whole Asiatic world into a bigger Jap-
ancse LFmpire. To them we may add
the naincs of men who are not con-
tented with the wealth they  possess,
because they aspire for more  cven if
thev had to obtain it by hook or by
crook. ‘These arc examples of men who
had wished and tricd to posscss the
whole world for their own sclf ageran-
izcment. But “what shall it profit a

an, if he gain the whole world.  and
lose his own soul?”

Said an author: “Money has never
made man really happy, nor will it
‘The more man has of it, the morc he
wants. Better it is to posscss nothing
with the fear of the Lord and peace in
the heart, than great treasures  with
troubles therein.”

Let us scarch for riches which will
not corrupt, for opulence that will ne-
ver end. But where? Can we find it on
carth through a life of case and totally
forgetful of our dutics as Catholics?
No, we cannot. God will only give it
to us after we have accomplished the
mission to serve Him, love Him, and
to suffer for Him.

If worldlv pleasures arc irksome, an-
noving and incapable of giving us
happiness. why  should we not direct
all the passion and fervor of our souls
to cnthusiastic yearnings for the divine
love? Let us love the things of  this
world according to God’s plan. We
cannot  live without loving. What is
cssential is that we love the right thing
in the right way.

Are you rcady' fo deny yourself all
the worldly pleasures and prefer a life
of poverty and sacrifice for God’s sake?
If so, then vou are on the road to ge-
nuine happiness. ...

LR

Art

And

By F. A. Savellon, Law '52

Religion

According to St.  Thomas Aquinas
man is both matter and spirit, one
person_in which arc to be found two
principles, mind and body. There s
thereforc in man the spark of the di-
vine. The sum total of body and soul
is the expression of the divinity of the
supreme creature of God — for man
truly is the apex of God's creation.

When we think of man we think of .

the divinity of God manifested in him
as in all creation. In like manner we
cannot think of art or religion without
having in mind the divinity of which

thesc two arc mere expressions. We

say of religion that it is divin ex-

pressed inwardly, as when we  'seck
1

God in_the inncrmost ch

Cardinal Gibbons, writing on Sacred
Images in THE FAITH OF OUR
FATHERS, summarized for us the im-
portance of art in religion. Thus he
said, “Religious paintings embellish the
house of God. What is more becoming
than to adorn the church, which is the
shadow of the heavenly Jerusalem, so
beautifully described by St. John? So-
lomon decorated the ~ temple of God
with images of cherubim and other rep-
resentations. .. If it was mect and pro-
per to adorn Solomon’s temple, which
contained only the Ark of the Lord,
how much more fitting is it to deco-
ratc our churches, which contain the
Lord’o‘f‘ the Ark? VVl;cn I see a church

o
our beings. Art as the vchicle of
archetvpal beauty is divinity expressed
outwardly. In this concept art and reli-
gion arc’ both the channcls through
which man expresses his longings  for
God.

The Church sensing the importance
of art in the teaching of religion did
not neglect its develooment  and
growth. Art owes no debt of gratitude
greater than what the Church has

done, through the ages, for its growth.

The historv of art is incomplete  if we
delete the fact that the Church was,
and is, its greatest patron and promot-
er. The really immortal masterpicee of
art were conceived and exccuted un-
der the patronage of the Church. In
truth, the historv of modern art  he-
gins  with St. Francis of Assisi, the
most lovable of all the Christian saints.
“He, the first forcrunner of the
naissance, substituted a religion of lo
for the sterile authoritv of orthodoxv.”
savs Sir William Orpen in his OUT-
LINE OF ART. “and in his infinite
charity brough divinity nearer not onlv
to mankind but to all creation... TIn
a word. by his teaching, relicion  was
reconciled to nature. and with nature
again piouslv_occupving the minds of
men, art could progress.”

A review of anv standard hook on
art will reveal that from Cimabuc
(1240-1302). the first known Florentin~
artist. down to the present, relicion and
rcligious thoughts dominate in  the
subject matter of art. Religion will ne-
ver ccase to be the highest aspiration
of man, and art will ever be-the sublim-
cst exoression of the ultimate beaute
of the teachings of Christ.

s it is a sure sign
that the Master is at home, and that
His devoted subjects pay homage to
Him in His court.

“By exhibiting religious paintings in
our rooms we make a silent, thouoh
cloquent profession of our faith... By
the aid of sacred pictures our devotion
and love for the original are intensi-
fied. becausc we can_concentrate our
thoughts morc intentlv on the object
of our affections. . e nortraits  of
the Saints stimulate us to the imitation
of their virtues; and this is the principal
aim which the Church has in view in
encouracing  the use of pious represen-
tations.”

Tt is not onlv in paintings that re-
Tioion finds a most potent exoression
but also in other forms of art. The lite-
rature of the Church abounds in manv
immortal artistic presentations. With-
out mentioning the sublime vhiloso-
phers of the Church like St." Augustine
and St. Thomas Aquinas. the Angeli:
Doctor, we can point with pride to the
plainer thinkers like Thomas 4 Kemnis
whaee  THE  IMITATION  OF
CHRIST is the simplest and vet the

most  beautiful literature that ever
stood aeainst the test of time. THE

IMITATION OF CHRIST is time-
less because reading it now or a hun-
dred vears hence would be like escan-
ine the tranny of time. Reading Tl
TMITATION OF CHRIST is_ livin:
in the Tmmortalitv of onr T.ord. Five
hnndred vears has made THE IMITA-
TION OF CHRIST the sunreme call
and guide to spiritual aspiration. A<
snch it will remain until the end _ of
time becausc it mirrored not the
{Continued on page §)
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Short Story

#&?W Aeguainiance

Josc took a glance at his wrist. It
was 5:25 on his  watch. Gosh, he
thought, cverybody must be in the
classroom by this ‘time. He did not
wish to be late the first day of class.
Certainly he would find it pretty em-
Darrasing.

Mechanically his right foot added
more_pressure to the accelerator and
the indicator climbed to the upper
arch of the spcedomem. He felt a
little relicved upon seeing that the traf-
fic was light that afternoon. With no
delay he could make the five kilome-
ters in five minutes.

Suddenly, as he turned a sharp curve,
his foot went into lightning action,
The brakes screeched to high pitch and
the jecp abruptly halted a scant a-
way from a petrified prettv one.

y, there voung lady,” in apparent
anger, “if you want to commlt sui-
cide don’t mix me up in it.”

The brunette in the new look,
smiled bewildercdly  at hiin  with a
mmkcd humilitation.

“I'm sorry,” she said, “I'm in a hur-

lln cyes met hers  and he saw in
thcm the hurt his words had given

“Wcll." there came a new color to
his own voice, “if youre in a hnery
I'll give you a lift.”

“Oh, never mind. Thank you just
thc same,” replied the cautious coed.

“Aren’t vou hurt?” ‘he put in with
a touch of intimacy.

“Oh mno, I'm not. Thanks a lot for
the offer.” she maintained a formal
politencss and resumed her walk with
tlhti‘ grace of a professional fashion mo-
del

“Buz, sister,”
“unless vou
vou'll late.”

She paused and faced him again. In
her cves there sparkled a gleam of ap-
proval and her rosc lips tormed a bea
tiful smile.

“All right. then,” she whispered as
she moved in near him,

“Which way?” he asked her.
“To the university.”

“Well, how do vou like that!” he
burst in a pleasant sun)mc, “you're
going my way, all right.

She remarked sporlnrelv
take it vice-versa, also.”

“You're not hard to bnnq back to
an cven keel after a storm.”

he called after he:,
take this ride with me

“we might

“And vou have a time line.”

“Because I'm ashamed that T acted
so rudely. I was driven by the impulse
of the moment.

“An apology worth morc than the tri-
vial event,” she corrected.

"le e just making an innocent dis-
|)m of your normality.”

“What ‘do you mean by normality?”
“Under such~ circumstance anv sanc
creature in your shoes would do the
same.”

“‘Including you?
f you think I'm normal”

“Of course I do.”

“As you sec it. But T saw the humi-
liation standing behind the cartains of
your smile,” she said.

“I remind vou that I have |m|)ukcs
Do vou forgive me for them?”

“No, and 1 say it with a capital N.”

“But why” he was puzzled.

“Becausc_ forgiveness is given onlv
when an injustice had been aonc.”

His cves left the road and studicl
her for a fraction of a second.

Then he continued, “I'm be ginnin!
to sec vou in vour true nature.” [lc
snickered explicitly: ~ “You are not a

a univeral
abstraction?” she asked with a sccming
desire to get a quick responsc.

“You move,” he chuckled.
a mystery!”

‘As she chuckled he heard a bub-
bling brook chanting a phantom of
a melody from fairvland. Along the
smooth avenue they drove like old nchin-
tances, an air of familiaritv  around
them thickening at cvery turn of the
wheels.

“Strange isn't it?”

“You're

he cat in after a2
moinent of silence, “the way we met,
I mean. T can hardly believe that this
is rc‘\ht\ T must be in a drcam.”
“You forget that truth is stranger

than fiction.” Her tone was that of
a savant.
“I mean,” he cxplained  bovishlv.

“that it's really strange to find, at 1
time when civilization is in full bloom.
a beautiful princess of a fairv-land com-
ing into existence in reality.

“You're putting me on the gallows,’
she objected with a fascinating twist of
hcrlhm

specch.” .
“A fine orator you are,” she compli-
mented ironically,” “but you have a2

merely using freedom  of

mania for hvporboles.™

“Honest, I haven.t”. ITe took a good
look at her as he answered with a de-
gree of sincerity to his words.

“Look out!” she scrcamed wildly as
a tartanilla flashed into a proximity
fore them.

The brakes went to work and a sud-
den stop was effected.

“Hey!” snarled the cochero,” what
do you think  this is?”... A lover's

ane,

“Theret” she sighed, “another  im-

pulse again.”

“You shouldn’t look at it with a
jaundiced eve. Tt is a plin evidence
that you have the power to intriguc
people.”

From the brakes he carried his foot
hack to the accclerator and started for
a new run.

“Better hold your play of words 'md
be careful,” she cautioned him, “for
we mlght miss the university and cve-
Tything.

“Bv the way,” he brnughl the con-
vcrsahou to a_twist, “what class arc
you going to this afternoon?”

otany.” L
“By, Jove!” he exclaimed cnthusiasti-
cally, “this is a coincide
“Is. there scrcthing unusual  about
a girl taking Boww:?
“Oh, no. But, startlicg to sce  two

people meeting strangely  then coming
to know that they seck th: same point

and finally finding themselves  class-
matcs.” .
“Am 1 to undcntnnd that  vou're

* she inquired.

hkmg th1t subject, t
first attend-

Yep,” he nodded, “my
ance. Amazing, isn't
“Very amazing, indeed.” she affirm-
cd, her voice wrapped by an inexplica-
ble sarcasm.

Thev rolled through the maingate
of the university and followed the nar-
row lane leading to the doorway of
the Science building.

“Looks like the cnd of the road.” he
announced as they parked.

“Might as well be the end of an
cpnodc she added.

“Oh, can we not make this a real
beginning?”

“I'm afraid I cannot take it in - the
way you want to,” she entoned a sort
of a mysterious warning. “I'm perfectlv
sure that the clamoom has a differ-
ent atmosphere.

(Continued on page 4)
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YOUTH

It is said that politics is a dirty game.
It is common to associate it with cor-
upt practices, with ‘intrigucs, and even
with  violence. Youth ~on the other

E is idcalistic, ~carnest, and sin-

s it desirable for vouth to en-
gage in politics? Can youth and poli-
tics go together?

Before answering these questions, cer-
tain points_about  politics should ~be
clarificd. VWhatever may be said about
it, politics cxert a great influence ove:
the lifc of all the people of the coun-
trv. Whether they participate in it ac.
tively or not, the people are affected
by politics. For the men who —shape
the policics of and who run our gov-
crmment are chosen by this system com-
monly called  politics. Consequently,
all those under the dominion of the
government are necessarily affected by
politics.

Tt is the intention that in the mani-
festation of the free will of the people,
an cfficicnt government is cstablished, a
government that works for the promo-
tion of the gencral welfarc of all its
constitucnts. However, in_practice, ~ in
trving to ascertain what the will of the
people s, corrupt practices enter. Tt
would takc a long time to rclate the
schemes and artifices used in_influenc-
ing and dcfeating the frece will of the
people. The fruits of a victory at the
polls arc so luscious that weak men will
sacrifice principles  for their attain-

ment.
But it must be remembered that the
people, specifically, the el is

AND

LEOCADIO LLANTO
LAW 49
(MAYOR OF SAN FERNANDO)

POLITICS

To have such an attitude would be
to take a dcfeatist position. We can-
not dismiss “this mcasly game of poli-
ties” with a shrug of our shoulders. Po-
litics is an cssential feature of our de-
mocratic system of government and it
has far rcaching influence on the eco-
nomic and social life of the country.
That it is associated with corrupt prac-
tices cannot be an excuse for our indif-
ference to it unless we will let this
country of ours go to disaster. Rather,
thesc corrupt practices should be the
reason for the citizens, especially the
vouth, to have more interest in politics.

There is great need for cleansing our
political practices. Youth with his ideal
ism and encrgy can do much towards
frecing politics from its dirty aspects,

i t

or at lcast in reducing

vouth should actively engage in poli-
tics—that would entail dissipation of
cnergy. What is needed is for youth to
be more conscious and  assertive  of
their political rights and privileges.

It would be downright cynicsm to
hold that youth is_corrupted by politics.
That wouid be admitting the weakness
of the moral fibre of our youth. It
would be nearer to truth to declare that
a conscious and_assertiv; youth guided
by idealism  will purify ‘our political
practices. “The future is in your hands;”
so declared Pres. Quirino recently to
a youth rally, “may you labor hard and
long.” Not the least of this hard and
long labor is youth's task of making full
use of idealism in the ficld of politics
and thus assure politics of its proper
functi the blish of an effi-

I 0
2 minimum. I do not mean to say that

cient government for the welfare of all.

HIGHIWAY ACQUAINTANCE. ..
(Continued from page 3)

“Oh, T sce,” he said,
serious with your lessons.

“Thank_you for both the ride and
the compliment.”

They abandoned the jeep and moved

“you're pretty

not always dumb. All the pcople can-
not be fooled all the time. Frauds can-
not be committed always without the
neomle rising in vrotest against  them.
Politicians who fool the people do not
stay long in power. It is safc to say
that the results of the clections in
most cases reflect the true will of the
people. Were it not so. how do you
account for the continued existence of
this system of frec elections in the pro-
gressive nations of the world?

It is _cvident that politics exert a
great influence over the life of the
people. It is admitted that corrupt prac-
tices are associated with it though not
to the cxtent of completely misrepre-
senting the people’s will. In the face
of these facts, what must youth do?
Must youth keep themselves entircly
apart from politics for fear of being pol-
luted with its dirt?

The Laaghter In Your Eyes

The laughter in your eyes
Throws a spell upon me; ?)
I can't resist its charm

Which holds me tenderly.

Your laughter echoes like

A song, so sweet and low,

Thru my life from morn till night.
It's an endless tune of youth.

In the dead of the night

From my bed I often rise,

And wish that I could own

That laughter in your eyes.

By LEONCIO P. ABARQUEZ

toward the big doorway of the beautiful
new building, making a lovely pair of
human  beauty. Suddenly, just as they
were about to take the shelter of the
spacious hall, something swept him
off his feet.

“Say!” he exclaimed, “we haven’t
introduced ourselves!”

“Oh...” she laughed freely, “before
you voiced it you made me think
something horrible, was  eating  you.
Well, don’t worry. For a considerabl>
while we will be under the same roof
and I can guarantce you that sooner
or] later we'll both come to know each
other.”

The classroom was almost full when
they arrived. Only a few seats at the
back of the room remained empty.
Planning for a nice hour, Jose’s eyes
searched for two chairs. To his sur-
prise all the students arose. It was onlv
when he found her taking a stand be-
hind the lecture table that it all shone
clear to him.

Meekly he uttered a courteous,
“Good cvening, Ma-am” and proceed-
ed to take a scat behind.

*xx



THE CAROLINIAN

Page 5

Laughter And iBain

(By ACF.)

Evén our sincerest laughter is franght
with some pain, so observed the poct
Shelley. And Rizal gives prosaic ex-
pression of this observation when he
wiote that the best means of conccal-
ine pain is laughter. These two distin-
guished men  of letters, (in between
whose works and lives was a great gap
of years). one reminiscent of stoicism
characteristically British, the  other

;vpifal of "Oriental sentimentalism and
tali d di

cvervthing unbearable.

Between those with laughter — and|
“without ram and those “with pain|
without laughter — two extremes ~ we|

have to accept among us — there arc|
thosc who exemplify a striking and hap|
py medium—the pulsation of maturity
n youthfulness or of youthfulness in|
maturity, the injection of self-distinc
tion in" a social group, the reali=atior
of‘ life’s bounties in company with its|

ge on an

respecting  laughter and pain.

Lauchter — arisine out of good,
clean fun—is a healthful tonic, good
for young and old. There is the plea-
snre that punctuates a speaker’s  anec-
dotes and witticisms; the merriment
evuding from activities of relaxation;
the gaicty of pleasant and merry com-
panionship among good friends.” There
1s the soft laughter between lovers ex-
changing banters in a language which
can only arise from mutual ~feclings:

“cverything’s all right with the world.”

In nooks and corners we cannot fail to
find evidence of what Webster defines
as the “movement of the facial muscles
and the cyes ccaused bv a fecling of
merriment or pleasure.” It is the mas-
ter key to living, one writer asserts, a
magic button which opens the wav to a
relaxing cxistence unperturbed by the
sternest realities of life. It is the anti-
dote, how effective, onc may not ven-
ture a guess, to pain.

And pain? Suffcring, whether men-
tal or physical, so we are told. Or that
depression of the inside, a tueging of
the heart concomitant with utter
o ¢ o disillusi

or

despair. Or anguish, an intense suffer-
ing of the mind and body. There is
the pain of a parent whose three chil-
dren were killed Dbefore his verv eves
by fragments from a single bomb.
Therc is that untold grief of a son or
daughter for the loss of mother or fa-
ther. There is the pain of lovers cs-
tranged, of unrequited love, of futile
hopes. and dreams. There is the suffer-
ing of a soldier whosc body, blasted by
-brllets and shell fragments, refused to
give up dear life. It is a_maladv which
hreaks the mind, the body, the  spirit,
if recourse to a remedy cannot be had.
Langhter unfailingly attracts comma-
ny—"Laugh and the world laughs with
vou.” Pain drives the suffercr to alone-
ness, to a ¢orner fenced against a pain-
less world.” Laughter brings sunshine

and youthfulness. Pain ages one far
Devond his yvears. Laughter finds  the
world and life beantiful. Pain  makes

ey are those who rele|
gate their pains, and taunt life  with
their laughter. It is indeed a good ac|
tor who can successfully muster a mer-
Ty countenance to mask emotions charg-
ed with suffering.  We are all actors|
with the wide world for our stage. but
it takes a good man to move facial
muscles in apparent pleasure or merri-
ment while his inside bleeds with un-
told pain. Take the parent who lost
his children. vet faced the world with
contagious merry countenance and en-
thusiasm. Or the maiden who, losine
her lover in  some distant battleficld
and burving her heart forever with her
beloved, faced life thereafter with cheer
Or the man who loved intensely vet
futilely. concealing his decplv rained
heart ‘behind the  merrv_and pleasant
companv of his friends. Or the soldicr
whose arm was so riddled with bullets
that onlv amputation would save his
life—his langhter was that of one with-
out mortal veril.

It takes mettle to fling back laught-
er at life throwine wnain along one’
path. He who has that possesses a
tinction which T believe to be ercater
and grander than that of his like in|
acting in the movies or stage—the dis
tinction of self-conquest, of self-maste:
. Life can no longer be cruel to him
who takes in pain and suffering exndes
lanehter and merriment. TFor pain flecs
or heals when langhter comes in.

ARTS AND RELIGION...
(Continued from page 2)

thouehts of Tomas & Kempis alone; it
scts forth not alone the lonaing of one|
man's soul for God but the soul of

what St. Thomas Aquinas called, the|
universal mankind.
This little dissertation on art and

religion  would be incomvlete if |
would not give it a dash of music—for|
it is said that music is the crowning]
glorv of art. This idea will come to
mind when we consider church music|
as it is used in the Holv Mass.

Hercin lies the value of the Ioly Mass

Changes In The Times
By PURIFICACION CHAGAS

When we look at the great number
of voung men and women who are
heading aimlessly toward  the mani-
fold pits of perdition, we cannot heln
but wonder whether Rizal's hopes are
proving themsclves  worthy of the
great trust that our forefathers placed
in_this rising generation.

We Carolinians belong to this gene-
ration. But we confess that we arc
shocked at sceing voung men and wo-
men of our age screnading along the
banks of lewdness, sin and crime. We
are terrified by the spirit of the day,
its irreverence to authority, its love ot
pleasures its sense of irresponsibility.
Undoubtedly there are evils in our mo-
dern social life which did not cxist or
at least were not active in thc days
when our parents were at the youthfnl
threshold of life. There never was 1
time in _the history of our country
when evils were so rampant as_today.

What are the causes of this change
in the spirit of our times? We find
them in the films, newspapers, maga-
zines, books, companions, danccs.
amusements ,and_ the wrong concep-
tion of morality. These often play the
role of Satan bent on undermining the
structurc of our moral lifc and des-
troving the basis of our social struc-
ture. In our struggle against these for-
ces of destruction, lct us  thercfore
choose the right kind of films, newspa-
pers, it k
dances. amusements
surc that we will be guided in
right direction. .

To be a student at the Catholic Uni-
versitv of San Carlos is a great pri
lege. Religious instruction is necessars
to make the vouth helpful, respectful.
God-fearing, and worthy citizens of the
State. The soul must be developed
along with the bodv, otherwise lack of
proportion between the two will - pro-
duce an abnormality which will ~ re-
sult in spiritnal T

as the Wav to God through our Lord
Tesus Christ. Dwelling in this rclation-
ship of art and religion, as I sensed it.
T think T will never outgrow a child-
hood feeling that the church is the
abode of angcls. It is better that I do
not outgrow this belief because what-
ever I do. or whatever comes to mv
life as T live it, I will always have a
place to retreat to wherein T can rc-
new mv being in the aura of its holi-
ness. There is alwavs in the silence of
the church a burst of celestial musis
that gives you a glimnse of heaven and
a moment of immortality. This, T af-
firm, is true, because the church is the
center of the highest art — the art of

00ks,
and schools to be
the

sanctification.
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By J. LIM

A4 SCENE IN THE

Wilma arrived cxactly thirty minutes
before classes and sceing an unoccu-
picd chair at the corner of the Social
[Tall headed for it with relicf sccing
that it was at a point of vantage from
which to view the newcomers. Or ra-
ther, reflected Wilma dourly, the pup-
pets and marionnettes of Vanity Fair.
Bceing a senior in her last scmester and
all but one or two of her contempora-
ries gone off to the field, Wilma  felt
very much like the proverbial last leaf.
so to speak. For onc thing, she had
been sojourning as a pilgrim through
the vears in college. And, too, she was
making progress.

The faces she saw were mostly new.
Desultorily, she opened the book  be-
forc her. The thought came again—
there is something eternal about  col-
lege; like the seasons, they come and
they go. Spring, that beautiful time of
bloom, came uppermost as a similitude.
Every semester brings with it a blithe-
ness and resilience of spirit, a rebirth
of new hope and faith, and another
crop, of personalities.

A chorus of girlish laughter rosc up
from the next table. Wilma saw  that
they were whispering_facetiously into
each other's cars and from the gleam
in their eyes, she guessed that they
might be clawing somcbodvs reputation
to picces. From double-cdged tongues
doubleedged  fragments _would flv
about and someone would conclude
that two and two equal five.

“Such,” reflected Wilma, “is the in-
tegritv of gossip. Macbeth’s  witches
couldnt concoct a more lethal brew.”

A bevy of girls entered from a side
door chattering in a Babel, looking
new from tip to toe. By her red taffe-
ta ribbon Wilma especially noted one
of them. She was tall and decidedly
not fat. Wilma could not remember
an instance when she was not with-
out that ubiquitous red badge of sar-
torial courage. She reminded Wilma of
a box of chocolates, and as always at
the thought of chocolate, Wilma felt
the necessity to visit the Coop.

On her way back to the Hall, Wilma
heard the long, low, familiar whistle.
Looking up, she perceived that it had
not been aimed in her direction. Some
how. Wilma felt cheated and demoral-
ized. She knew others considered such

SO0CI4AL HALL

an accolade a pain in the neck when
as a matter of fact, she thought it a
balm to the ego. She was distinctly an-

noyed. “I must be going to secd,”
moaned Wilma.
She for whom the whistle called

took an empty seat onc table across
Wilma. “La femme fatale” had not
the stature nor the regularity of fea-
tures to ordinarily pass as a beautv.
Actually she had a long face but Wil-
ma saw that the girl had charmed her-
self into being charming! Obviouslv,
she imagined. she believed, she acted
herself into being bewitching.

This was a new light, if fantastic
one, on human nature. Wilma shook
her head in utter stupe action and
keenlv felt the nced, this time, of
smelling salts.

None available, Wilma contented
herself with a prim sniff.

“These,” she opined,” are the flo-
wers  that bloom in the spring. Oh,
there arc a few bookworms, yes, “her
eves rested on a couple of conscien-
tious be-spectacled bibliophiles,”  but
the greater part of them prefer the
Book of Life. Let them gossip, let them
be vain, let them delude themselves
into ravishing beautics; sooner or latet
they will mellow on, these beribboned,
cabbling, society matrons,  pilerims
progressing in four years’ time. Some
will fall by the way some, God willing
will attain that for which they have
started to achieve. Meanwhile,  thev
swim—or they sink. And when the ele-
ments roar, and the waters are  trou-
bled, their faith must not waver. Of
them let it not be said, ‘O, ye, of little
faith!” Take me, for instance.” Wil-
ma’s mental chest expanded,” here 1
stand at the end of these years and...”
her thoughts wandered in retrospect.
“Oh, my,” and here Wilma’'s jaws cxe-

cuted a' cavernous vawn. “I never
thought this much before!”

The new girls at the next table
stared at the bored old-timer.

At this moment the bell shrilled

time for classes.

*xw

You’ll wonder
of two love

«

pressed har
had nothsi
about......

The Night Before

By LOURDES VARELA

You have to write something and
hand it on Saturday. That is tomor-
row. “Tomorrow! Tomorrow!” You
clap your hands over your ears but stil*
that ‘demon voice shricks, “Tomorrow,
tomorrow!”

There is no escape. Fain would you
imprison Time for an hour, for two
hours, for a day and a night. But you
know it is futile. You know that
through the prison bars of mere wish-
es, Time can slither, completely un-
mindful of you. This thought humbles
you. You realize sadly you really are
not the great person you think you are.
You have been used to order people
about. You have been used to getting
all_the things you wanted. You were
a little Jack Horner sitting in your cor-
ner, saying, “What a ‘grand boy’ am
11" But now...Time laughs at you,
mocks you. You cannot sit it back; no,
not for a second, not even a millionth
of a second.

Tomorrow. . . tomorrow. . .

You do not want to.write yet. You
are not in the mood. You are not ins-
pired. You want to do anything else,
anything but writing. You want to go
for a walk. You want to talk. You want
to read. You just can’t write. Your
mind is like an attic  swept clean—
empty. Not cven a cobweb remains—
a _cobweb to ensnare thoughts  with.
Oh, for a thought, a sparkling thought!
But none comes.

And still that demon voice shrieks
on...
You stare at the flowers, the leaves,
the trees. They are deathly still. They
move you not. They are beautiful to
behold but there is coldness in their
beauty, or is it you perhaps who are
cold?” You shiver and turn away.
There is sadness in their beauty that
you cannot bear just now. Perhaps, on
some other night, not just tonight, all
the loveliness before you will = touch
your heart-strings, will make your heart
and your lips pour forth a song deeply
sweet and tender.

But you have to write something. A
poem? No, you simply cannot do it
tonight. You never can order yourself
to write a poem. A poem must flow
spontaneously from a full heart. Jt
must come from a heart that has re-
joiced much, suffered much, love

(Continued on page 16)
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On Writ;ng .For The

Carolinian
By JRG

Writers, like poets, are born—not
made. In the absence of natural-born
literary geniuses, it looks as if the.
Carolinian has to put up with self
made artists. .. ahem!... like me.

Undoubtedly, there are minor Shakes
peares and junior Bacons, who
about the university campus, indiffer-
ent to the avid clamour of the world-|
atlarge  for their_literary masterpieces
and oblivious to the desperate appeal
of the editor-in-chief for contributions|
to the school organ.

Take that lean, indescribably hook-
ed-nose, myopic character who haunts
the library. He looks no less extraor-
dinary than the next person except per-
haps that he sees no further than the]
gigantic volume before him. There he;
burrows, bookworm that he is, absorb-
ing infinite knowledge and vast learn-
ing, wholly unaware that his ‘geni‘x is

]

. g
that giddy, social butterfly who has|
cvery potentiality of a good  writer
would rather dance the guaracha, date
every night out, and count her beaux
than waste her glorious life by making
her light shine in the Carolinian.

A couple of davs ago, I was up on
golden clouds and silver skies; delirious
with thrill that T was at last begged to
write for the Carolinian. I'll "~ show
them that I can create literary works of
art... immortal gems in black and
white design. I am going to write a
treatisc_on “The Civilization of Man-
kind.” No, T shall expound on a more
sublime topic... say, “The Soul—Its
Nature and Machinations.” However,
the psyche would not appeal to earthly
humans—only profound thinkers (like
Me) can fully appreciate such classic
matters. Ahem!

I grope through the recesses of my
hizhly intcllectual brain to seek for a
subject  that will sweep the universe
with mv flawless mastery of technique
and stvle. Shall I, mayhap, make use
of my English 11 and produce a short
story that only Maupassant can equal?
Or shall my  brain-child be a lyric
poem—lilting, haunting, enchanting?
Or perhaps again— feature article—grip-
ping with  realism—dripping with pathos?
Ah'me!  The world of letters is mine

THE

A thousand and one miles from the
world is the hill of Valencia. ‘There I
watched the big sun set gloriously, the
slow afternoon turned gradually’ into
a growing dusk, and then the dusk
matured into a calm, silent. cngross-
ing darkness.

In the great skies, only a little star
pepped out, lending what little light
it could to the small space of Valencia.
In some distant fields a kaingin burncd
wildly sharing its heat and light with
the whole place. The sweet scent  of
the ripening corn lent fragrance to the
air. As the wind changed dircction the
air partook of the raw odor of the
brown ecarth newly plowed. Now and
then, the crickets sound and the love
calls of the mavas and the antolihaws
broke through the silence of the night.
The low hum of the breeze together
with the soft rustle of the bamboo
leaves created beautiful rhythm. Later.
the dogs barked as the pcople bearing
wholeleaf coconut torches rcturned
to their homes from the “tabu.” Men
and women called out in high pitched
voices and strange tones which cchoed

carmen f. rodil

AN EVENING IN

COUNTRY

and re-cchoed while the dog’s howls
came in more ficrce accents drowning
all_other lighter sounds.

With the passing of the folks, the
evening resumed its usual tranquility.
Even the ripple of a distant brook be-
came audible. Suddenly a dried coco-
nut leaf and a coconut fruit unloosened
themsclves from the trunk and made
a very disquicting fall, rolling the
whole way down the basc of the hill.
From afar, I could catch the clear tune
of a “harana” and the sweet chords of
the guitar.

As the evening advanced, a young
pale moon came out. I saw distinctly
the outline of mountain ranges cut out
in irregular slopes. Coconut trees lined
the edges of the hills. Further out I
saw vast fields and scattered  small
huts.

1 do not know how long I stayed in
that open window watching the eve-
ing grew. Perhaps it was but a fleeing
moment. But I knew all the while that
in some miserable part of the world,
the sounds of birds and crickets, the

(Continucd on page 16)

to command. . . .high-flown figures ot
speech like myriad birds on wing—lofty
participles so high up that they _dang]u
My word power is so mighty, it's stun-
ning and my spelling...onc  word
can only mn(iify it—"peerless”. . .cr . . .
or is it spelled with an ic?

Today, my enthusiasm has dwindled
into occasional spurts of half-baked in-
terest. I'm not the incomparable ge-
nius I thought T was . . .1 begin to have
delusions of failure and incompetency-
1 have d d into an ful,
worthless. idiotic dumbhead.

The scconds are ticking away the
hours . . .onlv a couple morc to mect
that deadline but my almighty intcllect
has completely deserted me.'T am left
numb and empty... where has all my
genius gone to?

1 look up at the electric blue of the
skies secking for that Muse, mortals
|*call Inspiration... even She docs not
realizc my frantic need..’ surely, there
must be a whit of inspiring thought lurk-
ing behind that propaganda of colors,
the posts call a Sunset; certainly, the
flight of the swallow is an ode in itselt
or even that stinking, sicklv-lookine
garbage can  holds poetry that nceds
only release and interpretation.

1 cannot mcet that deadline... I

spv the complicated whorls on my
writing desk... that’s it! I shall write
on “The Whirling Fddies of Life”; a
pink beauty of a mouse peers at me
from the safety of its hole... uh. huh!
...I shall make wonders with “Cheese
—Cheese—Cheese”; t h e  agonizing
screech of a saw mill gives me an idea ..
nothing like an eerie murder story
Eureka!

T know! An editorial on school be-
havior will be timelv and educational.
Tl start with statistics  and citc the
number of schools and their correspond-
ing students. Then, I'll quote a score
or two of authorities on good manners
and right conduct and make a detailed
instruction on “How to Win Students
to Influence the School.” By the time,
I roll up my sleeves to treat on the
main core, I have covered two manus-
cripts-full and the cditor has a psychiat-
rists’s problem-child on his hands.

My doom has come...the hour for
deadline, and I have accomplished noth-
ing save wild fancy and inanc ranting.
T am close to madness for I have made
no evident progress. The ultimate thing
there is left for me to do is to lav
down my pen and wait the verdict with
comnlacent resignation.

To print or not print .. That is the
editor’s question.
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Short Story

Do Pou FLobe Me?

By Rs2t

“353  please....3-53.. .0h....353.
Yes... Is this 353...cr... Do you love
me,... Yes?... Uh... Thank you....
that's all...”

That was the transmitter’'s part of
the conversation Nenita overheard at
the Library IIall. She was just out of
her 2:00 o'clock Religion class and was
waiting for the crowd of students to
thin out so she could squecze hersclf
thru and get a peck at the bulletin
board for published Ictters. That was
how she happen to hear the phone-
talk. Curious she raised an eycbrow and
to her surprisc she saw it was Ben who
was at the phone. Yes, she saw Ben. ..
Ben! Of all people, Ben!

Do you love me? Do you love? The
words kept ringing in her cars even as
Nenita was on her way home. In her
study table she couldn’t think. Do you
love’ me? Do you love me?— driv-
ing her crazy. Why, the dirty—double
crossing—two-timing—snake _in  the
grass! That big liar! He and his sugar-
coated promises. Honeyed words, ho-
neyed words! Yea,—those were  only
honeyed words. That big so and so
So, therce’s another girl, ch? Was she
somethingt. ... that.... the.... p...
well, just wait and see I'll show him.

Yes, indeed Nenita was angry, rav-
ing mad at Ben.

When Ben called at Nenita’s place
that afternoon, the door was slammed
in his face. Ben was amazed and  to-
tally non-plussed. Tle was not able to
say a world. Tle just stood gaping at
the closed door for a long time. Why
the sudden outburst. He couldn’t un-
derstand. It was not like Nita. Nursing
a bruised nosc he went home, bewilder-
ment and disgust written all over his
face. Why could she be angry? Wo-
men. Whoever said that the female of
the specic is  drcadful, was awfully
right. Somchow. But, maybe she had
calmed down by now.

So, he called her on the phone. No
answer. Twice, thrice, he rang her fran-
tically. Still no answer. Now, how
could she be so crazy! The tender, ter-
rible-tempered of the specie!’ Unpredic-
table and unfair! He almost couldn’t
stand it. Nor understand it.

Well, for the fourth time and last...

He picked up the receiver very slow-
Iy and rang again her number. Il
wanted terribly an explanation. I

was so surc he had donec nothing
wrong. Why? Why? Why should Ni-
ta treat him so! But oncc more there
was no answer.

Ben was almost sick of the thought
and was working himsclf to a temper.
1le then rang her again, the fifth time,
“There was a click at the other end  of
the line, then an carsplitting bang of
the receiver. It was no use and he de-
cided to drop the technique.

Feeling like a sick cow, slumped in
a chair ncar the phone, his head
clammed between his knucles, he  re-
viewed cverything he did that  day.
None, there was nothing he did that
might provoke such temperament. He
was 5o surc he ha one  nothing
wrong. What clse could he do then but
inlnll And when she will call, Humph...

Tive o'clock found Nita still furious.
but a little_in her senses. The phone
talk was still Dbothering her. Who
could that girl be. She was thinking
up of murderous plans of revenge. But
how? How should she do it. How!

Suddenly, an idca seized her. Why.
the girl. Yes, the girl! the girl, of
course. This time we will go even. I'll
ring her and... Ha! Yes...the num-
ber. .. Say, what was  that number?
4...5...33 No. 4...3...5... No,
not that. Hmmm3...5 3. Yes
that's it 353...Why, yes! Hurrah for
me it is it! Now where is that telephonc
dircctory?

She “almost knocked herself down—
among the furniture in her hurrv.
What with her “new look.”

A, here it is. Under the magazines.
Now, let me sce. Where's that darn
number 353. 349—350—352—353. She
g:;écd at the printed words opposite

“W h a a” was her half startled cx-
clamation. The directory ~ fell off from
her hands. “Oh, oh, ooh. Of all things!
Dope. why didn’t T think of that be-

fore!

She rcad it again, an amused silly
smile breaking into her face. What 2
big, big dope T am, she scolded hersclf
and rcad aloud:

353—Liberty Theatre. “And what do
vou know,” she talked to herself, “to-
day’s film is “Do You Love Me?”

EE

Emergency Teacher
By CAROLINA CAVADA

Rita gaced into the valley that
Swept before heér eyes. Farms
clustered around the nipa school
house and the rice paddies looked
like lace trimmings. The breeze
played on the rice planty which
were now grown up and which at
the passing of the breeze swayed
their bodies to and fro. In their
owl way, they were saying fare-
well to her. The sud wa, Slowly
sinking beyond the moultain ridge
and the half that was left ceemed
to call out  goodbye to her. too.

As Rita was about to turn her
back on the grippilg sceNe the
scelt of the aréa rem'nded her
of the joint flower garden of her
third and fourth grade girly which
was nOw in full bloom. Just below
the creaky bamboo Stairg of the
school bullding were planted with
rows of white rose, pink roses, scar-
let roses,yellow roses and other
kinds_She recalled how she had sent
for the cutting, from the neigh-
boring barricS and how her girls
had tended the young thoots with
loving care. She loved those flo
wer, and could she Now say good-
bye? Perhaps. two years ago when
the buds were still way down the
stemS, she could have loft them
without a thought of care. But
Dow, €ach little petal seemed to
be friendly to her.

With the thought Of the roses
came the tender hands that plant
ed them. She would mies them.
too. The hurried good-mornings of
the children accompanied by a shy
bending of the head, the branches
of luscious guava, which the Ltt'e
olles brought her, the noiSy chat-
ter at recess, the daily recitations.
the readiness of Jose's ahswers,
the gtammering of Felix. the end-
less prank, of Marlo, the long
braids of Ana who was so often
pestered by the boys—she would
them alll And she was Sure
of the emptines, of their hearts,
too. She had Seen it in their eyes.
in the spirit'ess recitation afte;
she told them. “Mr. Morena will

be your teacher lomorrow beca:

Her cobscience
rémembrance
courSe, it could do no harm to
them. She had olly soid that on
the spur of the moment. “in the
excitement of it all.”

For the Efth time. Rila took out

(Continued on page 16)
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Man’s Sacred Duty
By Sergio M. Suico — Law '49

Theie is noth'ng fortutous and hidden in
the life of man .n his relation with his
Maker. Nothing happfns in  'his world
which is unforeseen.  Everyth'ng answers
a dvine p'an. God tukes divine cognizance
even of the minutest thought, word. or deed.
Everylhing in  man is within ‘he range of
the All-sceing Eye. Indeed, noth'ng can es-
cape the nolice of the Al'-powerful. For
even the fall of a human hair. of the liny
sparrow, is known to the Crealor; and the
drop of the wiihered leaf of a tree is
within His  knowledge and con
This fuct, indeed, is of profound sign

We have. time and again, been counsel’ed
by Mother Church to love 2nd serve our
brother man; for lov'ng and terving him, we
‘ove and serve God. But ala; how mise-
rably we fail to heed the wise admonitioa. Nol
only thal, we go furlher and al'ow oursClves
to be ins’ruments of greed and selfishness In
our lust for wealth and d stinction. we forget
our neighbor and even wi'lfully trample upon
his God-giren rights. Greed and selfish ambi-
tion blind us to the really of our Sacred
Duty (and Obligation) toward our bro”her man.

The world is nol ru'ed by chance. It is far
from being more luck or ‘acciden!’ when one
comes wilhin the circle of our 1fe. To a!l
and cach one that we meel, we owe « du'y.
For duties are obligations we owe those around
us: and every one within our sphere of in-
fluence is cne to whom we owe a du'y.
Whay is the duty that we owe to each? It is
reverencing and obeying those who are super-
ior to us, who are above us; the duly of be-
ing genlle and affectionate and helpful to
those around us, on our own level; the duty
of protection, kindness, helpfulness and com-
pasion to those below us. These are man’s
dutics founded on Christian principles, No one
who aspirés to the eternal favor of God. to
be “one with Han™ should fail in the
fulfilment of these there is no spii'ual life,
tempt at least to fulfll them: for without the
that knows no death.

Whenever a person comes within our circle
of life, 1t us see o it that he leaves thal
circle a beller man. When an ignorant per-
son com@s and we have knowledge, let him
Icave u be.ler ‘nformed man. When a sorrowhul
person comes to us, let him leave a litlle less
sorrowful. When & helpless person comes and
we are strong, let hm leave us strengthed and
oot humiliated or depressed by our prde.
Let us be tender aed patient, gentle and help-
ful to all. Let our hearls be unselfishly and
widely open and unfolded in loving kindness and
mercy to all, just as a flower in an early
May morning is unfolded in its full bloom,
releasing its sweet fragrance to every one that

(Continued on page 16)
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An extract of the poem
on the inauguration of the
University of San Carlos

By M. S. FLORDELIS

This university is a fortress designed

‘To spare us from the impacts of time,

From the broadsides of mighty isms,

From the atoms of Marx, the powder of Lenin;
For here indeed is freedom from moral want,
Ilere the noble mission begins

Where the Atlantic Charter ends.

From its belfry this university

Shall tell the pagan world

‘I'he secret and worth of the bells:

The power of the prayer.

From its spire we forge an axis

Straight from Cebu to Rome

To assure us shelter in the Dome.

Ilere Magellan planted the Cross that still stands.
This is not ours to see but to carry

In the daily grind of the Cebuano soul,

In the inch-by-inch movz to perfection;

Not ours only to carry but to kiss

To keep the warmth of communion,

To fan aflame the Faith.

The youth is here to discover

‘The further inlands of the mind,

Inward into the gray labyrinths

To tap the inner sources of spiritual power,
Faith's fuel that shall propel him

“To the vision and the dream.

Ve are but an extension of Ilis will
To build not to destroy—

To filter away the mortal in us
And look with furtive eves

The residual spirit to find,

To patent its worth and assay

The noble metal lodged therein.

YWe have but forty of fifty years to go,
“I'hen shdll we leave no taint or trace,
No coiled history to unwind.

Nothing to remember or remind.

It be enough to have left

On the slab of young waxen minds
“Ihe imprints and trade-marks of truth,
“I'o have unfolded the curtained
Grandeur of science, the glory of the arts,
To have constructed the invisible links
Between Creator and created;

“I'here shall be left the furrows

We have carved on the brain of youth
Now written on his forehead,

Dark lines of wisdom across his brow
Like a harrowed field mothering

Its richness to the planted seed.



ROTC Corps s Fat
Education girls try  theic  hand at Robin  Hood's art at and review. Carps hoiiors Fulfiek
Mirawar, USC resart.

The toss uh that
ing of the Collegia

4R il

& = ]

USC swimming pool at Miramar, coconut trees, sea breeze and ~ Coeds. Pre-Med hoopsters led by  tean
Aurora Yballe. This team won 1




A day off for the Prof -W

and the students.

3

zctor and Faculty with parade

Beauteous Corazon Sdguin, team spon-
sor, and Lex Circle President \W. Buquid
marching at the head of the Law cagers,
during the opening ceremonies of the intra-
murals.

rked the open-
Intramurals.

tain R. Zosa and sponsor A portion of the cager crowd holds its breath in a thrillin;
ize for the best uniform. moment of the game.
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Our Corps Sponsor

Miss Rosario Dorotheo

New Queen of the Canpus

An  unsophisticated  18veear old
beauty will rule the campus this year
as ROT'C corps sponsor—Miss Rosario
Dorotheo, a first year student of the
College of Fducation.

Looking like a picture straight from
a Palmolive ad, Nena—as she is called
by friends—is the type men fall for at
the drop of an cyelash. Members of her
sex likewise forget the jealousy inher-
ent in their tribe and fall under her
charm of naturalness and simplicity.
_In an interview with Nena, the pub-
licity-shy queen headed  off a long
questionaire  and  quickly  said she
“docsn’t like interviews.” Cut off
thus, the vital facts about her arc:

Ier ideal man must be a regular
church-goer. All  other considerations
will be weighed on that basis. How-
ever, she draws the line on those men
with “defective eyes.”

Her pet pecve: the sophisticated
person who puts on airs. She believes
th]aft onc should always act his natural
sclf.

Her  favorite game:  badminton,
which, incidentally, has brought  out
}lclrl “schoolgirl” complexion to  the
u

Her reading: a blend of light fiction
and, of all things, comics. That's be-
cause she reads for entertainment only,
period.

I am surc the Corps will like this
cov coed.

An Wntitled Poem
By Ismael Leyva

It's you—who'll give this poem its name
For T don’t ever wish to remember
That this from stark sadness came,
Born of a futile love’s dying ember.

Until that cold barrier of silence
Between us thaw, I won't sleep—

But keep my heart's painful suspense
Vith warm passion — sound and deep.

Let not morbid doubts becloud our skics,
While gardenias and roses on us smile
In yonder land where exultant joy ne'er dies,
And fluttering blue-birds sing the while.

Yes, we two may meet aEain over there,
If and when God and Love decree
And our souls shall find each other,
Like every nesting bird its trez.

Then let mz2 hear from your lovely lips,
‘I'he song of your return to me,

And the warm response from your tender frame

So that I shall not drift this unknown sed.

In Belirium........ No!
By M. M. AMIGABLE

The light glimmers faintly,
It “soon will fade away
Into nothigness forever.
Shall total darkness
Enshroud my sznses
And leave me hopeless?
Decisive tho' these days of mine,
I shall not fear. for great is hope
In the Heavenly Prince. o
My soul has grown gray with sin
I am now at the supernal gate
Repentancz is too late; I fear
Without the vestige of a tear.

Turning back I dare try
To hide a fearful sigh
Of great despair!
Then 1 lift a foot,
When suddenly comes a note,
A Voice, dignified and clear.
“Come to Me, fear not your Lord,
The Father you adore.
With_devotion more sincere.
Go_ back to the world
Your life make clear.”
My eyes closed, I fell
Into a” bottomless welli

I sweated, suffered very much,
I tried hard something to clutch,
As I awoke in mortal fear
The doctor stood beside my bed.
I opened wide and cleared my eves,
. then came to redlize
That 1,... was dying! No kidding!
The Almighty gave me bade
My life in fullest vigor
I will then tell ‘the world
Of the Munificence of the Lord
Glow then O. beautiful LIGIIT!
Hlumine the world with your might.
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A Page of Poetry  Emmrew

The Country and the Cily And Men Call Themselves CIVILIZED...
By FITZ ARREZA GERALDO
. 3 ED. VON BARRIGA
The country I cannot despise or scorn,
God long has sealed it with his benison,
His blessing on the field and stream and stone

Most true and tender on a quiet morn Why must men
So eloquent: that eye must be forlorn Prefer the ways of beasts
That cannot gaze with rapture at the sun, Are they not booned with human mind and will

For it is Nature ever that must stun

Our souls to admiration nobly bomn. yet what lures them to forget their stature

) Over brutes which they are made to rule.
The city is a delight, but 'tis man-made;

His artifice the prospect does pervade, The ills and trials of past history
The houses, mansions, theaters and squares, are they not fit warnings to amend
;’:e ;fstaurants, thz stores dishpluying wares, And yet men say they're CIVILISED. ..
e busy streets, the running ootin'g cars— When in their midst their one thought, is WAR
Hovw different a sight from Heaven's stars! Their eyes see but the hue that colors al% things
Red ’
743 Rﬂcﬁ Tiery crimson to behold
By Fitz G. Arreza to have peace they make war
. ) And thus would justify the strife

When men would cruise the set of Pleasure wide, —— .
Religion is the rock from which they veer Fu:wtws why do‘ you not REASON
Their vessel's course, they look on it with fear, War it not the Christ of peace
And when too near, they swiftly turn aside. Peace can be had through love alone
They apprehcnd the boat may be destroyed, Still there must be
Its grim forbidding view they cannot love, the glory fields of strife

So farther from its scene they roam and rove,

Oft by its sight they seem to be annoyed. For men will not be men

Alas
Bui{ ulvl;en the sea c{elighls th’;eer;l nevermore, This civilization is a mockery
And life is not so luring as before; T
Or when they come upon d razing storm To Him who came to save.
That certainly will do the vessel harm,
*Tis then they see new beauty in the rock,
And by its barren boulders gladly dock.
Teach Me
tobither then mp soul By R. H. BELOSO
ed. von barriga
restive is my soul—ambitionless Teach me, O God, the song of noble, manly life,
fraught with the unaccomplished Teach me to firmly tread the thorny path of right,
life "is one continuous emptiness ‘Teach me to face the trying storms with a smile,
i see yet see not why My strength renewed at every well-won, well-fought mile.
. Teach me to take strength from the good brown earth,
the prize that nay be won ‘The vigor that springs from the lofty trees,
ff‘lt‘;l)’e "f;ug'ii"’"g;'fa‘l‘;w The rushing breeze, the tractless seas
dedicate d 1o the Deity And ethereal skies.
tis insipid and vague. “Teach me to anchor my life and character on ‘T'ruth,
for me to strive in vain That rock sublime that marks Thy very threne.
in indecision and indolence Teach me the Laith of a Christian
to do great things alone The fortitude of a soldier
without my Go The strength of a man.

lives on my soul lifeless

a deserter of the cause ‘Teach me to be as humble as the rain
that men feed on That cools the parched brown earth

if thwarted in purport And enlivens many a life-giving spring,
life’s aim foreferter For only with this virtue .
whither then my soul? Can I be truly one of Thy flock.

And above all,
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Pres. Quirino Sends
Medal For Best Orator

1lis Exccllency, President  Elpidio
Quirino donated a_gold medal to the
College of Law. 7The medal will he
awarded to the best orator in the
Oratorical contest to be held in_Octo-

ber under the auspices of the College

of La

Scerctary  to the  President,  Alba-
no Pacis, writing in_the President’s be-
half, expressed the best wishes of the
President for the success of the contest.

Six Qualified For
Oratorical Test

Among scores of participants  in
the climination rounds held at USC
all in conncction with oratorical con:
test conducted by the College of Law six
were qualified. They  were Oscar V.
‘I'rinidad, Napolcon G. Rama, Wil
liam  Buquid, President of the Lex
Circle, Iimesto Rosales, Vicente Uy
and FFernando de los Santos.

The oratorical contest promiscs  to
be a keenly contested affair as the qua-
lificd contestants are composed of pro-
fessionals and  cxperienced  orators.
Two of them, Vicente Uy and Fer-
nando dec los Santos alrcady won
honors and have behind them  quite
impressive record.  Vicente Uy won
first prizc in the oratorical contest held
in [loridablanca and participated  in
by all ROTC units of the Philippines
while  Fernando  de los Santos was
adjudged  second best in an Indepen-
dence Day  oratorical tilt  held  at
Avenue Theatre somctime ago.  An-
other contestant Ernesto Rosales is an
announcer _of Station KZBU. Nap-
olcon G. Rama is associate cditor of
The Philippines Commonweal, Cebu
Burcau and William Buquid, a pros-

perous  businessman,  is  currently
President  of the USC college  of law
organization, Lex Circle. Contestant

Oscar Trinidad is a staff member of
the Pioncer Press.

New ROTC Sponsors Elected

Tor this vear’'s ROTC sponsors, the
corps picked a crop of new faces.

THcading the roster is Miss Rosario Do-
rotheo, ~ sweet-faced,  shv newcomer.
who was unanimously clected  corps
sponsor. ‘The following is the list  of
sponsors according to the designations:
Miss Rosario Dorotco. .Corps Sponsor

Miss Adelina Sugatan..Corps Staff

Miss Pastora Mendoza.Ist Bn

}ltliss B. Almagro......
I

Ist Bn Staff
Lourdes Asuncion.2nd Bn
ili i .2nd Bn Staff

.3rd Bn
.3rd Bn Staff
ry Ist Bn
“B” Btry IstBn
C” Btry 1st Bn
A” Btry 2nd Bu

" Btry 2d

d
“C” Btry 2d Bn
Hq & 1Iq”

3 n
Miss Leonora Valencia.“Scrvice” Btry

Miss L. Gonzales
Miss L. Ybancz.
Miss Grace Silao
Miss Maria Quinoncs
Miss Virginia Oliva
Miss Carmencita Ty
Miss Gloria Alconar.

o
S

n
Miss Virginia Camacho.Band Sponsor
Miss Lily Paraz.......Color Sponsor
Miss Remedios Castelo.Liaison
Sponsor

ROTC Officers Organize Frat

Following a simple ceremony, the of-
ficers of the Universitv of San Carlos
ROTC Corps formed the “cannon and

Swords” fraternity.

The officers clected are:

president; Cdt. Maj.  Virgilio Ypara-
guirre, vice-president; Cdt. Lt. Col. Elmo
Garrido, sccretary; Cdt. Lt. Col. Jose
auditor;Libron, treasurer; Cdt. Cant.
Fleazar Cerna, anditor; Cdt. Capt. Vi-
cente Uy and Cdt. Licut. Lconcio
Abarquez, _reporters; Cdt. Lt. Rufino
Kho and Cdt. Cant. Dominador Seve,
peace and order officers.

ROTC Plans "_I‘amlialinlion
March"

A “familiarization” or practice march
will be held  September the
USC ROTC corps, it was revealed at
the officc of the commandant.

The cadets will hike from the city
to Liloan, which is about 20 kilome-
ters away.

Inasmuch as the target date falls
on Sunday, both the regular group
and the Sunday drillers will' share “the
jov and the stink” of the march.

The “familiarization march” is onc

of the routine requirements for all
ROTC cadets.

Home Economics Department
Elect Officers

The Home Fconomics Department
recently elected  their officers.  Miss
Flaviana Tudtud, a charming Senior
of the said department, was chosen
President. Other officers elected were
Vice-Pres—Pacita Hernaez. Sec.—Jovita
Ouano, Treas. — Bernardina Almadro.
Reporter — Lourdes Morales, Ren. to
the Student Council — Cenona Lazo.
Adviser of their organization is Mrs.
C. Gonzalez.

Last Aug. 29, the Home Economics
Dept. held an excursion to Liloan. A
salient feature of the affair was that
all their provisions were prepared by
themselves  *

Pre-Meds Hold Talisay Excarsion

The Pre-Meds took to the water in
what almost amounted to a whole dav
affair at the USC swimming pool at
Miramar, Talisav. August 15th.

After skin-tanning frolics in the Mi-
ramar pool, a lechon dinner was held.
Later an ice cream party took place
at_Yarrow’s.

For their chaperon, the Pre-Medics
had Dr. Protasio Solon. Fathers Bun-
zel, Hoerdemann and Hoeppener also
attended the dinner.

Mindanao Carolinians Meet

Representative  groups of USC stu-
dents from Mindanao met August 14
at the Universitv high school building*
and elected the following officers: Hora-
cio Adaza, president; Eduardo Javelo-
sa, vice-president; Lvdia Lacuna, sec-
retary; Herminia Abalos, treasurer; Jo-
se Arquisola and  Aniano C. Ferraris,
press relations officers.

The president-elect subsequently ap-
pointed two Carolinians from each pro-
vince of Mindanao to compose the
board of directors of the organization.

A mecting was again held August
21 to plan activities to be undertaken
during this year by the society.

*
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SPORTS PARADE

dibbddddddbddidiibd By NARCISO L. ALINO Jr.

Basketball coaches of Ccbu’s leading educational institutions are
feverishly rounding up and dubbing in the finishing touches to their teams.
Non-praying_basketball mentors are suddenly beginning to pray- d how
they pray! The band begins to strike up. “What's all ~this rumpus on the
campus?”

“Brother, the basketball scason will soon be on!” Soon the basketball
stars will step into the limelight and display their wares. Then will be time
tor the realization—or unrealization—of sweet dreams of victory. And the bas-
ketball “experts” are beginning to have more and more hallucinations. Som=
members of this exclusive tribe of false prophets, the “pseudo-experts”, even
say the goose is cooked. But dame victory is illusive and fickle.

Yours truly cannot remain quiet with his fingers crossed and stay aloof
and unconcerned in the midst of all these unccrtainties and d i
Ye olde editor and exccuted, I mean, executive editor have promised me ten
meters of pure, unadulterated super special ice drops—if I make the correct
predictions. (I sure could utilize those ice drops right now.) My present crv-
stal ball has never failed me yet; the last one which caused me to cat my
hat suffered a dirty politician’s demise.

As 1 gaze into my crystal, I see a myriad of multicolored spectacles.
Myopic as I am, I can see the blurred intermingling colors slowly ~merging
into... yes, sir, Green & Gold! Now all I have to do is interprct mcaning
of this phenomenon.

The CAAA Senior basketball classics will be a mad scramble of the four
giants. The Southwestern Five, defending champs, will have to take the mea-
sures of the T ful CIT M: the straight-shooting Southerners and
the smooth-passing and deadlv-shooting San Carlos Warriors, 1946 National
Inter-Collegiate champions and conquerors of the Canadian Vancouver Red
Roses. All have their ranks decimated by the exodus of veterans lured bv
tempting offers of Manila_ colleges and universities and by the one vear
residence rule, should the CAAA adopt it.

The SWC Quintet looks strong on paper. Dadoc Cortes is still combat-
serviceable and is ablv backed up by the Alcudia brothers and Jaen. However
the SWC defense line wont be so impregnable now with the absence of
Dioscoro Alesna who has gone to the land of “kinampay.”

The Cebu Tech boys are “hot” according to reports. If thev are hot
enough they might burn to crisp the SWC hope of repeating. And there are
Doc Alburo’s shooting stars. The SC squad is rcenforced by stars who just
graduated from the Junior League cl i The SWC i has le
play better basketball or else. ..

The USC Warriors will be the strongest threat to SWC'’s bid for supre-
macy. Sounds optimistic, huh? But I still contend the Green & Gold War-
riors have more than a china-mans chance to upset the SWC apple cart. The
Warriors dont look as if thev could dish it out in practice scraps. But man,
oh, man! watch them fight when the real battle is on. Remember the SWC—
USC duel of last year when the Warriors came from behind—and theyv werc
miles behind—and came to within 3 pts of keeping the basketball diadem
without Mumar? Only the unusual artillery fire of Dadoc Cortes saved South-

. western. And did you see the Carolinians upset the Vancouver Red Roses?
That, skeptics, is how San Carlos fights when inspired.

Let me repeat. The CAAA Inter-Collegiate basketball tourney will be a
toss-up. Basketball is a game of surprises and upsets; to wit, the last Olympic
Games: when a team beat the other, and another beat the one that beat the
other; and the fourth beat the one that beat the other; and so on and so
forth,

Then, too we have the University of the Visayas and the Cebu College
to think about. I'shall not stick my neck far out this time. But I'll bet all mv
neighbor’s property and all the money I'll win in this coming sweepstakes that
the  persistent boys of Lahug will stubbornly defend to the last man their
position in the cellar.

Collegiate Intramurals staited

In the aftcrnoon of  August 16th,
Reverend Father Rector tossed a ball
into the air. Two cnergetic young
men lcapt to tap the ball, onc™ was
a Pre-Medic and the other a Law stu-
dent. Expectant eves were all around.
‘Thus, the Annual Collegiate Intramur-
al Series of Games started.

The game rolled on until it ended
into an_unbalanced score of 30 to 8 in
favor of the Law team.

The next game was played in  the
same afternoon between the teams of
the College of Commerce and that of
Engineering. The Commerce team won
the game with a safe margin.

A week passed The Pre-Meds were
determined to do their best and when
they played it out with College of Edu-
cation team on 23rd of August, the
stain of their defeat at thc hands  of
the Law team, was washed out. They
defeated the Education team with a
score of 13 to 24.

Physiography Excursion
By . C. ZARRAGA

Under the direction of Mr. Mariano
Flordelis sixty physiography ~students
made a successful excursion to Tinaan,
Uling and Talisay last Sunday.

The students obscrved the different
kinds of minerals necessary for the
production of cement such as lime-
stone, gypsum, and shale, and the visi-
ble faults of several bald mountains.
They also saw the entrance to the two-
kilometer long Uling coal mine tunnel.

Mr. Flordelis was cordially welcomed
by the coal mine_supcrintendent, En-
ginner Honesto  Gapud, who offered
the former and his students a brief
sight-seeing in the dark tunnel, but lack
of time made the trip impossible.

The excursionists first started out
at 8:30 A.M. for Tinaan and next to
Uling coal minc where thev had their
dinner. At 3:30 P.M. thev left for Ta-
lisay to enjoy some refreshments.

o .
Education Seniors Hold Party

The FEducation Scniors of the San
Carlos University held a get-together
party in Miramar Talisay on Aug-
ust 22.

Badminton, Chinese Checkers, chess,
ping-pong and swimming were the
different activities of the occasion. A
novel sport, archery, was tried by the
Seniors with zeal ‘and enthusiasm un-
der the instruction of Tathers R.
Hoeppener and S. Szmutko.

Highlights of the affair were the
performances given by the well knowa
talents of the College of Fducation.

(Continued on page 1
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“Oid Look”’or“New Look”

By ALFREDO ALBANO
Commerce 11

When we speak of “new look” we at
once have in our minds a clear picture
of a dress long cnough to touch that
portion of a woman’s legs halfway be-
tween her knees and her heels. But is
the look rcally new? We cannot ans-
wer this question catcgorically unless
we make a little rescarch of the past
fashions of a woman's dress because
nothing is new unless there is nothing
old before it.

If we look at the pictures of our
mother’s taken at the time when they
were still “bobby-soxers™ we can  see
that the hems of their garments also
touched that portion of their legs be-
tween their knees and their heels. That
was the fashion of their timeand that
was almost twenty years ago! The cut-
ting was_ simple. There  were no
fancy stitches  or things like  that.
‘I'hc” decorative pa raphernalias charac-
teristic of Carmen Miranda was out of
the  picture.  In short, there were
no complications in the sct up, what-
soever.

Now, these so  called “new look”
dresses have practically the same cha-
racteristics as thosc garments our mo-
thers used to wear twentv vears ago.
Supposc, the first TFord car built in
1903 were brought before vou, would
vou call it new?’ Could vou conclusive
Iv assert that it is as new as the 194<
Cadillac? Then, wh\ l1(hcs. do vou call
this varticular dress a “new look” when
practically the same model existed long
time ago.

Let's call it the “old-look” and we
will be more correct.

e e

THE NIGHT
(Cor

ied from page 6)

uch.

VVcll shall it be a storv? No, again.
You prefer to tell storics first before
writing them. And tonight there are
no voung eager faces about vou—thos~
faces with the sympathetic eves  and
parted lips, thosc faces down  which
trickle a tear or two when vou tell a
sad story, those faces which charmi
Iv blush” ‘when vou tell them of beauti
fal voung love. Thev arc not here  to
inspire vou to go on weavine vour en-
chanting tales till Jatc in the night
when r]roopmg lids flutter and closc.
And you carry them gently to  their
beds. i

But what about tomorrow?

Dcspcvate]v, vou wish for a Wishing
Well. Or for “Aladdin’s lamp. Or at
least just his magic nne You stare at
vour own ring. It doesn’t look unusual.
You close vour. cyes and rub your ring
hard. Nothing happens and vou starc
at the white shects of paper before you.

AN EVENING IN...
(Continued from page 7)

music of the brooks and the breeze,
the innocent mountain_ calls, the envia-
ble scenc of slopes and trees were rude-
Iv replaced by the whizzing of bullets
and  roards of cannons, by the ceasc-
less groans of the dving  the hungry and
the hurt. T knew that beyond the hills
that I saw was another world torn  to
pieces by man’s greed and jealousv:
while T stayed there in that untroubled
spot, witnessing Nature shape and  re-
shape Beauty into a greater and per-
fect onc.

An evening in the countrv can lend
surcease to a troubled mind, peace to
a distressed heart, calm to a stubborn
nature. It is only with the closer and
more intimate contact with Nature can
we fully appreciate the beauty of peace
and love.

EDUCATION SENIORS...
(Continued from page 15)

Miss Grace Silao took the party bv
storm with her sidesplitting acts. In
the plavlet, “An  Uguy Duckling
Turned Into a Beautiful Swan,” shé
was the selfish sister. Miss Carmen-
cita Alojipan plaved the part of the
“ugly duckling.” Her act was convine-
ing_as the homely sister. Miss Conse-
jo Teves, as the mother, and Mr. Gui-
Nermo Julia, as the dashing brother,
did likewisc finc performances. de-
clamation was rendered by our incom-
parable Mrs. Adelfa Penalosa. There
were song  solos by Misses Candida
Mercader and Tecla Revilla.

Members  of the TFaculty present:
Reverend TFathers L. Bunzel, E. Tloer-
deman. R.  Tlocppener, S. Szmutko;

A. Ordona, the adviser; Atte. C.
a0; Mr. M. Tlonorides; Miss T

Rodil; Mr. ]. Ordona.

Success of the party was duc to the
cfforts of Mr. A. Ordona, and to the
officers  and members of the  Senior
Organization.

MAN'S SACRED. ...

(Continucd from page 9)
comes with'n 'ts aura. Let us not give vent o
harshness and  selfishness. There is enough
sorrow in the world. Let our spri'ual man be
a source of comfort und of pCace, nay, let
him be as a ‘light in the world’. Let us
show and judge our ‘claim’ 1o an eternal heri-
tage in Heaven by our effec: on the world,
,and 1€t us strive so that the world may grow
purer, belter, happier, because we are | ving
in ity .

IF I COULD .... IRENE!
Irene, if I could tell,

And impress you with my tale,
Long burning in my heart.

You would at once undo
The hatred in your breast.

Irene, if I could tell .. .. ..
Of deep loneliness within me,

Of a love in purest mind .
Nursed by your loveliness. ..

These would be words
That would melt your i
Attitude into a flowing stream
Of requited love.

Lady dear, hear my tdle
Of woe and love and truth
And you'll be won.

CALIXTO YONGCO

EMERGENCY TEACHER...
(Continued from page 8)

the crumpled telegram from her
pocket. “Mr. Morena arriving
tomorrow to take over classe, —
slop— no vacalcy for you yet -—
stop.” There was 1O consolation
that she could be reinstated soon.
Not that She needed the money.
The coconut grove back home could
Support her mother and hersolf,
now lhat her brother had pasSed
the board exam for architects
But still she wanted to teach here
in this Lttle barrio. She had
learNed in two years lo love its
loneliness, its God-fearing peo-
ple. the younger generation, the
lecalty. She had caught the spirit
of the hlls «nd che hated to go
back 10 the city with its wiles and
wickedness. She had learned to
urderstand the poetry of the sim-
ple folk and she appreciated the
things that cannot be bought by
money.

A, the daughter of the farmer
with whom She was stay ng came
to tell her that Supper was ready,
she dabbed her hindkerch'ef to
her eyes and turhed lo walk to-
ward the house, determined to re-
turn after she had finished the rm

quired studies.
- *

Tomorrow. . .

Suddenly, vou have a thought. Whv
not write about vour having nntlnnrv to
write about?. .. Why not indeed?

And vou suddenly scize vonr nen
and write feverishly. And as you write,

the demon voice becomes fainter
fainter until you hear nothing at
except the scratching of vour pen
you write the last word and put
last period with a sigh.

PR

and
all

as
the
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STRUGGLE
AGAINST TIME

By PANFILO LASTIMOSA, Jr.

One morning last summer I was
late for my class. My teacher scolded
mc:

“I'he next time you will be late, T
shall drop you from the class,” she said
angrily.

“I 'woke up early, Mam, but mv
breakfast was served late,” I answered
humbly.

“Instruct your cook to prepare the
food carlier, otherwise fire her out.”
she said indignantly throwing her bag
on the table.

“That is impossible. How can I? She
is my mother,” I told her.

Teacher's face broke into a forced
smile. My classmates understood, and
soon burst into laughter.

I sank into my chair. I thought of
quitting school. But it was only a ques-
tion of a few more days. The sheep-
skin came before my ecyes. I could no
longer look at my teacher although I
knew in her heart she sympathized with
me.

T arrived home that noon with a trou-
bled heart. My mother secing me with
a new look asked:

“What's the matter, son?”

“My teacher scolded me for bein;
late this morning. And she threatene
that if I repeat, she will dismiss me
from the class.” .

“Forget it, teachers are always like
that,” my mother consoled me.

1 woke up early the next morning.
Although my class began at 7:30, [
tuok the bus at exactly 6:00. I was
the only student among the passcngers.

Most of my companions were labor-
ers in the public works, or vegetables
vendors.

At Pardo, like a thunderbolt from a
clear sky, a blowout rocked the bus.
1 was still far from school. I wanted
to transfer to some other form of trans-
portation, but all were overloaded and
would not stop. At 7:10, exactly twen-
ty minutes before my class, the driver
started again. The laborers were scared
they would be late. The vendors were
impatient  that their early customers
might not wait to buy their vegetable.

When we “impatients” reached the
corner of Colon and Climaco streets,
a traffic officer stopped us. He told the
driver to drive back and take Pangani-
ban to Magallanes street. 1 protested.
1 shouted. But they did not understand
my situation. It was 7:25 when we were
at Magallanes and  Carmelo streets.

The following night becams
onc of the bigzest affairs of thz
summer. We  had organized a
program and dance. The affair
was framed up with Nene Uy
as master of ccremonics. Do-
dong Abatayo and Viliong Ypar-
ranguirre rendered  the vocal
numbers. Doming Scva wagged
his holahola, and _ Quonsct
Three Marracas with Bob Abar
and Poniong Calatrava furnish-
cd the instrumentiess orchestra.
The pillows were our “dates”.
Onc of the numbers of the pro-
gram was a flower dance with
Aristoteling  Briones  as the
muse for the auction said. He
had a nice coiffure of a fat-
igue towel, and as a water-proot
ball dress — a raincoat. The
highest bidder was Jake Bernad
who paid the flower with cash
“mickey mouth” monev. The
affair ended with mysclf com-
plaining of harst throat.

The afternoons of the follow-
ing days of that week were co-
lored with one-man shows. One
was “El Toro,” featuring Toling
Briones as the great “matador”
with either Max Ylava or Nillo
Alauizola as the bull. A coin-
cidence with Ester Williams in
the “Fiesta” bull-fight was pure-
Iv coincidental.

This was the midd!e of our train-
ing — the fourth week. We be:
gan our actual operations with
our swectheart, the 105 Howit-
7er. The firing devot took place
during the arrival of Major-
General Rafael  Jalandoni AP
Chicf of Staff, when our batters
fired 17 gun salutes. From then
on we began to play  with
trails, clevation and dcfection
hand wheels, charges, fuscs, aim-
ing circles, B. C. scopes, milita-
v slide rules, range quadrants,

Charlie’s Recollection of
Camp Floridablanca

By VICENTE UY
(Continuation)

cte.

The fifth weck was important
for our battery. We started our
serics of victorics with the first
and sccond places in the school-
of-asquad interbattery compel
tion. This was_the first feck w
went out on RSOP (reconnais-
sance, sclection and occupation:
of position). Our unit hap-
pened to be deployed in a bush
of “sereguclas” and guavas. The
nosition was so strategic that in
the afternoon we accomplished
two missions: we mapped the
place and mopped up what was
in the place.

The succeeding weeks were
a series of firing days. This wac
the period when Javelosa’s most-
hated whistle sounded the shril-
lest; when Seva’s radio scction
featared the sweet and lovely
voice of Capa-Six-One’s J. Ta
mayo and Capa-Six-Two’s ]. Re-
lampagos; when  Yparraguiree's
wire-men  were busy with their
lines; whenVeloso's  “slecping”
motor scction woke up; when
the cannoncers Garrido, Ruiz,
Jimeno and Tupas perspired the
fullest; when Ceniza’s fattengd
kitchen personnel were the bu-
siets. At 1145 hours, 16 June
1948, we heard over the radio
this -3 message, “Cease firing!
Mission accomplished! Enemy
totally devastated! Find of Train-
ing!!” The verdict of freedom.
“Charlic you're free”! T returned
the issued items, packed uy
things and—

“Let us put army things away
Training time is over,
Ilomeward skipping, homeward

skipping

Soon will be our way”
—And here we are on our cam-
vus with a new distinction—
Floridablanca pioneers.

have cnough stcam for both.
talking, they stop thinking.

NOISE MAKERS ONLY

Abraham Lincoln oncc remarked that some public speakers are like the
old Mississippi River boat which had a nine foot whistlc and a seven foot
boiler. When it started to whistle, it had to stop moving, because it didn’t
So it is with some speakers:

when they start

.

As part of its campaign to reduce divorce, the Soviet Union now requires
every couple to go through four different attempts at rcconciliation, at va-
rious points in the progress of the suit for divorce.

—From “The Cross”

Minutes, and seconds seemed to  fly
fast. T knew T was late. I hurricdly
stepped out from the bus and ran
the rest of my way to school. I was

panting when I landed at the door. of
my room. I saw my classmates already
sitting in their respective chairs. T knew
what this mecant. “Latet” Late! again”.

was in my mind. But just as T sat
down, my teacher entered the  room.
T stood up and said, “Good morning,
Miss.”
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P. Rector, Engelen, Zosa
En Kalibo

El Rev. P. Rector  Arthur  Ding-
man, Rev. P. Van Engelen v ¢l De
no del Colegio de Derecho  Manuel
7Zosa asisticron a los festejos en Kalibo,
Capiz que se celebraron ¢l lunes hasta
¢l micrcoles pasados con motivo de la
inauguracion  de la nueva iglesia  de
alli. a construccion se Tlevd acabo mer-
ced a la generosidad  del Arzobispo
de Cebu Gabricl M. Rev cuyo pue-
Dblo natal ¢s Kalibo. Reputada como la
mas esplendorosa fiesta que se celebrd
en Kalibo en muchos aiios, a clla
ticron altos dignatarios dc la igles
del estado,
igl v del cstado.

P. Hoerdemanu Regresa
De Manila

El Rev. Padre Secrctario  Iimest
Hocrdemann Negd aqui el micrcoles pa-
do de la capital donde hizo observa-
cion  de la administracion v arquitee-
tura de los colegios v universidades de
Los plancs para la construccion
del cdificio central de la universidad va
cstan para completar ¥ sc espera que
s¢ colocari Ta piedra d¢ fundacion muv
pronto.

El P. Charles Gries in Hospital

¥l director de la escucla sccundari

de la  Universidad de  San Carlos

¢l “Training Department,” Rev. P.

Charles ics sc halla ahora cn

e hospital  recuperandose  de  una
n de apendicitis.

bles del fel Ttad

| de
Ia operacion son  los medicos Protasio

Juegos Intramurales

Con ¢l entusiasmo v la pompa tradi-
cional ¢s sc abricron’ los juegos intra-
murales dos semanas ha. Los diferentes
teams de baloncesto demostraron vigor
v excelente manera de jugar que no sc
ha visto en aiios pasados. De los teams
que lercharon en las semanas  pasadas,
dominé ¢l team de departamento de
Derecho.

EDITORIAL

Libertad y Libertinaje

Unii_de las mas intensas  obsesiones del hombre contempordneo es la li-
bertad. Como ninguna otra, esta idea ha invadido su esfera de ambicion y ha
difundido tanto el ambiente que le rodea que ya no le es posible escapar su in-
fluencia y seduccion.

El primer grito que se lanzo con la claridad de un clarién en las plazas de
Francio 'y que desbues hallé eco en el Nuevo Mundo, en Espaiia y mas tard:
en nuestra Filipinas que lo resonaba a pleno pulmon, ya ha tomado un volu-
men y una urgencia que se siente por todas partes y repercutié la mayor
parte del orbe. Merced a las seductoras calidades de la idea de libertad, 2l
hombre de hoy la va buscando como un borracho una botella de domecque.

Y asi como cudlquier otro que se deja llevar de su entusiasmo, pronto 2
olvidu dcl verdadero motivo de su regocijo. Celebra su oportunidad de poder
pozer de lan valiosas prendas pero ignora el fin de esa libertad. Muchas veccs
no sabe poraue quiere ser libre y de que quiere librarse. Como un niiio quz
recibe un regalo de martillo en su ple 1 hombre mod se sierve
de su libertad de una manera erronea y perjudicial y acaba por herirse a si mismo
o romperse la cabeza.

Po: tedac partes periodi: que lo que Haman la li-
hertad de la prensa. Muchos de estos no quieren mas que el libertinaje de poder
tirar lodo a 11 cara de otro y por esto divertirse. Han demandado una libertad
que es inditerente a la verdad y la responsabilidad. De la misma manera, los
criminales quieren una libertad independiente de toda ley. Fiste falso con-
cepte de Lt libertad ha carcomido la fundacion moral de muchas naciones y
derrumbade tronos porque trueca una prenda divina del hombre en un ins-
trumento contra el.

hall 1 d

La libertad no puede existir por si sola. La libertad requiere un fin, se apoy
sobic la veraad, la responsibilidad y la ley. La libertad no es el derecho d<
hacer lo que uno quiere sino es el poder de hacer lo que se ha de hacér.

imos confundiendo la libertad con el liberlingje no podremos ser
2 los habitantes del carcel de Bilibid.

N. G. RAMA

ciacion de exv-alumnos de la Universi-
dad de San Carlos, fue nombrado uno
de los jucces de la Corte de Apcla-
ciones.

El Presidente del Ex-alum
Elevado ala Corte de Apelacion

Ll Ton. Fortunato Borromeo, ante-
riormente  presidente del “Iribu del .
Pucblo v actual presidente de la Aso

Fl martes pasado salio en acroplano
para Manila donde tomara posesion de
u nuevo cargo,
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Por Encima de
Todas las Victorias

Por SIMEON D. ABAYCO

Sin sabiduria, ni fuerza militar, nioro. ni elocuencia doce analfabetos con-

seguieron la mas estupenda

mundo.

victoria jamas

encontrada en la historia del

Con mucho afan y hasta animosidad,
Jos historiadores y los amantes de la
historia  vienen discutiendo  sobre
quien es el mejor guerrero que
ha conocido el mundo. Apoyados sobre
las premisas que éste deberia ser quien
ganaba el mayor numero de victorias,
las mas prodigiosas y dificiles, reducen
€l numero de sus candidatos a los mas
astutos del campo de batalla. Fscrudri-
fian los anales y comparan la brillantcz
de las estrellas de nuestro  firmamento
militar.

Estos expertos de la historia se han
olvidado de que mas grande que la
proeza de Hanibal Barca, en humillar
la soberbia ciudad de las sicte colinas
del Tiber, més prodigiosa que las vic-
torias de Alejandro el Grande realiza-
das en las lejanas regiones del Asia,
mis permanente que las campaiias dc
julio Cesar cuyo resultado cra someter
Dbajo el yugo crucl del Imperio Romano
todas las regiones mis alli del Rubicon,
y atn més que las hazaiias lconi

bir de su Divino Masetro la orden de
conquistar el mundo entero para EL
v para su Eterno Padre. Pobre ¢ analfa-
betos pescadores fueron—y cso cs preci-
samente lo que hace la victoria mas dul-
ce, mis agradable. Tanibal Barca ga-
naba sus Datallas contra Roma, pcro
sin  duda. pues cra un genio militar;
Julio Cesar  conquistd con poca difi-
cnltad a los semi-barbaros galos, pero
que pudicran hacer estos contra ¢l po-
tentésimo poder militar romano? Napo-
leén Bonapartc bumilld a  todos los
que sc atrevieron a pelcar contra él, pe-
10 detris de ¢l habia una Francia po-
derosa cuvo intusiasmo para su em-
perador maravilloso no tenia  limite,
cuvos ciudadanos crcian haber recibido
de lo alto la misién sagrada de propa-
ear la doctrina politica basada en la
libertad v democracia. Pero al contra-
rio ni sabiduria, ni fuerza militar, ni
clocuencia. ni el oro con su brillo d2-
ceptivo tenian  los vicios  Apdstoles.
cuando, cm‘nlmuclm confianza. marcha

cas en subjugar todas las potencias curo-
peas bajo su temible cetro, existe otra
victoria  mas colosal, mds estupenda
que la combinacién o combinacioncs
de todas las victorias realizadas por
los que han manejado ¢l sable con-
quistador. Se han olvidado estos exper-
tos de que_ hay otra victoria tan grande
y aterradora que su repercusion no ha
perdido su volumen despues dc haber
resonado trds el vastisimo lapso de 19
siglo! Si, existe una victoria tan perma-
nente que este mismo mundo cn  que
estamos verd su fin antes de que cl
efecto de csta victoria s¢ borre de su
faz; tan completa que todas sus oposi-
ciones han encontrado su derrota irre-
mediable para nunca mis volver a tur-

TNOS a nosotros que gozamos sus sa-
ludables efectos. Y esta victoria no es
otra que la de los doce pobres Pesca-
dores de Galilea-Apostoles del Mendi-
cante. Eterno-que marcharon por cntre
las  impenctrables tinieblas rcinantes
en cl mundo pagano, despucs de reci-

ron irresist a todas partes de?
globo para reunir todas las naciones
bajo ¢l glorioso estandarte de la  Re-
dencién—el cstandarte del Crucificado.
El Imperio Romano, con toda su glo-
ria marcial no cra bastantemente fuerte
para poder resistir el avance arrolla-
dor de los Conquistadores cuvas cspa-
das no eran sino su humildad indefec-
tible. cuvo armamento consistia en las
oraciones fervientes v constantes, cuva
! "

DETENGAMOS
UN INSTANTE

Por JOSEFINA DI LA FUENTE

Nuestra cdad, rapida como cs, se pre-
senta a nucstra _inteligencia  como una
seric de maravillas. Tenemos ahora co-
sas que parccian imposibles a nuestros
taratabuclos, como la radio, la television.
cl teléfono v las inumerables invencio-
nes que han venido a formar parte fa-
miliar de nuestra cxistencia. ‘Todo csto
lo_debemos a la ciencia ¢ inclinamos la
cabcza ante ¢l poder inventivo de los
hombres que ha puesto cstas comodida-
des al alcance de todos.

Olvidamos que ¢l hombre que des-
cubre no c¢s nada mas que un_instre.
mento de un ser superior. I hombre
tiene una mentc para cscudrifar  to-
dos los scerctos del universo v cambiar-
los cn cosas provechosas para la huma-
nidad. Pero ¢l hombre superior cs
aquel que conoce donde termina ¢l co-
nocimiento v donde empicza la fe.

Si nosotros, cansados despues  dc
un dia de lrabajo, nos paramos un mo-
mento cada tarde al ponerse el sol,
contcmplamos un espectaculo mas ma-
raviloso que cualquicr cuadro pintado
por los grandes pintores. Alli parece
que la madre Naturaleza pone  ante
los ojos del hombre le belleza v la
hermosura de una de sus hijas.

Pero cuantos de nosotros despucs de
ver todo ¢l encanto dc la vida, natural o
de la ciencia, achacan esto al Criador?
Dejandosc llevar de la maravilla palpa-
ble v visible quién sc prcocupa de  la
causa?

Consideramos pucs un instante la ar-
monia v belleza del universo v no_per-
damos la  oportunidad de reflexionar
sobre las cosas todavia mas  transcedeu:-
tales que esos visibles fendmenos. Las
maravillas que nos rodean revelan una
inteligencia  eminentemente  superior.
Pues, si la chispa cs tan brillante, que
seria la llama?

P

estratagema cra la comnieta
en la infalible bondad de su Jefe! Tan

misteriosamente  pasmosa,  tan  sobre-
naturalmente  colosal ¢s csta  victoria
au si  vivieran los  Apostoles

ne
hasta nuestros  dias podrian con mu-
cha razon preguntar asi: Conquistado-
res del mundo. donde estin_los territo-
rios aue habéis ranado? Donde estan
las riquezas que habeis despojado de
las infelices victimas de vuestra rapaci-
dad? Donde estin los pueblos que os
pagan cl tributo de homcnaje  como
i asu ¢ istador? Don-

conq

de estin los imperios que, con  tan'o
afin plancibais construir  despuds de
pisotear los derechos de los demas a la
libertad ¢ independencia?

Fn las largas cuentas de la historia
no encontramos ni una ori
tan brillante v portentosa como la con-
quista de amor hecha por los doce ig-
norantes pero_herocs, pobres pero no-
dores de Galilea—una conquista  que
bles, analfabetos pero generosos pesci-
nos lleva a la celestial bucnaventuranza.

« o oa
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By J. N. LIM

The intramural games arc getting in full swing and much in evidence
is the spirit of sport and fair play that scores more than a ball in the basket.
But no less sporting is the faithful attendance, in shower or sunshine, of the
team’s sponsors; notably petite Aurora Yballe and sweet and angelic Corazon
Saguin of the College of Law.

The Seniors of the College of Education gathered to elect their officers.
For president they were looking for one capable to lead members and un-
dertakings, well known to the student body, possessed with the seniority of
years lant to a sound inian spirit. Because she has all these quali-
ties, Miss Jovita Quano was elected.

,

In the librare prompt and efficient attendance on borrowers is a distinc-
tion. But Rosita Alesna, cheerful and winsome, knows the plus ingredient which
wins her friends and prevents possible delinquents on fines and * returns. It is
scrvice with promptness and cfficiency. .. and a friendly smile!

Adding impetus and interest to Physical Education, is the presence of one
who we think is our gest and ple +-to-be-with instructor, Teodora Garces.
It is because Dinday is young and sympathetic enough to be our sister that she
understands and is ‘adept at imparting to the girls the knack of “one...two...
three. . slide. . .four. . five...point step.”

‘T'here is never a dull moment in Genovena “Gen” Najarro's company.
Small talk with her always assumes the form of the next lesson in literature.
Gossip is never verged upon (for lack of interest), and if vou happen to be in
the mood for chamber music she has with her convenientlv handy a pamphlet
of piano picces. However, one’s moods must be limited to 1) when no class is
going on and 2) when no other musical soul is at the keys for “Gen,” whose
charming manners keeps her constant friend Carmen Siguenza alwavs at her
side, knows that the essence of charm is consideration for others.

Writers start as amateur, obscure aspirants who believe they can and will
he writers. By dint of application and hard work they usually “make” the col-
lege paper by their junior vear. Antonio Ilermosisima, Sophomore, intends to
augment his happy suspicionn by taking the journalism subjects to be offered
in the future. e has not handed in an article yet but he hopes to do so soon.
So don't tell me this column didn’t notify you.

Behind cvery successful party is the mindwork, legwork, handwork, muscle-
work—bchind the scenes prepared by members who do so not beeause it is a
duty bul becausc it gives onc a sense of “belongingness” and that it is more
fun’to entertain than to be entertained. At the party on August 22 given by the
juniors of the College of Education, Mr. Fabian Villoria, junior president,
proved that a man can be competent as a host as anv professor-to-be can be.
But woman’s touch is essential. Aurora Causing and Virgic Ylanan maintaincd
the balance on the domestic-home economics side.

. The cog in a machine is a tiny bart, often inconspicuous and sometimes,
like Dicken’s Bob Cratchitt, clerks with complicated ledgers and accounts day in
and out. But it is a necessary and integral part of the whole and if one moves it
themachine will be crippled, that much.

Crispin Castillo is a part of the whole USC. His doing his share in the
machine’s smooth running is aided and abetted by merry-eyed Bienvenido
Dosdos and others. “Others” means not only the bovs at the office but als>
you, and you, and me.

Deborah “Debby” Carin (pronounced Kerr — in) is cnrolled to be an
educator a few years hence. On the side, she is training to be a secretary. Debby
is representative of today’s F'ilipina - youth in USC...versatile, ingenious, and
ambitious. She exemplifies the truth that the sage uttered.

“How dull it is to pause, to make an end,

To rust unburnished, not to shine in use!”

P
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