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THE REVEREND FATHER A. J. HOGAN, §.J., 
DIES SUDDENLY IN GEORGETOWN HOSPITAL 
Former President of Fordham University; Dean of Graduate 

School of Georgetown; Great Inspiration to all his 
Students 

Georgetown University, December 17, 1943—Rev. Aloysius J. 
Hogan, S.]J., faculty member of Georgetown University, former 
President of Fordham University, 1930-1936, and President of the 
National Catholic Educational Association, 1934-1937, died at 6:20 
p. m. at Georgetown University Hospital from coronary throm- 
bosis, an affliction from which he had been suffering for two years. 
Father Hogan had a heart attack at 3:28 p. m., just two minutes 
before he was to be discharged. Father Geib, S.J., who had gone 
to the hospital to take him home to the Hilltop, administered the 
Last Sacraments. 
  

Death Comes Suddenly 
At 6.15 Father Hogan asked 

Father McNally, S.J, what time it 
was and then proceeded to wind 
his watch. At 6.20 p. m. he was 
dead. He was 52 years of age. 

Father Hogan came to Georgetown 
in 1936 as Dean of the Graduate 
School. Shortly thereafter sickness 
forced him to relinquish this post to 
become professor of English in the 
College of Arts and Sciences, and 
later Student Counsellor. He was 
relieved of all duties last spring be- 
cause of sickness, which had confined 
him in the Georgetown University 
Hospital since early September. 

Father Hogan was born in Phila- 
delphia August 5, 1891, the son of 
Joseph Hogan, wool merchant, and 
Anna M. (Good) Hogan, both now 
deceased. Surviving him are two 
brothers and two sisters. One of 
his brothers is the Rev. Joseph 
Hogan, S.]., professor of philosophy 
and religion at St. Joseph's College, 
Philadelphia. The other brother is 
Mr. Francis X. Hogan, Pittsburgh, 
Pa. His sisters are Mary J. and 
Anna Hogan, of Philadelphia, Pa. 

Father Hogan received his high 
school and college education at St. 

- Joseph’s High School and College, 
Philadelphia, being awarded his 
A.B. degree in 1908. Woodstock 
(Md.) College granted him the de- 
gree of M.A. in 1914. In 1924 he 
became a Doctor in Sacred Theology 
at the Gregorian University, Rome, 
Italy. After completing his studies 
in English at Cambridge University 
(England) he received the degree of 
Ph.D. in 1927. Subsequently he was 
investigation, in England, Ireland, 
Scotland, Spain, Portugal, Italy, 

LT. COL. SAFFARRANS "24, 
LEADS JUNGLE TRAINING 
Schools Acclaimed as Big Suc- 

cess by High Ranking Mili- 
tary Authorities 

  

  
Jungle training in the present war 

has attained the distinction of be- 
coming an advanced and specialized 
study. When the need of such a 
course was seen, Lieut. Col. William 
Saffarrans, Coll. 24, was consulted. 
It was this former Hilltopper who 
ran the Second Army Ranger School 
at Camp Forest, Tenn. Saffarrans, 
former football player and honor 
graduate, set up the Army’s first 
jungle training center. Now the 
Army is talking about opening 
others. Gen. George C. Marshall, 
Chief of Staff, visited the school re- 
cently and he was greatly impressed. 

Saffarrans has gathered a bunch 
of athletes. They teach 4,000 sol- 
diers in 54 hours how to do every- 
thing from cross a stream with a 
coconut or helmet under each arm 
as floats, to how to survive when 
lost in the jungle on food and shel- 
ter it offers.   

engaged in educational research and 
France, Germany, Holland, Belgium, 
Austria, and Hungary. 

President of Fordham 

Fifteen years after he joined the 

(Continued on page 9)   

  

Father Hogan, S.J. 
      

  

  
Learned Scholar Passes Away. 

ALUMNI MESSAGE 
The Officers and the membership of the Georgetown University Alumni Association 

appreciate the efforts of THE Hova staff and of the entire student body in keeping alive the 

splendid spirit of Georgetown during these difficult years of war. 

The 4,872 sons of Georgetown in the armed services of our country and the other thou- 

sands who are charged with important duties at home look to you to guard our 155-year-old 

traditions and to add to their luster so that a victorious peace may bring with it an even greater 

Georgetown than that we knew. 

James S. Rusy 27, Major, A.U.S., 

Executive Secretary, Alumni Association. 

FITTING EXERCISES MARK DAY OF PRAYER; 
SPECIAL SERVICE HELD FOR G. U. ATP. 
Rev. Father Walsh Addresses Soldiers on N ecessity of Prayer in 

Gaston; Rev. Father Alf Reads Prayer Composed by 
Founder of Georgetown 

In keeping with President Roosevelt's declaration setting aside 
New Year's Day as a day of prayer, Colonel Dougherty ordered a 
special prayer service for the Gorgetown A.S.T.P. units. The offi- 
cials of the university responded by preparing a service attended 
by Rev. Lawrence C. Gorman, S.]., President of the university; 
Rev. Edmund A. Walsh, Vice President of the university and Re- 
gent of the Foreign Service School, and the Rev. James E. Alf, 
auxiliary chaplain, as well as 850 members of the Army units. 
The services were scheduled for the quadrangle, but the severe 
cold made it necessary to transfer them to Gaston Hall. 
  

Fr. Walsh Speaks 

After a general assembly, the 

units marched to the hall where the 
service commenced at 10 o'clock. In 
the course of the program Father 

Walsh spoke on the necessity and usc- 

  

    Day. of. Prayer. Observance   
  

  
A.S.T. Photo 

FATHER WALSH, S.J, ADDRESSES A.S.T.P. STUDENTS ON NECESSITY AND USEFULNESS OF 
PRAYER IN FITTING CEREMONY 

  

  

fulness of prayer. To bring home 
his theme he used excerpts from let- 
ters written by First Lieutenant Nea- 
‘on, recently killed in the Italian cam- 
paign. The lieutenant prayed con- 
stantly that he might be able to live 
up to the responsibility placed upon his 
shoulders. Father Alf read the prayer 
which was composed by Archbishop 
Carroll, the founder of Georgetown 
University. 
“We pray Thee, O God of might, 

wisdom, and justice! through Whom 
authority is rightly administered, laws 
are enacted, and judgments decreed, 
assist with Thy holy spirit of counsel 
and fortitude the President of the 
United States, that his administration 
may be conducted in righteousness, and 
be entirely useful to Thy people over 
whom he presides; by encouraging due 
respect for virtue and religion; by a 
faithful execution of the laws in justice 
and mercy ; and by restraining vice and 
immorality. Let the light of Thy di- 
vine wisdom direct the deliberations of 
Congress, and shine forth in all the 
proceedings and laws framed for our 
rule and government, so that they may 

| tend to the preservation of peace, the 
promotion of national happiness, the 
increase of industry, sobriety, and use- 
ful knowledge; and may perpetuate to 
us the blessing of equal liberty. 

“We recommend likewise, to Thy 
unbound mercy, all our brethren and 
fellow-citizens throughout the United 
States, that they may be blessed in the 
knowledge and sanctified in the ob- 
servation of The most holy law; 
that they may be preserved in union, 
and in that peace which the world can 
not give; and after enjoying the bless- 
ings of this life, be admitted to those 
which are eternal.” 

The services closed with a blessing 
for the best in the new year to come. 

GEORGETOWN FACULTY 
‘NOW IN ARMED FORCES 

New Addresses of Former Hill- 
top PROFS Received and 

Recorded Below 

  

  
The six members of the George- 

town faculty serving in the armed 
forces as chaplains are scattered 
among the many fighting fronts of 
this world. Four of the group are 
Army chaplains, one in the Air 
Corps. The remaining two serve in 
the Navy. Their addresses are as 
follows : 
Chaplain (Lieut.) Francis T. Day, 

221st 'F. S. Batt." APO 716, Post- 
master, San Francisco. 

Chaplain (Capt.) James A. Mar- 
in, 41st Ser. Grp.,, APO 528, Post- 
master, N.Y. C. 

Chaplain (Lieut., j. g) Lawrence 
R. McHugh, U. S. S. Bataan De- 
tail, Welsbock Bldg., Gloucester, 

Chaplain  (Lieut.) Martin J. 

(Continued on page 9) 
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Year of Destiny 
The New Year is the customary time for making 

resolutions, for “turning over a new leaf.” In this year 
of 1944, this custom probably has more points than it 
ever had before. If you have been to a movie lately, or 
listened to the radio, or read a newspaper or magazine, 
you have undoubtedly heard that 1943 was the turning 
point of the war, and 1944 may be the year of destiny, 
the year of victory and peace. 

The United Nations are pushing back the Axis 
everywhere. In order to continue this success and to 
bring about an early peace, which should be the upper- 
most desire of everyone, we must all get in and pitch. 
Besides putting more effort into the various civilian 
war activities we, here at Georgetown, can do much 
to aid the nation by increasing our study efforts. Al- 
most everyone here is taking a pre-medical course, aim- 
ing at a profession of great importance to a country at 

war. 
But these are far from being the most important 

things we can do to aid our country or the world at war. 
The thing that is easiest for us to do and the most im- 
portant, too, is to pray for the speedy end of the war 
and the quick and safe return of our men from over- 
seas. And while we are at it, it is no less important to 
seek in prayer God’s aid for a lasting peace. 

Every observer reports that there is a real upswing 
in religious devotion among all the men in the services, 
and especially among those overseas and in battle. 
“There are no atheists in foxholes,” the way they put it 
themselves. There can be no doubt then that the men 

in danger on the various fighting fronts desire our 

prayers. 
So if you want to really aid the war effort, if you 

want to get into the fight, pray more, attend services 
more, and with more devotion. Attend Mass and Com- 

munion more often. Attend the rosary devotions held 
every noon and Benediction every Sunday night. Make 
a habit of stopping in the chapel for a short prayer 
after each meal. There is no war activity to compare 
with this in importance. The best thing to do now is 
to pray that this conflict end soon, and justice prevails 
in the peace, so that it will be the last war. 

    

  

Rhetouc or Realism 
; By 

DENNIS J. McCARTHY             

  

  

1944 is to be the year of destiny, the year when the fate of 

the world is to be decided once and for all. This is what we 
have been hearing from every source on this new year. Per- 

haps it is true, perhaps this will be the year in which the 

prayers of everyone will be answered, the year in which the 

war will end. If it is, the mere end of the war will not decide 
the destiny of the world, it will be the peace conference and 
the plan which results from it that will determine the fate of 
the world. In spite of the claims of the isolationists, who are 
still strong in this country, it would be almost as bad as a 
defeat in the war to fail to participate in the conference or 
to fail to produce a successful plan for international co- 
operation. But we must definitely win the war before we can 
make the peace. And there is no certainty that this year will 
see the end of the war. And even if it does, it will bring 
great suffering and increased hardships. 

You all must have read the statement that we could expect 
a huge increase in our losses within the next few months. 
There can be little doubt of the truth of these statements, 
even though denied and though the speaker was reprimanded 
by other authority. The snail slow Italian campaign cannot 
but be costing heavily in the lives of our doughboys, even though 
the British supply the largest group of troops for that front. 
However, the losses from this campaign, terrible as they are, 
will be made to seem of little consequence by the losses that 
will result from the invasion of Western Europe which is to 
come in the more or less near future. The cost of landings 
in Europe will be unparalleled unless the Germans do some- 
thing entirely unexpected and fail to defend the coast with 
anything like the persistence that we anticipate. 

Costly European Landings 

When we land in Europe our losses will not be cut down 
as they have been in Africa and Italy up to this time by the 
fact that British forces, either alone, or combined under Amer- 
ican commands in the United States 5th Army, have borne the 
brunt of the costly fighting. Although they may not be en- 
tirely true, the figures which say that 73 per cent of the armies 
which will eventually land in Europe will be supplied by the 
United States, it is almost certain that America will have to 
supply the greatest number of the troops which will make the 
invasion. This conclusion is indicated by consideration of the 
relative strength of the two main powers, the United States 
and Great Britain, that will supply the troops for the landings. 
We have 130,000,000 people, England has 40,000,000, and our 
armies will be proportionately larger, and England has been 
fighting the war for two years more than we, and so, is more 
close to exhaustion and has less reserve to call upon for so 
great an undertaking. So there is little doubt that we, for 
just and practical reasons, will supply the majority of the 
forces which. will land in Europe, and so will suffer greater 
losses than the other nations in a campaign that is certain to 
bring high losses to all. It will be the first time that American 
ground forces will be in battle on a really large scale, and as 
other nations have lost heavily in large scale fighting, so will 
we. We can surely look forward to high losses in the future, 
even disregarding the Pacific war, unless, of course, the Rus- 
sian offensive and the air war bring a very sudden collapse in 
Germany. 

Universal Service Law 

If such great losses threaten us, if such terrible dangers 
face our men in service it would seem obvious that greater 
efforts will be in order here at home. Perhaps the issue of a 
universal service law will be brought to the fore by necessity. 
despite opposition from many powerful quarters. The need 
for production in certain critical war goods industries, as well 
as the need for certain essential civilian goods which can no 
longer be ignored, and as the increasing frequency of strikes 
with their harm to soldier morale and as to production, may 
force Congress to consider some such measure. This may bc 
the year of final victory, the year the world has looked forward 
to for so long, but it will only be such through the expenditure 
of many lives and much labor. It will be sad and costly and 
we should approach it with eyes open. 

Congress seems to have dodged the issue on this service law 
after the President presented it in his annual message read yes- 

terday. According to all reports the vast majority of the members 
of both houses of Congress will not, at the present time, even 
consider voting for such a political hot potato. But, to many, 

it does not seem fair to draft soldiers and not labor, especially 

when strikes seem to have gotten so out of hand. If our losses 

in the coming months are as high as it now seems they will be, 

there will have to be greater sacrifices at home to bring victory 

this year. And a universal draft law will be one of the things 

that receive serious consideration to aid the country in rhe com- 

ing crisis.   

      RKELLy. 

  

Hoya Alumni Issue 

The alumni of a university are, in part, a reflection 

of that institution’s training, and they in turn reflect 
credit or discredit upon their university. The splendid 
record of her alumni in the war has given Georgetown 

much to be proud of. 
Following the example of almost the entire student 

body in the Civil War, and of great numbers of alumni 

in the World War, when 54 gave their lives for their 
country, the men of Georgetown have again gone forth 
to demonstrate their devotion to their country upon the 
battlefield. There is no way to express the pride of 
Georgetown in these men who, aided by her training, 
are giving so much to the common good. At present 
over 4,500 men of Georgetown are in the armed forces 
of the United States. A remarkably high number of 
these have earned decorations and citations for gal- 
lantry and distinguished service. And saddest and 
proudest thing of all, 40 Georgetown men have been 
killed while serving their country. 

The Georgetown men in this war are following an- 
other tradition, too. 

As happened in 1917, Georgetown men in active serv- 
ice think often and affectionately of their Alma Mater. 
Their letters from various battlefronts in 1917 form a 
precious and valuable historical commentary for the 
University archives. Similarly their letters to the 
Alumni Office or to members of the Faculty in the pres- 
ent conflict are carefully preserved and are growing 

into an ever-mounting record of great historical value 

and human worth. 
In tribute to them a Special Edition of the George- 

town Journal is already in preparation and will record 

their activities and thoughts as a companion volume to 
the present review of “Georgetown in Wartime.” Far 
too numerous and important to be condensed into the 
present account of campus activities, they will have 
their own place and their own time. 

So, with pride in what Georgetown has contributed to 
the success of its alumni, and in gratitude for what the 
alumni have done to increase the credit and reputation 
of ‘the University, this issue of The Hoya has been 
devoted to the alumni, whether they are those who have 

graduated or those who have left the University for 
service with the armed forces before completing degree 
requiresnents. 
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LETTERS OF LIEUTENANT NEALON, FORMER 
GEORGETOWN ATHLETE KILLED IN AFRICA 
Personal Letters to His Mother Printed; Cited by His Command- 

ing Officer for Heroism; Outstanding Officer and Leader; 
in Thick 

DEAR MOTHER : 

of Fight 

Today is November 21, and my twenty-fourth birthday. Mom, 
I want to thank you for everything you have done for me in my 
24 years; perhaps I never realized how much you meant to me and 
all of us before this Army, so now, Mom, you know how I feel. . . . 

Take care of yourself and we’ll get together soon. . . . I haven’t 

been paid in two months ; but when I get my checks I'll send them 
to you, and you can deposit them 

. There isn’t much more to say . . . 
letters. 

Expresses His Lonesomeness 
I hope you received my cablegram 

for Christmas, Mom, and also some of 
the letters I have been writing . . . we 
didn’t have snow for Christmas but it 
was a nice day and I enjoyed it as 
much as possible under the circum- 
stances. . . . I'm lonesome for you, 
Mom! Can you imagine that at my 
age? It’s the things one thought were 
unimportant that are important now. I 
guess it’s just that we took a lot of 
things for granted. . . . I received your 
medal and letters. I wear the medal 
constantly. 

Very sorry I have not written more 
often . . . you see in the past month 
I have done more travelling than I 
have done in all my former life, and I 
have been kept quite busy. I have 
been at the front, in Tripoli, Tripoli- 
tania (I was attached to 8th Army- 
British—against Rommel and one of 
first Americans to enter Tripoli) from 
there I flew to Cairo, Egypt; that is 
quite a place although predominantly 
British. From Cairo, I went to Pales- 
tine, Jerusalem, and back to Algiers, 
Tunisia, and finally back to my regi- 
ment in Africa. . . . I have seen many 
things and taken part in the fall of 
Tripoli, etc. The 8th Army is quite a 
thing. I have some to tell when I 
get back, which will probably be in 
about a year. 

I'm still in great shape and dis- 
gustingly healthy. By the time you 
receive this letter the campaign here in 
Sicily in which again my outfit was 
the first to land, will be history. I’ve 
had some close ones but I don’t want 
you to worry, for you know I can take 
care of myself with God’s help, Who 
has been wery good to me. I know that 
I'll come through okay. . .. I could tell 
you a lot about the place here, the 
people and the way the fighting has 
been going, but due to censorship rules,   it’s quite impossible. To sum it all up, 

in a joint account . . . you and I. 
It might be a long time between 

  

Mom, your favorite son isn’t missing 
any of this war and I’m proud of the 
fact and glad for the opportunity. We 
have the finest Army in the world. 

In the Thick 

Now that we are gone, I can say 
where I have been. I took part in the 
fighting at Casablanca, from there I 
went to Libya after Bengazi. I was an 
American liaison officer. 

It is time now to make sacrifices, 
and later we can all get back to normal. 

I'll let you in on another secret. I 
have been recommended for the Dis- 
tinguished Service Cross and also the 
Navy Cross. Enough said! One 
other thing, Mom, buy me a set of 
captain’s bars for I'm to be promoted 
next month. 

Receives Shrapnel Wound 

I have been fortunate so far; only a 
shrapnel wound in the arm and that 
happened in Africa. 

I only hope God sees fit to continue 
bringing my men and me through 
safely. . . . We must pray that I have 
the courage to do my duty and lead my 
company through to. victory and safety. 
We all need the foresight and judg- 
ment that God can give us. 

I only wish you could see some of 
the things I have seen. It makes one 
think how fortunate it is to be an 
American, and have the things we . 
have: schools, colleges, and stadiums, 
theaters, and things we took for 
granted before the war. 

Commanding Officer’s Praise 

During the Sicilian campaign, Lt. 
Nealon, with utter disregard for his 
own safety, rescued a comrade under 
fire, and for this act of exemplary 
heroism has been recommended for a 
high military honor. . . . During the 
early phase of the Italian campaign, 

(Continued on page 7) 
  

  

Wychunas, After Two Years 

Silence, Reported Jap Prisoner 
Parents Receive Message; Captain of ’39 Football Team in Good 

Health After Capture at Manila; Presumed Dead by War 
Department Before Receipt of Card 

After more than two years of silence since the fall of the Philip- 
pines, Mr. and Mrs. Charles Wychunas received a card from their 
son, Charles. His address was a Japanese prison camp in the Phil- 
ippines. Last August, after more than 18 months without a word, 

the War Department notified his family that they had been unable 
to receive any word of his fate through the International Red 
Cross at Geneva, Switzerland, and therefore he must be pre- 
sumed dead. 

Word Recently Received 

But although this might be the end 
of the story, it. wasn’t for the ex- 
Hilltopper. Eleven months after the 
attack on Pearl Harbor, his parents 
received a cable from Manila, which 
contained the simple message: “I am 
all right. A merry Christmas to you 
all. Love, Charlie.” 
With the arrival of the cable came 

the ominous news of the fall of 
Manila and the rout of the Amer- 
icans. News about their boy and 
many other American boys simply 
wasn’t forthcoming. Finally after an 
endless six months, Charlie's sister, 
Clara, wrote the War Department. 
Its answer was a polite form letter 
stating that the department regretted 
that no information was available con- 
cerning the fate of the military per- 
sonnel in Manila when the Japanese 
entered. All the military personnel 
were supposed to be missing till con- 
trary information was received. This 
was followed last August by another 
letter saying that since no information   

  
had heretofore been received, Corporal 
Wychunas must be presumed dead. 

So as Christmas approached there 
was an atmosphere of sadness about 
the Wychunas household. 

This short card from their son was 
certainly all that was needed for a 
happy holiday. Mrs. Wychunas alter- 
nately wept and smiled as she discussed 
the news. “Even though he is a pris- 
oner, I thank God that my dear boy is 
alive,” she said. Charlie’s father could 
only say: “It's wonderful. It's won- 
derful. I can hardly believe it's true 
after all these months.” 

In Good Health 
The yellow card which brought the 

news to the Wychunas’ home was the 
same size as an American postcard, 
with the words, “Imperial Japanese 
Army” printed across the top of the 
message side in large letters. There 
was a printed line relative to the pris- 

oner’s health, with the words, “excel- 

(Continued on page 10) 

SOME RANKING ALUMNI 
Here are a few of our alumni chosen 

at random who are serving in various 
positions of importance in the armed 
forces. 

Col. Edward Erskine Hume, LL.D. 
'34, is commanding the American Mil- 
itary Government in the Mediterranean 
Area. 

Lt. Col. Joseph A. McDonaugh, 
AB. "22, is battalion commander of the 
165th Infantry. The 165th is the old 
“Fighting 69th” which distinguished 
itself in first World War. Col. Mc- 
Donaugh took part in the raid on 
Makin Island. His uncle Rev. Vincent 
McDonaugh, was athletic director at 
Georgetown for many years and 
known as Father Mac, he has become 
a Georgetown tradition. 

Col. William Hobson, Doctor of 
Military Science ’22, was commander 
of the R.O.T.C. unit here at George- 
town for two terms. At present he is 
the commander of Fort Benning, Ga. 

Brig. Gen. Joseph V. Dillon, LL.D. 
’37, LL.M. ’39, is the organizer and 
the one who trained the corps of mili- 
tary police. He was awarded the 
Legion of Merit in October of 1943. 

Lt. Col. John Saul, M.A. 18, is at 
present on the War Department 
Budget Committee, General Staff 
Corps. He is treasurer of the National 
Alumni of Georgetown. 

Lt Col.:J. Harry LaBrum, LL.D. 
’25, is now stationed at the Philadel- 
phia Signal Corps Depot. Col. La- 
Brum was director of Georgetown 
sports publicity for Lou Little. He has 
also been a member of the Board of 
Governors of the Georgetown Alumni 
since 1940. 

  

  

Captain O'Brien 
      

  

PARTICIPATING IN SOUTH 
PACIFIC THEATER 

CAPT. O'BRIEN PRAISED 
  

Capt. Lawrence O’Brien, Coll. ’35, 
son of the former New York mayor, 
John P. O’Brien, was congratulated 
for withholding his company’s fire 
while a patrol of seven Japs crept 
through one morning, and then opening 
fire and killing them all. Capt. O’Brien 
took part in the recent fighting on 
Butaritari Island, Makin Atoll. 

LIEUTENANT CONDON, 
ARMY AIR FORCE, HOME 

WITH MANY HONORS 
  

‘Former G. U. Student Compiles 
Enviable Record in European 

Theater of Operation 
  

William F. Condon, Jr. who left 
Georgetown two years before Pearl 
Harbor and entered the Army, is 
now a beribboned first lieutenant. 
home on leave from the European 
theater of the war. Lieutenant Con- 
don was a navigator on a Flying 
Fortress. 

His decorations are now the Dis- 
tinguished Flying Cross, the Purple 
Heart, the Air Medal with three 
Oak Leaf Clusters, and ribbons 
showing participation in the Ameri- 
can and European theaters and sig- 
nifying pre-Pearl Harbor enlistment. 

Lieutenant Condon had 25 mis- 
sions over Germany and occupied 
territory and bombed such cities as 
Paris, Bremen, and Hamburg. He 
was on the Schweinfurt raid, in 
which 60 American planes were lost. 
On his nineteenth mission he was 
hit in the left hand by flak over   Nantes.   

TARAWA STORY RECEIVED FROM GRAD; 
MOPPING UP BY MARINES VIVIDLY RELATED 
Georgetown Marine Editor of 1940 Yearbook and Served as 

“Washington Star” Reporter Before Enlisting as Marine 
Combat Correspondent 

The following story was written by Staff Sergt. Richard J. 
Murphy of Chevy Chase, Md., a Marine Corps combat correspond- 
ent who was formerly a Star reporter. It is the story of Tarawa, 
which originally appeared in the Washington Star. 

Tarawa Scene Described 

Two Marines with fixed bayonets 
were bringing a Jap prisoner to the 
command post as I prepared to leave 
Tarawa. Throwing on a pack and 
slinging my carbine, I started down 
the narrow road that leads onto the 
fighter strip. All the Marine dead 
had been buried, but some Jap 
corpses were still lying in various 
positions—some headless, some hor- 
ribly mangled, obviously from naval 
gunfire. 

The air was clean-smelling for a 
change. That was the first thing 
I noticed on landing on Tarawa— 
the horrible and sickening smell of 
dead men. 

But even with the clean odor it 
was still a stretch of utter devasta- 
tion. Not a coconut tree on the 
island escaped at least some fire 
and probably two-thirds of them 
were practically leveled.  Shell- 
holes, filled with stagnant water, 
were everywhere. Ammunition, 
equipment of all kinds, lay scat- 
tered about. France in 1918 couldn’t 
have been more desolate. 

Seabees Do Job 

Reaching the fighter strip, I saw 
that the Navy Seabees practically 
had completed it. Smooth and 
level, it stretches for almost the 
entire length of the island. 

On the long pier built by the 
Japs, relatively untouched by bomb- 
ing, Marines were waiting to board 
boats which would take them out to 
their transports. Burned by the sun 
and begrimed by Tarawa’s coral 
dust, they sat waiting patiently for 
boats to come up. 

I climbed into one of the first 
boats with men who had been in the 
unit that fought the last hours of 
the Tarawa battle. We got off 
easily, since the reef surrounding 
the island is awash at high tide. 
The water alongside was a beautiful 
light-jade green. The bottom was 
visible, huge masses of coral show- 
ing up darkly every few feet. 

The island looked peaceful from 
here. It didn’t seem possible that 
less than 48 hours ago bloody fight- 
ing was still raging. Except for the   

  
sparseness of the coconut trees and 
one or two small fires, it seemed 
that Tarawa had never heard of 
war. 

It was a far different sight from 
the first view I had of Tarawa, 
aboard a transport the day the land- 
ing was made. The shelling began 
before dawn, so that by the time it 
was light enough to see the island 
was shrouded in smoke. It really 
seemed a battleground then. 

Farewell to Tarawa 

The island grew smaller. A tiny 
dot rose up from it: planes were 
already using the airfield. Our 
transport loomed up ahead. A few 
Marines peered over the side, shout- 
ing at the men in the boat. 

Slowly we climbed the cargo net 
and dropped aboard. Tarawa would 
be falling behind soon. 

Fr. Daley, S.J. recently received 
this letter from Richard Murphy's 
mother, in which she gave her son’s 
address as: Stf. Sgt. Richard J. 
Murphy, Jr, U. S. M. C, H. & S. 
Company, Sixth Marines, care of 
Fleet Post Office, San Francisco, 
Calif. 

The letter said that “Richard 
graduated in 1940. He was the 
editor of the yearbook that year. 
He majored in English, and was 
a reporter of the Star when he en- 
listed in the Marines as a combat 
correspondent. He spent seven 
months in Panama, and last June 
left here for the Pacific, for a desti- 
nation which we have since learned 
was New Zealand. He went through 
the harrowing battle on Tarawa and 
we have since heard from him that 
he hadn’t a scratch on him. Rich- 
ard, who is an exemplary Catholic, 
went to Communion before he went 
over the side of the ship. His chap- 
lain, a Father O’Neil, from Brook- 
lyn, he speaks of frequently. Rich- 
ard had to go through boot training 
to be a correspondent in the Marine 

Corps, as they learn to fight as well 

as write. Many of his stories have 

appeared in the Star since the 
battle.” 

  

  

Hoya Alumni Give Demonstration 
of Marine Rifle Markmanship 

Merit 100 Per Cent Qualification on Parris Island Marine Training 
Base Rifle Range, Says Letter from Tom Gries ’43; 

Allen and Brew in Record-setting Platoon 

The former Georgetown students now serving as Marines have 
compiled an enviable record at Parris Island Training Base ac- 
cording to a recent letter received from Tom Gries of the Class of 
‘43. The following excerpt from his letter tells of their achieve- 
ments : 

First 100 Per Cent Platoon 
“Record day, the day we fired for 

qualifications, was really a record day. 
Platoons, as they fire, are rated ac- 
cording to the percentage of men in 
each who qualify on the M-1 (Garand) 
rifle. There are two record days a 
week, each having 10 platoons fire for 
qualification. Since the establishment 
of Parris Island as a training base 
there has never been a 100 per cent 
platoon. San Diego Marine Base has 
had two or three. 

“On our record day, seven regular 
platoons fired in addition to our three 
OCS. platoons, 709, 710, and 711. 
When the gun smoke had cleared, 709, 
in which Georgetown had Vince Allen 
and Art Brew, had a 100 per cent 
qualification; 710, with Patrucco, 
Quigley, Vic Chilson, and others, had 
a 98.4 per cent qualification, with only     

While at Georgetown he was a 
member of the R. O. T. C. and the 
Masque and Bauble Club. 

Lieutenant Condon has been home 
on leave since December 1. His 
home is at 25 Hollis Terrace North, 
Yonkers, N. Y.   

  
one man dropped. My own platoon 
had a 98.2 per cent, also with but one 
man down. This is the best record 
ever compiled by three platoons om 
the Island. 

“The qualifications of the regular 
platoons range from 84 to 94 per cent. 
The general in charge of the base per- 
sonally handed out qualification medals 
to 709, and to the high men in 710 
and 711. High man in 709 was Ickes, 
son of the Secretary of the Interior, 
with a 327, one point off the course 
record for 1943. 

Streak of Luck 
“In our platoon, I hit a streak of 

luck and tied for the lead with a fellow 
from Wyoming U. We both had 315. 
No man from Georgetown was dis- 
qualified. This course, in case any of 
the fellows are interested, is designed, 
we are told, to bring out the rapid-fire 
characteristics of the M-1 rifle. It 
consists of eight shots prone at 500, 
four shots offhand, four kneeling, and 
four sitting at 200 yards. 

“This is the entire slow-fire portion 
of the course. From then on it’s all 

(Continued on page 9)  



THE HOYA 

  

  

  

  

  

INTRAMURAL ATHLETE 
Congratulations to Vinny 

Coppola who was voted the 

best all-around Intramural ath- 

lete. Vinny received a trophy 

from the famous Touchdown 

Club of Washington at their 

Eighth Annual Banquet.   

  

  

  

  

INTRAMURAL STANDINGS 
Saxa League W L 

Dayhop Eagles... 1550 
Short: Snorters 0... =i 
Willdeats: i in or 0.1 
Eagles b0 br ote dn 3 Ql 

Hoya ILLeague W L 
Foreign Service ....... 150 
2nd Copley Kids ....... 1-0 
Cripplez moat. oho 0:1 
Bulldogs» noi seit. 01         

  

THRILLING EXPERIENCES OF MARINE CAPT. 
JOHN SMITH RETOLD BY ARTHUR DALY 
Noted Columnist for “New York Times” Tells of Exploits of Ex- 

Hoya Baseball, Hockey and Golf Star; First Marine to 
Land on Tanambogo Island 

Sports of the Times 
Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 

By Arthur Daly 
THE STORY OF CAPTAIN JOHN SMITH 

  

This particular Captain John Smith 
never met Pocahontas. He was born 
about 300 years too late. But like his 
namesake he is a warrior bold and 
brave. For evidence there is offered 
an item which appeared in this paper a 
few days ago: “Secretary Knox has 
awarded the Navy Cross ‘for extra- 
ordinary heroism’ to Marine Captain 
John Smith of Brooklyn.” 

The captain is not too well known 
to the average sports follower. He 
pitched for Georgetown for three sea- 
sons; shot a sizzling 72 in one inter- 
collegiate golf play-off, and is very 
likely to be a ranking amateur golfer 
when the war is over. In appearance 
he is a walking advertisement for the 
Marine Corps—6 feet 3 inches in 
height, 205 pounds in weight, 24 years 
old and handsome enough to pose for 
an Arrow Collar ad. 

In the push in the Solomons a year 
ago Big John was the first marine 
to land on Tanambogo Island, a mild 
little skirmish which was expected to 
require three hours of fighting and 
took instead three days. After the 
marines had consolidated their flanks 
on tightly grouped Florida, Tulagi, 
Gavutu and Tanambogo Islands, he 
shifted to Guadalcanal for most of 
the major fighting there. 

But his initial battle is the one 
which stands out most vividly in his 
mind, one unforgettable night over- 
shadowing seven harrowing months 
in the Solomons. 

A Ringside Seat 

“They picked our company to land 
on Florida,” the captain began. “We 
hit the beach at 8 a. m.,, our H hour, 
but the Navy barrage had been so 
effective that everything in sight was 
flattened. We had no opposition and 
that gave us a ringside seat to watch 
the landing on Tulagi just across the 
way. After spending the day on Flor- 
ida we were ordered back to the ship 
and we just piled into the boats in 
haphazard fashion. But orders were 
changed en route for us to help the 
paratroopers on Gavutu. By the time 
we reached there, though, the boys 
had driven the Japs across the cause- 
way over to Tanambogo. Our com- 
manding officer had been knocked out 
of action and everything was messed 
up.’ 

As the captain spoke it was ob- 
vious that there were a few gaps in 
his story, partly due to modesty and 
partly from security reasons. So this 
listener was too discreet to ask that 
they be filled in. 

“Our landing was to be covered by 
five minutes of naval gunfire,” he 
continued; “but ~tobbing ~shells over- 
shot near our boats and added to the 
confusion. To make things even worse, 
one shell hit a fuel dump, silhouetting 
us clearly in the blaze as we ap- 
proached. My boat was the first one 
in and when we jumped into the water 
it was over the heads of us all except 
the tallest of us. Some landing craft 
didn’t get in, some stuck on the coral 
reef and some returned. Only two 
made it. 

“I scrambled un on the island be- 
tween two piers and crawled into a 
shell-hole. The Japs I saw looked 
like marines. I called to them but the 
answer came in a burst of machine- 
gun fire. That's when I got my first 
Jap. The firing was so heavy, though, 
that we drew back under the docks to 
reorganize. Barrels of blazing oil 
lighted up our ticklish situation. The 

  

  

only thing to do was to swim over to 
a dark cove down the line. We did, 
posted one man on guard, and went to 
sleep in the water among bobbing 
coconuts. Surprisingly, it wasn’t too 
uncomfortable. When you are tired 
enough you can sleep anywhere. 
“Two hours later the sentry awak- 

ened me, whispering that there was a 
Jap ten yards away. He had on a 
gunnysack over his helmet for cam- 
ouflage, as we did, and looked just 
like a marine. I gave him the pass- 
word and there was no answer. So I 
shot him. I thought he screamed, 
‘They got me, Bob!’ and I was afraid 
I'd killed a marine. It was a relief 
to find out later that he was a Jap 
after all. 

On the Move Again 

“We decided to get out of there. 
Capt. E. J. Crane and I were the 
only officers and we had nine marines 
with us. We swam cautiously a quar- 
ter-mile farther down and spotted 
another Jap on shore as we again 
hid among fallen trees and floating 
coconuts. I'm sure God was being 
good to us then. I pulled my gun out 
of the water, drew a bead on him and 
the trigger clicked dully on a soaked 
cartridge. A moment later a Jap 
patrol came down to the beach. If 
the gun had been fired our position 
would have been revealed and we'd 
surely have been wiped out. 

“Not far away Jap machine-gunners 
were covering the causeway and we 
could hear them chattering away. 
After a conference it was decided that 
if we didn’t get back to Gavutu before 
daylight we’d never get back. We 
waded along shore and I, being the 
tallest, had to hold up a couple of the 
smaller men until we got within shout- 
ing distance of the marines on Gavutu. 

“Then we experienced a new diffi- 
culty. Our password had been some- 
thing like Lily’s Thistle, words the 
Japs couldn’t pronounce. But it had 
been changed to Lucky Strike and the 
marines on Gavutu were suspicious 
of us. They fired a few shots at us 
before we could identify ourselves and 
before they consented to let Captain 
Crane swim over. 

On Guard for Treachery 

“He was covered all the way and 
told to halt on the beach. They 
asked what arms he had. ‘Just a 
couple of grenades,” he said. ‘Throw 
them away, they told him, taking no 
chances. He did, walked up and had 
a 45 jammed instantly in his teeth. 
Finally he proved who we were, al- 
though the report had reached Gavutu 
that we'd all been killed. = They sure 
were glad to see us, but no happier 
than we were to see them. Later on 
the destroyers shelled Tanambogo, 
tanks came and we cleaned them out 
of there. 

“TI didn’t get a scratch in that en- 
gagement. The next day, though, a 
shell exploded near me. My pitching 
arm felt sore, almost as if I'd bumped 
it, and great was my surprise to find 
I'd been hit by shrapnel. We finally 
went from Gavutu to Tulagi and then 
to Guadalcanal. Our entire group was 
cited, Captain Crane also getting the 
Navy Cross and the nine marines get- 
ting Silver Stars.” 

The other Capt. John Smith must 
have found soldier life a picnic com- 
pared to what the current one ex- 
perienced.   

  

Captain John Smith 
  

  

    

FOREIGN SERVICE FIVE 
DOWNS FIRST COPLEY 

BULLDOGS 25-17 
Height Proves Deciding Factor 

in Service’s Victory; Coupe, 
Physics Instructor, Scores 

13 Points 

  

  

Getting off to a slow start, but fin- 
ishing fast, the Foreign Service team 
downed a hard-fighting First Copley 
Bulldog team, 25-17, in an intramural 
game last week. The Bulldogs fought 
on even terms for the first half, but 
then the lack of height began to show 
as the Service team, with Fox and 

(Continued on page 5)   

PLANS FOR ORGANIZATION OF INFORMAL 
BASKETBALL TEAM FAIL TO MATERIALIZE 
Gym Not Available to Civilian Students During Week; Intramural 

Basketball Set-up Decided, Teams Divided into Two 
Leagues; Other Intramural Activities Discussed 

  

On January 7, Mr. Gardner called a meeting of the student 
council and the managers of the intramural basketball teams to 
discuss the coming intramural basketball season and the possibility 
of forming an informal team to play outside games. An agreement 
was reached on both of the subjects, to the satisfaction of all con- 
cerned. 

COPLEY SNORTERS 
OVERWHELM WILDCATS 
IN SEASON'S INAUGURAL 

Kupchinsky and Berte Lead 
Snorters to Easy Victory 
Over Wildcats; O’Brien 

High for Losers 

    

  

  

The basketball intramural season 

opened with a double-header in the 

Ryan Gymnasium. The first game 

saw the Second Copley Snorters over- 

whelm the First Copley Wildcats. The 
score was 37-16, with Bill Kupchinsky 
and John Berte as high scorers for the 

Short Snorters, while Bob O’Brien 

was high for the Wildcats. 
The game opened with the Wildcats 

getting the center jump and bringing 
it down the court, but before they 
reached the bucket the ball was stolen 
by Father Alf. The Short Snorters 
came down the floor; Santoli passed 
to Bukowski, who flipped back to San- 
toli as he went by, and Santoli went 
in and made the first two points. The 

(Continued on page 5) 
  

Behind the 
  

Eight Ball 
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PLAYERS FIGHT FOR THE BALL AS INTRAMURAL BASKET- 

BALL SEAS ON OPENS   

Army Possesses Gym 

A call for all those interested was 

issued and a group of players was 
soon practicing under the very com- 

petent direction of Mr. McNally: but 
their future was uncertain. For Mr. 
Gardner informed the boys that the 
time that they had been using for their 
practice theoretically belonged to the 
ASTP for recreation and the team 
could not continue to practice at that 
time regularly. Since the Foreign Serv- 
ice boys, who have night classes, and 
the pre-med students, who have after- 
noon labs, comprise the bulk of the 
team, and since the Army was to 
have complete run of the gym Monday 
through Friday, it proved impractical 
to organize the informal team. How- 
ever, it was decided to enter two teams 
in the soldier’s intra-company league 
competition, one as a “platoon” in 
Company “E” and the other in the “D” 
league. 

The “E” team comprises the strength 
of the squad, that is, the first eight of 
the men who had been practicing, while 
the “D” team is made up of the sec- 
ond eight men. The former squad had 
already played a league game, swamp- 
ing the first platoon, with Art Barto- 
lozzi, Dave Landers, and Jack Gorman 
sparking the attack. 

Conditions Adverse to Team 

If the team’s showing in the Intra- 
Company League competition warrants 
it, a team may be formed later on 
which would play some of the local 
independent and college teams, such 
as American University and others. 
However, at present, it is not possible 
to floor a representative team, in view 
of the circumstances already related, 
in addition to the consideration of the 
skeleton enrollment of 135 in the col- 
lege and the accelerated course, all of 
which makes it quite evident that it 
would be improbable that Georgetown 
would complete a successful season. 

There is some hope for outside com- 
petition, in that the same group is in- 
terested in playing as a detached unit, 
with no connection with the Univer- 
sity except that all the members are 
students. The players have already 
decided to play teams of their calibre 
under the moniker, “Copley Kids.” 

Intramurals Discussed 
Eight managers attended the meet- 

ing and handed in rosters of their re- 
spective teams. It was agreed to have 
two leagues composed of four teams 
each. The teams will play each other 
twice and the respective league champs 
will tangle in a series of “two out of 
three” for the title. Still along the 
intramural lines, a handball tourna- 
ment and probably a combined civilian- 
soldier ping-pong tournament will be 
held in the near future. There is a 
possibility of an informal soccer or 
cross-country team this winter, and a 
tennis team this spring. Len Markert 
is heading the soccer “movement,” as 
Joe Peabody is the tennis team. It 
seems as if the tennis team has the 
best possibilities of all, since there are 
a good number of former lettermen 
and other experienced men still left on 
the campus. 

COPLEY KIDS WIN 
The civilian entry in the Intra- 

Platoon Soldier’s League made an 
auspicious start by swamping the 
2nd Platoon Co. “E”, 27-5. 
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MAN ABOUT CAMPUS 
GEORGE SMITH 

By BOB AURAY       

  

A.S.T. Photo 

We dare say that few men asso- 
ciated with Georgetown have made 
so deep an impression in so short a 
time as has quiet-spoken, capable, 
unassuming George Smith. He is one 
of those men who absence is more 
noticeable than his presence. Those 
citizens of the Hilltop who were for- 
tunate enough to see the November 
classic ‘at Griffith Stadium between 
the Redskins and Chicago Bears saw 
among other things the two best 
centers playing football today. “Bull- 
dog” Turner of the Bears has be- 
come a byword with every follower 
of the pro game. Much more widely 
known, for instance, than his oppo- 
nent on that particular day. Yet, 
Turner himself was the first to ad- 
mit that he was thoroughly out- 
played by that opponent, and the 
committee which recently chose the 
All-Professional Team, recognized 
his greatness by selecting him as 
runner-up to the one-and-only Bull- 
dog. 

Fullback in College 

All of which might be neither here 
nor there, except for the fact that 
not one in five of the G’men who 
saw him play that day recognized 
in the great Redskin center the 
friendly, somewhat shy giant who 
assisted Joe Gardner & Co. in put- 
ting over the Gardner Happy Hour 
of Advanced Agony. And that is 
as good a tip-off as any on George 
Smith. Practically unnoticed on the 
football field, yet an important fac- 
tor in every play; practically un- 
noticed here on the campus, yet an 
important smooth-working cog in 
the fine staff that has made George- 
town’s P.T. program outstanding. 

George hails from Los Angeles, 
and in stature is the human equiva- 
lent of one of his native California 
redwoods. He never played football 
in high school, nor yet in freshman 
college. In his next three years at 
the University of California, he de- 
veloped into one of the Pacific 
Coast’s ace fullbacks, finding time 
meanwhile to pile up a B-plus aca- 
demic average in the tough mining- 
engineering course. Coming to the 
Redskins in 1937, he found himself 
centering a ball for the first time. 
He must have done fairly well 
though, for the ’37 Redskins went 
on to win the World’s Professional 
title. He dropped out of football 
during the following three seasons, to 
pick up a graduate degree in engi- 
neering, while teaching high school 
mathematics on the side. After his 
marriage three years ago, he obtained 
a Government position as a ground- 
school supervisor in the C.AA., 
where his knowledge of meteorology 
and kindred subjects has won him 
rapid advancement. 

Hopes to Return 

George returned to his Govern- 
ment position after the Redskins- 
Bears play-off in Chicago a couple 
of weeks ago. We sincerely hope 
that when another football season 
rolls around it will find him making 
life miserable for Bulldog Turner 

and the other pro-league centers, and 

making life pleasant for those of us 

who are still here on the Hilltop. 

Like an ill wind, this war has not 
blown much good to anybody. But 

it has brought some nice things 

through the gates at 37th and O. 
One of them was George Smith.   

2nd COPLEY KNOCKS 
OFF CRIPPLES 46-21 

Power House 2nd Copley Kids 
Led to Victory by Prather, 

Gilroy and Walsh 

  

  

The First Copley Cripples opened 
their season against a heavily favored 
Second Copley Kids team and the re- 
sult surprised no one. The final score, 
however, does not do justice to the 
game effort made by the losers. Sec- 
ond Copley possessed too many big 
guns for the Cripples and after a close 
first half forged ahead to win the con- 
test, 46-21. 

Cripples Score First 

The Cripples drew first blood when 
Dave Landers sank a lay up shot. 
But their lead was short lived, as the 
Kids came back with three baskets. 
Both teams were finding it difficult to 
penetrate each other’s defense and the 
first quarter ended when Gilroy sank 
a shot from under the basket to give 
Second an 8-2 lead. Second increased 
their lead on goals by Walsh, Mr. 
Lewis, and Prather. The Cripples cut 
the lead down on set shots by Landers 
and Coppola. However, the Kids 
pulled away again when Prather 
threw two baskets through the nets. 
They increased their lead to 21-6 on 
a shot by Gilroy and a foul by Walsh. 
The Cripples then put on a determined 
drive that left them six points short of 
a tie as the half ended. Prominent in 
this drive was the side shooting of 
Landers and the floor game of Coppola. 

Kids Increase Lead 

As the second half began with the 
score 21-15, the lack of substitutes be- 
gan to show on the Cripples as they 
slowed up noticeably. The Cripples 
failed to score a point for the first six 
minutes of the third quarter, while the 
Kids went to town, increasing their 
lead to 30-15. The affair started to 
turn into a wide-open game as the 
Cripples failed to follow up their shots 
and couldn’t cover the fast break fea- 
tured by Second Copley. With three 
minutes remaining, Second sent in 
three substitutes, who responded by 
garnering six points between them. 
Prather finished his fine all-around 
game by sinking two lay up shots to 
make him high man for the afternoon 
with 14 points. Coppola completed the 
scoring for the Cripples by sinking 
two long shots to make the final 
score 46-21. 

SNORTERS OVERWHELM WILDCATS 
(Continued from page 4) 

Wildcats’ attack was not functioning 
properly and they lost the ball before 
they could take a shot. Then Berte 
came down the floor, passed to Bu- 
kowski. The two worked the same 
cut and give and Berte made two 
points. The Short Snorters then be- 
gan to open their offensive. Father 
Alf made a lay up shot, Kupchinsky 
made two hook shots from the bucket, 
and Bukowski put in a lay up shot. 
At the end of the first quarter it was 
14-0 in favor of the Short Snorters. 

Snorters Continue Rampage 
The second quarter began with the 

Wildcats trying a different type of at- 
tack. They now tried to make set 
shots and if they missed they would 
try to have Big John Curran get the 
ball off the backboard, but this attack 
did not work either. Meanwhile the 
Short Snorters continued to rack up 
points. Bob Auray, in for Bukowski, 
made a set shot, Berte made a set 
shot, and then Father Alf made a foul 
shot. The Wildcats scored their first 
point when Bob O’Brien sank a foul 

shot. So the half ended with the score 
19-1 in favor of the Short Snorters. 

The second half saw a highly spir- 

ited Wildcat team try to get back in 
the game. They started off by making 
two baskets, one by O’Brien and the 
other by Bill Hughes. The Short 
Snorters, looking worse now than they 
did in the first half, fought back with 

shots by Kupchinsky, Berte, Father 

Alf, and Kupchinsky again. The 
Wildcats were not stopped yet. Bill 
Smith started it off with a set shot 
that didn’t touch the rim, Hughes 
made another under the basket, and 

O’Brien made an over-the-head hook 
shot. The Short Snorters came back, 
with Kupchinsky and Berte putting in 
baskets. Cadilla of the Wildcats 
made a basket and then missed two 
foul shots. Bob O’Brien made another 
foul shot and the game soon ended 
with the score 37-16 in favor of the 
Short Snorters.   
  

EAGLES TURN IN FIRST 
UPSET OF SEASON 
OVER FAVORED HOPS 

Reyes Leads Victors to 23-21 
Conquest Over Brethren 

Day Hops 

  

  

__In the second game of the opening 
double-header of the intramural sea- 
son, the first upset came about with 
the Dayhop Eagles defeating their fa- 
vored brethren Dayhops by the score 
of 23-21. Reyes was the leading scorer 
for the Eagles, while Fitzgerald led 
the Dayhops. 

The Eagles started off with a bang 
and scored two baskets in a row, one 
by Duncan, the other by Reyes. The 
Dayhops scored on a set shot by War- 
wick and then the Eagles came back 
with a lay up by Ward and a set shot 
by Trotman. The Eagles had more 
spirit and at this time the Dayhops 
seemed to be taking it easy and not 
worrying about a thing. Fitzgerald 
of the Dayhops feinted his man out of 
position and went in to make the shot, 
but Trotman retaliated with a set shot 
for the Eagles. The score at the end 
of the first quarter was 10-4 in favor 
of the Eagles. 

Hops Tie Game Up 
In the second quarter the Dayhops 

came back, with Peabody, Wagner, 
and Fitzgerald all making baskets to 
tie the game up, but Reyes made a set 
shot to put the Eagles back in the lead. 
Lansdale then put in a lay up shot to 
make it 14-10 in the Eagles’ favor. 
Then Colliton put in a set shot for 
the Dayhops and Stohlman put in a 
hook shot to tie up the game. Fitz- 
gerald sank a set shot and the Day- 
hops led. The half soon ended with 
the Dayhops leading, 15-14. 

The second half began with Reyes 
taking and making a foul shot to tie 
up the game. The teams then played 
cautiously and slowly, rather than risk 
the loss of the ball. Trotman opened 
the scoring with a lay up after faking 
beautifully and drawing his man out 
of position. Then Duncan made a 
lay up shot by following up his own 
hook shot which he had missed. The 
Dayhops came fighting back, but they 
were unable to do anything with the 
stubborn Eagle team. Fitzgerald made 
another lay up shot to bring the Eagle 
lead to two points; Reyes then clinched 
the game with a beautiful set shot 
from the right-hand side, which did 
not even touch the rim but went cleanly 
through. Colliton made a set shot for 
the Dayhops before the game ended. 
The final score was 23-21 in favor of 
the Eagles. 

FOREIGN SERVICE DOWNS 
BULLDOGS 

(Continued from page 4) 

Rorke getting most of the rebounds, 
capitalized on easy lay up shots, and 
gained a comfortable lead which was 
never endangered for the remainder of 
the game. 

Bulldogs Take Lead 

Coupe showed he knew something 
about basketball, along with teaching 
Physics, as he played a good defensive 
game and led the scoring with 13 
points. Tartaglino led the losers with 
six points, while also playing a good 
backboard game. 

The Bulldogs led at the end of the 
first quarter, 6-2, as Gorman, Tar- 
taglino, and Lage sank lay up shots 
from the corner. Lamb scored the 
first Service points by sinking a nice 
one-handed shot from the side. To 
begin the second quarter Coupe sank 
three successive long shots to give 
the Service the lead. Gorman swished 
the net with a follow-up shot and then 
made a foul shot to account for all 
the Bulldog scoring in that quarter. 
When the half ended Service led, 11-9. 
The Bulldogs began to weaken in the 
third quarter, scoring only one field 
goal, a nice push shot from the side 
by Uritia. Lamb and Coupe each 
scored field goals in this quarter to 
bring the score to 15-11; in favor of 
Service. The last quarter was slow, 
as both teams were tired, and there 
was little scoring done. Fox sank a 
rebound shot, followed by a side shot 
by Lamb for the Service. Then after 
throwing the ball up and down the 
court for a while, Tartaglino finally 
broke the ice by sinking a side shot 
and then put in a rebound shot to end 
the scoring for the Bulldogs. Rourke 
put in one while standing under the 
basket, and then Coupe, with but a 
few seconds to go, ended the game by 
sinking a nice left-handed shot from 
the side. 

VINNY COPPOLA 

In keeping with the trend of this Alumni issue of THE HOYA, we 
thought it might be interesting to print a few of the letters that the College 
has been receiving from some of her former athletic stars. Players of all 
sports and of all classes frequently write the College on their doings. A 
cross section of the many hundreds of letters written by alumni is printed 

below. Football, basketball, and track are the sports 
represented, and the writer of each letter was a 
standout in his sport. 

George Perpich, stellar linesman of the ’40, ’41 
football teams, playing most of every game that 
Great Lakes played, including that stunning upset 
over Notre Dame. George writes: ; 

“Besides drilling a few recruits (Ed. Note—- 
George was assigned to drill 120 men), I have been 
playing football on the Station team and, therefore, 
haven't too much time for correspondence, which 
may be somewhat of an explanation for not writing 
sooner. Our football team has great potential 
power but has displayed it only on a few occasions. 
since the team is lacking that good old Georgetown 

spirit. I don’t believe we would come close to losing a game if we had 
that college spirit of wanting to win. But I guess this is practically im- 
possible on a service team, since the fellows do not have confidence in each 
other. And then, some of these All-Americans are not as good as they 
are cracked up to be. 

  

young brother was training here in the same battalion, so I got to see 
him quite often—sure would enjoy seeing more of the fellows, as they 
were a grand bunch. 

“Sincerely yours, 

“GEORGE PERPICH, FE.S. 43.” 
®i ko kt Ok 

James Reilly, better known as “Miggs,” was easily one of the outstanding 
small basketball players in the nation last year. “Miggs” measured 5 feet, 
6 inches, yet in spite of his slight statue, he was an important cog in the 
machine of last year’s N.C.A.A. Eastern title-holders. Off court “Miggs” 
was shy and silent, but once on the floor he became a smooth functioning 
ball player with an especially keen eye. ‘“Miggs” writes the following: 

Only today I received an old issue of Tae Hova from Father Kehoe. Gee, 
it was great to read it again. I got a thrill out of that column concerning 
the basketball team. How I wish the old gang were together again this 
year loi 

“At present, as a V-12 candidate, I'm situated in a little college 400 miles 
upstate New York, called St. Lawrence. Plenty cold here and lots of snow. 
Nothing like Washington. Studies are rather hard—for me; but with God's 
help I'll get by for awhile. Physics and Math are my biggest worries. I 
like Navy life a lot and have no complaints except that some place nearer 
home would be more to my liking. 

“Well, Fathers, in closing I want to ask you both to remember me in 
your prayers. I realize how busy things must be, but if possible, drop me 
a line as I'd be delighted to hear how things are going. I certainly hope 

“Sincerely, 
HI MIGGS, Coll. Ex. 44.” 

% ATR 

The next letter is from Dave Williams, an up-and-coming track star, 
before his induction into the Army. Dave holds the mile record for the 
Hoya track, doing it in 4:24. However, Dave is best at the longer dis- 
tances, and has annexed many cross-country titles here in the East. Dave 
writes: 

_ “How's everything going at old G.U. these days? I certainly wish that 
I could be there, as I miss the place despite the changes wrought by the 
Army’s invasion. 

“I thought you'd be interested to know how I was making out with my 
running. I’ve enclosed a clipping of my late race, which, by the way, is the 
only decent one I've run this season. My attack of scarlet fever set me 
back worse than I realized and I have been a long while getting in shape. 
As you can see by the clipping, I have ‘returned to form’ so I guess I will 
be okay from now on. ” (Dave retained his title in cross-country 10,000 
meters—614 miles—run in Fairmount Park, Phila.—32:21). 

“Although I'm running for Shanahan Catholic Club in Philadelphia, I still 
wear my “Hoya” jersey and always make sure that the newshounds know 
I'm from the Hilltop. 

“Sincerely, 

“DAVE WILLIAMS, Coll. Ex. ’44.” 
ie 

Another person that most of the alumni will be glad to hear from is pop- 
ular Elmer Ripley, coach of last year’s basketball team. “Rip” has coached 
Georgetown basketball for a great many years and now with the curtail- 
ment of all sports at the Hilltop, “Rip” has assumed head coaching duties 
at Columbia University, New York. But as “Rip” says, it’s “only for the 
duration.” Elmer wrote the College a few weeks ago and it seems that 
everything isn’t as rosy as it should be with all the material “Rip” has to 
pick from at Columbia. “Rip” writes: 

“Just a few lines to let you know how I miss Georgetown and all its 
swell people. Keep hearing from most of the boys from last year’s team, 
but sure would like to get some news about the other fellows. Billy Has- 
sett told me you sent him a paper covering the doings of the boys. Father, 
I'd really appreciate receiving one of them. 

“At Columbia, which is only for the duration, I have the most material 
I've ever had the privilege of coaching. They are all V-12 trainees who are 
pre-med, pre-dental, and engineering students. Most of them never played 
high school ball. I had to start right from the bottom and teach. It's a 
good thing I have lots of patience. Miggs (Reilly, Coll. '44) worked out 
with us today. He just got his orders. 

“What I would give for a Kraus, Hassett and Mahnken this season. 

“Well, Father, here’s hoping you are enjoying good health and that 
sometime in the near future we'll all be together again. Please remember 
me in your Masses and thanks for being so swell to this old coach during 
my swell years at dear old G.U. 

“Sincerely, 
HECRIPLY 

x ok xX kk 

JUST A YEAR AGO THIS WEEK. . . . Georgetown five lost their 
second contest of the season to Temple in a heartbreaker that was won in 
the last 10 seconds of play, 51-52. Later in the week they swamped Catholic 

! University, 71-43, and walloped Loyola, 68-42.     

“Haven’t seen many of the G.U. men around these parts—Jack Spencer’s 

this war ends in the near future so the old gang can get together again.’ 
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JOHN CURRAN and BOB O’BRIEN 

  

As the deaf man says, “Things are pretty quiet around here;” to which]! 
the blind man replied, “I don’t see through that one.” But the silent atmos- 
phere here is caused by the absence of the gang who are having their fun 
elsewhere. While the editor plays basketball, and the managing editor goes 
to an afternoon movie, the remainder of Tae Hova staff is busy trying to 
compose their material before the Sunday night deadline. Maybe someday 
we'll be in their place, and assign the stories with the old saying, “THE Hova 
must be out on time.” 

x ck kx kx kx 

The Hilltop has always had someone behind whose “SKIRTS” the student 
body could hide in times of great danger, but now that all the men of great 
muscle are protecting our country, Georgetown seems destined to be over- 
run by Trinity soirettes. Yes, such would be the case, were it not for our 
present hero arriving on the scene, He made his first appearance one Sun- 
day morning dressed in tights on Second Copley. 

He arose that first morning at the incredible hour of 6 a. m. in order 
to have his morning workout (ten laps around the Hoya field) before 
breakfast. As he came down the corridor, the sound of his heavy footsteps 
aroused two of our light sleepers, Paul Walsh and Jim Gilroy. They imme- 
diately opened the door to find out the cause of all the noise, and as they 
did, the massive shoulders of our present guardian just skimmed by the 
door. The two aroused sleepers looked after the immense bulk of humanity, 
and thought that they were dreaming. But what they had just seen was 
a reality. For lo and -behold, they beheld a massive mess of majestically 
moving muscles, with a chest bulging like an overloaded suitcase. Walsh 
and Gilroy, fearing that this strange physical specimen would do some harm 
by his brute force, immediately donned their clothes and pursued the mon- 
strosity down to the Hoya Field. There they watched with amazement as 
this superhuman did the ten laps in what seemed to be but a few minutes. 
After this workout, our two bewildered onlookers timidly inquired his 
name. He replied that he was know as MUSCLES McKeon. 

From that day forward, Messrs. Walsh and Gilroy discarded their ad- 
miration for Superman and Jack Armstrong, the All American boy, in 
preference to their newly found hero. These two idolizers now handle all 
of MUSCLE’S affairs. 
Walsh wakes MUSCLES at 6 o’clock every morning, and together they 

proceed to the Hoya Field where MUSCLES goes through a vigorous 
course of calisthenics, while Walsh looks on. From here, they join the 
other students in the dining hall. Here, Walsh and Gilroy are kept busy 
serving their “Ideal” his secret muscle-building diet. 

Gilroy handles all of MUSCLES’ personal affairs. This may sound like 
an easy task; but with all the fan mail MUSCLES receives daily, Gilroy 
never has an idle moment. This fan mail, by the way, is mostly from mem- 
bers of the opposite sex. Because of this popularity, Georgetown’s guardian 
is known to all of us as MUSCLES LOVER McKeon. 
An interesting sidelight on MUSCLES’ career at Hilltop was revealed 

on the morning that Mr. Joseph Gardner requested a demonstration of 
chin-ups. MUSCLES consented to perform, but after doing 82 the bar 
broke. 

Yes, MUSCLES LOVER McKeon is well worth his weight in flesh to 
the fellows on the Hilltop. His theme song is, “I'M NOT MUCH TO 
LOOK AT,” but he’s just being modest because we've seen him in tights, 
and for the benefit of those who haven’t, his picture appears in this edition 
of THE HOYA. 

x kX Xk 

Ever read Dale Carnegie’s book on “How to Influence Friends and Win 
from People?” Well, we knew one student who has. He’s a Connecticut- 
born Senior who applied the principles on his recent trip back to George- 
town after the holidays. 

This Mad Scientist, (well, mad, anyway), was sitting in a darkened 
coach of the Penna. Railroad. As the train left New York, he sensed 
the presence of a young woman on the train. He investigated, and as had 
he hoped, she sat all alone. Being a Georgetown gentleman, he sat down 
beside the girl, and tried to cheer her lonely hour. He must have suc- 
ceeded, because he never returned to his original seat until the train left 
Baltimore. The only information concerning his absence is the teport 
that he was seen carrying her baggage onto the Baltimore platform. 

ok kkk ok 

eink 

Father Law took a fall recently in the dining hall. It was reported that 
he fell over a stool, but the popular belief is that the fall was due to his 
surprise at seeing Dave Landers’ early arrival for lunch that day. 

RAS WTR 

Next Saturday, “Bugs” Ewing is going to give a talk at Trinity College. 
The topic which he has chosen is “Post-War Social Mobility.” What this 
means is above us, but we hope the Trinity girls enjoy it. Various rumors 
have arisen as to the meaning of his talk. Some say it will be a proposal 
to postpone the war. The lecture will be accompanied by demonstrations 
by Mr. Ewing. This marks the first time a Georgetown gentleman has told 
a Trinity girl about Post-War Mobility. Mr. Ewing denies rumors that he 
will be a permanent member of the faculty. 

x ok Kk kx kX 

Quote of the Week: “But we got Mr. Lewis on our team.” 2nd Copley. 
* ook ok Fk x 

Quip of the Week—Two: ; 
First Woman: You're not going to wear that hat out? 
Second Woman: My dear, this hat was worn out two years ago. 

kn kon 

Ever try to get a telephone call through on a week night? Well, if you 
haven't, the phone booths are plenty busy and here’s the reason why— 

We hear the U. S. Navy brag 
Of messages by their own wigwag. 
The Marines who fought at Guadalcanal 
Used runners to find each other’s locale. 
Artillery gunners find airplanes are swell 
For telling them where to drop their shell. 
The Infantry sends out its pigeons and dogs, 
And African natives use hollowed-out logs. 
Wireless is dear to the brave Signal Corps. 
And the Boy Scouts favor the old semaphore. 
But a look at the phone booths we’re eager to grab 
Shows lines upon lines of G.I. olive-drab. 
Yes, the Signal Corps’ wireless, and the Infantry’s roans 
Will find competition from the AST’s phones. 

I think that I would be in heaven 
If I could get No. 2367. 

* Xx x xk Xx 

Georgetown looked as though the Marines had taken over this last 
weekend when Ollie Oja, Vic Chilson, and “Hank” Mackey dropped in 
for a visit to their old Alma Mater. All these recent graduates are Marine 
Officer Candidates, with Pfc. rankings. Chief Petty Officer George Per- 
pich of the Navy spent the weekend around here. George was a whale of a 
tackle on a great Georgetown football team a couple of years ago. 

Rev. Father Geib, S. [., Replies 

10 Ensign Jack Moynihan’s Letter 

  

[University Administrator Trades Trans-continental Christmas 
| Greetings with a Runyon-minded Ensign in San Diego; 

“Hoya” Refuses to Name Winner 
ay 

  

Thursday nite 
Dear Father: 

I am sitting at my desk tonight thinking of not much, as I have 
the standby duty watch for the night tracker plane, and I say to 
myself as follows : “This is an excellent chance for you to catch up 
on some back letters—so get busy.” About a week-or-so ago I 
received a circular letter from my old school with a note from 
Father Law on the top of the page. He sends it to me in Kansas, 
and being many places since then, namely Texas and Florida, it 
travels many miles before it catches me at San Diego. 
like to say here and now, it makes me very happy indeed to hear 
from you all and know where many of my friends are. 

I would 

  

My Adventures Begin 

After my visit with you in Wash- 
ington, many things start to happen, 
and I am most happy about them all— 
especially when I hear the news that 
my sister Mae has twin girls and I'm 
to be another godfather. But after I 
leave Washington I finally arrive home 
in New York and Dad tells me he sees 
Father Law one night and I am very 
sad indeed I do not see him—for he 
and you and many other Jesuits are 
all fine fellows and it makes me sad, 
as I say, that I miss him. But it is 
well known by one and all citizens that 
a serviceman’s leave goes like that 
famous bat out of you know where, 
and if I don’t keep track of the days, 
I am willing to put a five down and 
say it is a 48-hour pass I have instead 
of eight whole days. But as I say this 
leave goes very fast, and with enter- 
taining my mother, some pals, and 
some beautiful, young dolls round and 
about, it is many a five I lay on the 
table before it is all over. 

I spend the first night with my fam- 
ily which is only fitting and proper, 
and it makes me happy more than 
somewhat that I have a family to spend 
my first night with—or at least part 
of my family, for it is well known 
that my brothers and sisters are scat- 
tered about the country more than 

  

  
Jock at Muscles !! 

somewhat. With all due respect to 
my mother, I get the biggest kick out 
of hustling these young dolls around 
to the Stork Club and the Versailles 
just to mention a few. 

My first date is with a pretty young 
doll by the name of Honoria Myrtle— 
although I only call her Myrtle, for 
Honoria is rather superfluous as she 
knows: I am talking to her and not the 
cook out in the kitchen. Now as is 
well known by many citizens Myrtle 
and I are the best of friends—and we 
still are after going out with one an- 
other after six years—and this is quite 
a feat to remain just friends for six 
years, for usually a guy decides either 
he likes the doll or he dislikes her— 
but I am an unusual guy that way, so 
we're still friends. Well, it is a very 
pleasant night among other things, 
and Myrtle looks very pretty in her 
black dress. She is wearing a strange 
smelling perfume—as dames always do 
and she tells me the name of it is 
“Temptation” and she gives me a queer 
look when I ask her what she is trying 
to tempt. I guess dames are all alike— 
but I don’t have the time nor the money 
to find out. We hail a jockey at the 
corner and he takes us into the city 
to the Penn. Hotel as Myrtle says she 
likes Tommy Dorsey. uy 

      
  

  

MR. WALSH AND MR. GILROY PRESENT FOR YOUR CONSID- 
ERATION “MUSCLES” McKEON 
  

  

2. Tough apples, kid. 

wn
 . Aw, come on, Jack! 

T2K 

Hence, we can conclude—. 
9. Look here, Mister—. 

11. Straight to the Dean! 

13. What’ll you have seconds on? 

17. 7:00 is the deadline. 

19. Who’s turn to go to ROTC? 

21, You ought to see New Haven.   
  

22. When does Trinity open? 

We had intended having certain guests say a few words for The Hoya 
readers (?), but due to lack of space, all comments have been shortened. 

1. You're a poet, and don’t know it—. 

3. Now, here’s the thing, we had a case like that a few years back——. 
4. Fight it hard, why that’s nothing like—. 

6. . 
7. Now suppose Georgetown meat balls disgust you—. 
8. 

10. Things are tough all over nowadays. 

12. Right here in our supposedly civilized country——. 

14. See me in my room, if you're dissatisfied. 
15. He was well heeled with the negotiable frogskin, 
16. Did you ever hear about Mary’s Little Lamb? 

18. Who's going to answer for Hefferan? 

20. Jersey City is next to the largest city in the world. 

Impressions of T. D. 

Now this here Dorsey guy is a musi- 
cian—although he doesn’t have long 
hair like most musicians I see, and he 
has a bunch of guys blowing all differ- 
ent horns and beiting on drums and 
he calls this his band—and this is one 
of his dodges. low when they all 
play together in harmony the music is 
very sweet indeed. I don’t know much 
about harmony, but I do know a doll 
by the name of “Harmony Hattie” once 
who some time ago sings in Charlie 
Bernstein's Speakeasy up in the 50’s— 
everyone knows she sings in harmony, 
so I suppose it is the same thing this 
here Dorsey does. Well, by and by 
we get tired of Dorsey’s music, and 
looking for some life we end up in a 
flea barn in the 50’s which is listed in 
the phone book as the Stork Club. 

This is a great mystery to me for 
I don’t see a stork all night, but some 
of the rich citizens in this here trap 
sure look like some strange kind of 

and never seeing a stork up 
close-like, I say maybe they look like 
storks and I don’t realize it. But many 
of them are Myrtle’s friends, and when 
I look at them and start to laugh Ha! 
Ha! she becomes angry somewhat and 
we have a few words. Just in the 
middle of our words, a friend of 
Myrtle’s—Mr. Billingsley, who runs 

bird... 

the joint—sends over a big bottle of - 
champagne with his compliments, so 
we forget about our words and proceed 
to celebrate more than somewhat. I 
have a few more dates like this and 
enjoy myself a great deal indeed before 
I leave for the West Coast. 

On my way here, I stop in Chicago 
to see many of my friends who are 
citizens there, among them a girl by 
the name of Nancy, and some old 
friends of mine who are doing a stretch 
at Notre Dame. Now this Notre 
Dame is famous for their Fighting 
Irish, but I search very hard for them 
being one myself but find mostly 
Pollocks as the Navy takes over this 
establishment some time ago. I run 
into a friend of mine by the name 
Paul Murray who is my classmate 
while at Georgetown. Paul tells me 
his brother Jim is in San Diego and 
sure as a .45 I find him here as an 
ensign—he is an ordnance officer and 
instructs the sailors who wear floppy 
pants which end of the gun the bullet 
comes out of. We have a short chat, 
Paul and I, and I return to Chicago 
that nite to show Olive around. 

Now this Olive is a doll who is 
very pleasing to the eyes, and in fact 
the boys as Murphy’s Drug Store 
never fail to give her a few whistles 
when she walks by. We have quite a 

(Continued on page 7) 

  

  
BRIEFLY SAID . . . 

. . . Father Rector gave the in- 
vocation at the Christmas tree 
dedication on the lawn of the 
White House, 4 p. m., Decem- 
ber 24. z 

.. . On Tuesday, December 28, 
Catholic Army and Navy chap- 
lains of the Military District of 
Washington were guests at din- 
ner in the Georgetown commu- 
nity. Among those present were 
Fr. Daniel E. Power, recently of 
Georgetown, and Fr. Richard 
Shea, of the Province of New 
England. 

. .. Both Fr. Rector and Fr. 
Stephen McNamee, Dean of the 
College, will attend the mid- 
January. meetings of the Associa- 
tion of American Colleges and 
the Jesuit Educational Associa- 
tion, held in Cincinnati. During 
the Christmas holidays Fr. Mc- 
Namee visited Chicago to attend 
‘the Jesuit Philosophical Conven- 
tion. 

+ .\. Fr... McPhelin,” S.J., has 
passed the Army physical exami- 
nation and is awaiting his ap-. 
pointment. 

... Fr. Edmund ‘A. Walsh, 
S.J., has been asked to contribute 
a chapter on Geopolitics, a sub- 
ject on which he continues to 
lecture in Army camps and serv- 
ice schools, to a book now being 
written by a group of geograph- 
ers, political scientists, and ex- 
plorers. 

. . . The mother of Fr. Phillip 
Sullivan was stricken with a 
heart attack at the home of his 
sister in Verona, N. J. while 
Father was celebrating 11 o’clock 
Mass at St. Mary’s Cathedral, 
Trenton. She died shortly after- 
wards in Mountainside Hospital 
before Father Sullivan reached 
her bedside.       

    
Si 
> 

£7 1 

  

  

     

        
        
      

   
   
   
    

     

   
   
    

    
   
    

   
    
   
    
    

    

   

  

     

     

    
     

     

    
       
      

   

    

   

  

    
    

    

   

              

      

    

     

        

    

    

   
   

   

    

    

      

          
        
      
      
      
        
        

      
              
        

      
    

        

      
        

      

        

    
  



RE Ere
   

a 
R
A
T
T
 

        

   

MOYNIHAN REPORTING 
(Continued from page 6) 

deal of fun before I leave, and it is 
very hard to leave for I like Olive 
somewhat. I arrive here in San Diego 
October 15 and am assigned to F.A.W. | 
14, Commander Fleet Air West Coast 
for further transfer. I size the joint 
up and find I am in a pilots’ replace- 
ment pool, and when they need pilots 
in the fleet, they draw from this pool 
. . . so my friends drop out of sight 
day by day. 

Active Duty Soon 

A few weeks ago we learn a new 
squadron is being formed for the South 
Pacific so quite naturally I put in for 
it, make it, and will shove off soon— 
exactly when, I do not know—but I 
am happy indeed. I at last have the 
chance to get into: this and do my bit 
to help clean up the mess once and for 
all. Until we shove off, we are flying 
daily patrol hops and have refresher 
flights in regard to bombing, strafing, 
anti-sub warfare and torpedo runs plus 
an instrument flight refresher course. 
We have one day off and I spend this 
in Los Angeles seeing this girl I know 
from New York. So itis a very sim- 
ilar situation to warming the bench in 
a game, and I dislike warming benches 
—1I like to play. 

I do hope there are no distress sig- 
nals off the coast tonite in regard to 
ships as we will have to fly out and in- 
vestigate and it is raining like mad 
with a 15-knot wind, and that is pretty 
tough flying weather. I better close 
for now, Father, as I must make my 
rounds again and see if all is well be- 
fore I secure and get some sleep. Re- 
member me to Fr. Law, many thanks 
for the letter—to: Mr. Scanlon and 
Fr. (Banks) McFadden and all the 
rest. You probably won't hear from 
me before the holidays again, so I take 
this opportunity to wish you and yours 
the merriest Christmas ever—may you 
find new happiness and continued good 
fortune in the New Year—may He 
bless you all, and with His help, may 
this world return to the peace He 
created it for. 

Sincerely yours, 
JAck MoyNIHAN, 
  

GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY 
Washington 7, D. C. 

December 13, 1943. 
DEAR JACK: 

It is a very quiet Monday morn- 
ing except for a very high wind, 
which is making the windows rattle 
more than somewhat, especially as 
these windows do not have too much 
putty in the first place, and they 
need putty as this is a very old 
building indeed. In fact, you will 
look far and wide to find another 
building that has as many loose 
windowpanes as this one. 

I am busy with one thing and 
another, as most ministers are, al- 
though T wish to state that the kind 
of minister T am is not the kind 
vou read about in the local rags; 

where they scatter a lot of print 
about some Rev. discussing the 
effect of offhand guzzling by the 
younger set; and as I am answering 
the telephone, which is a great habit 
with me of late, as many citizens 
peddling their wares employ this 
means to communicate with me, 
there is a knock on my door, and 
who is it but Brother Lawton, known 
to one and all as a cheerful citizen, 
any way you take him. He is lug- 
ging the mail around to the various 
offices, and naturally I give him a 
very ready welcome, being such a 
guy who likes to read about the 
whereabouts of his friends and 
maybe they have a good tip for the 
first race at Charlestown. I am not 
such a great hand at this letter- 
writing myself, considering it a 
highbrow dodge, but once in a 
while I whip up an effort to some 
far-flung guy whose taste is not too 
finiky and does not care two raps 
if a word is misspelled here and 
there. 

Great is my surprise indeed to Spy 
a missive in your handwriting, and 
I wish to state here and now that 
nothing gives me as much pleasure 
in a long time. In fact, it is so 
good that I am thinking that it 
should be sent to the publishers to 
be incorporated in the works of a 
certain Damon Runyon, who is a 
great hand at turning out tales 
about this and that. But maybe 
that is not such a hot idea after 
all, as many publishers are finding 
it very hard to put their hands on 
the paper that they print these same 
stories on; although if you ask me, 
there is still plenty of paper around 
for football programs, and I spend 
a good part of the second quarter 
brushing paper off my coat at a 
very large football game yesterday 
between the New Yorks and the 
Washingtons. It seems that a big 
guy, whose name is Al Blozis, is 
playing for the New Yorks, but 
there is some question whether he 
is with the Washingtons, because he 
spends much of the afternoon in 
their backfield. 

Later in the afternoon, as we are 
beating our gums over this and that, 
I am talking to a character named 
Wee Willie Wilkin, who is one of 
the Washington players, although 
why he is called Wee Willie I can- 
not discover, as he is six and a half 
feet tall and weighs 270 pounds and 
is certainly not small, any way you 
look at him. This Wilkin says that 
Blozis in all probability will be an 
all-League tackle, which is an honor 
indeed, but does not bring him any 
more scratch, and these boys do not 
play for honor, but strictly for cash. 

All of which is neither here nor 
there, and during the past week 
most of the citizens from the Hill- 
top are there—enjoying an eight-day 
stretch with their ever-loving fami- 
lies in their respective homes. This 
includes the Jesuits, who are dis- 
covering that summer vacations are   something that belong in a museum, 
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and while some citizens have high 
admiration for museums, and I am 
not such a one as would condemn 
them, most of the stuff in them is 
old fashioned and out of date. The 
smart money around Good Time 
Billy Martin’s says that after the 
present fracas is cleaned up, acceler- 
ated college courses will be fash- 
ionable, but personally I will bet 
10 potatoes at even money that 
Georgetown goes back to the old 
schedule. 

Your experiences in such estab- 
lishments as the Stork Club are 
very amusing, and while I have 
never been in the Stork Club and 
am a 10 to 1 shot against it, the 
word gets around that it is indeed 
a very expensive proposition. But 
of course it is a favorite spot for 
dolls to be taken to, and there is 
no nicer sight than a pretty doll 
arm in arm with a handsome ensign, 
bulling his way through the heavy 
traffic that gathers on the dance 
floor. I am sure you have a good 
time at that, although it takes plenty 
of lettuce. 

It is not so long ago that I re- 
ceived a billet doux from Billy Has- 
sett, who is a basketball player of 
some note at the Hilltop, and he is 
in Midland, Mich., where he is em- 
ployed in some kind of defense 
work, and is 4-F in the draft, be- 
cause of a perforated eardrum. And 
at about the same time I hear from 
Lloyd Potolicchio, which is a very 
fancy handle but the real McCoy, 
as his ever-loving mother calls him 
Lloyd, especially in the early hours 
of the morning, when she tries to 
rouse him from his slumbers, as 
Lloyd is a very sound sleeper in- 
deed. He is at Jefferson Barracks, 
Mo., where Jim Castiglia is a first 
lieutenant. ! 

If it is O. K. with you, we would 
like to publish your letter in The 
Hoya as it is such a letter as 
would please many citizens around 
and about, who can read. If you 
do not think your letter should be 
circulated, please send me a tele- 
gram, collect. 

I wish to state that you will have 
a special place in my Masses and 
prayers, especially on Christmas 
Day. May your Christmas be a 
blessed and happy one. And may 
you come back soon and safe. 

Strictly from the bottom of my 
heart, 

FATHER GEIB, S.J. 

NEALON'S LETTERS 
(Continued from page 3) 

he was wounded leading his company 
in action, and it was a tremendous 
shock to all of us to learn he died of 
his wounds. . . . His memory will long 
be cherished and his actions will al- 
ways be an inspiration to the officers 
and men of the 36th Engineers Combat 
Regiment. He was an outstanding of- 
ficer and leader . . .; he is most keenly 

  

  missed by our regiment. 
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SENIOR CLASS PRESENTS 

THE 4th WAR LOAN DANCE 

TO BE HELD AT 

HOTEL STATLER—FEDERAL ROOM 

ON THE NIGHT OF 

SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 5th 
(BAND TO BE ANNOUNCED) 

TICKETS ON SALE NEXT WEEK 

   

  

  

PRO DEO ET PATRIA 
R.LP. 

WORLD WAR II   
  

JAMES PAUL ANGELO, Foreign Service ’37. 
Ensign, U. S. N. R. 

JOHN C. BAGLEY, College ex-43. 
Av/C, U. S. N. 

JOHN PAUL BEALL, College 41. 
Captain, U. S. A. 

CALVERT S. BOWIE, Law ex-'43. 
Lieutenant, U. S. M. C. Air Reserve. 

JOHN P. BURKE, College ’40. 
Lieutenant, U. S. A. 

HARRY L. CHAMPLAIN, Foreign Service ’39. 
Lieutenant (j. g.), U. S. N. R. 

WLADYSLAW CIECHANOWSKI, College ex-'43. 
Pilot, Royal Air Force. 

GREGORY CIPRIANI, Law ’23. 
Captain, U.S. A. 

HENRY B. COARLEY, College ex-'41. 
Lieutenant, U. S. A. A. F. 

JOHN R. CORBETT, College ex-’40. 
Lieutenant, U. S. M. C. 

FRANK L. DaROZA, College ex-'24. 
Private, U. S. A. 

JAMES F. DILLON, JR., College ’42. 
Lieutenant, U. S. A. 

ROBERT F. DRONEY, Foreign Service ex-'26. 
Captain, U. S. A. 

F. RUSSELL ENGDAHL, Foreign Service ’30. 
American Consulate, Shanghai, China. 

JOHN J. FEENEY, College ’41. 
Sergeant, U. S. A. 

JOSEPH C. FISCHER, Foreign Service 43, 
Lieutenant, U. S. A. 

JAMES M. GALLAGHER, College ’36. 
Captain, U. S. A. 

ELPHEGE A. M. GENDREAU, Medical ’14. 
Captain, U. S. Navy. 

JOHN J. GIBBONS, Medical ’36. 
Lieutenant, U. S. A. 

JOHN BINCENT GREENE, College 41. 
Lieutenant (j. g.), U. S. N. R. 

JAMES A. HAMILL, College 42. 
Lieutenant, U. S. M. C. R. 

WILLIAM F., HULL, II, College ’41. 
Ensign, U. S. N. R. 
Ny waLL JACKSON, Prof. and Instructor Mil. 

1937-39. 
Major General, U. S. A. 

WILLIAM J. KELLEY, Foreign Service ’41. 
1/C Storekeeper, U. S. N. 

HENRY J. LANGSENKAMP, JR., College ’29. 
Major; U.S. A. A. F, 

THOMAS McGUIRE LEWIS, College 40. 
Lieutenant, U. S. A. 

JOSEPH MACCA, Medical ’32. 
Lieutenant, U. S. A. 

JAMES MENTON MALONEY, Medical ex-'36. 
Pharmacists Mate Fc., U. S. N. 

ELMER L. MANTZ, Foreign Service ex-'45 
Cadet, U, S. N. R. 

CHARLES J. McBRIDE, Law ex-'16. 
Commander, U. S. N. R. 

WILLIAM F. NEALON, College ex-'42. 
First Lieutenant, U. S. A. 

JAMES C. PALMS, Foreign Service ’39. 
Lieutenant, Canadian Army. 

WILLIAM J. PIERCE, College ’39. 
Lieutenant (j. g.), U. S. N. R. 

EDMUND D. ROCHE, College 41, 
Lieutenant, U. S. A. 

EDWARD R. STONE, JR., College ’35, Medical ’39. 
Captain, British Medical Corps. 

Sc. and Tactics, 

JOSEPH J. TAVERN, Foreign Service 28. 
Lieutenant Colonel, U. S. M. C. 

ALBERT A. VACCARO, College 27. 
Corporal, U. S. A. 

VICTOR B. WALES, JR., Foreign Service ’41. 
Lieutenant, U. S. A. 

JAMES EDWARD WHITTAKER, Law ’17. 
Lieutenant Colonel, U. S. A. 

GEORGE ANDERSON WOLFE, JR. Foreign Service '39. 
Ensign, U. S. N. R. 

  

  Prayer Services in. Gaston Hall 
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"A" COMPANY CHATTER 
By CADETS WILLARD HARING 

and STANLEY FREEDMAN 

The boys seem to be almost back 
in the swing of things again. The 
furloughs, topped off by the three- 
day passes, were pretty hard on most 

of them. They were all back at 
Georgetown in body but not in spirit. 
They all sat in classes with that far 
away look in their eyes. Everything 
the instructor would say would go 
unnoticed, every time a question was 
asked, it had to be repeated before 
any kind of response from the stu- 
dent could be gotten. Now, however, 
the boys are on their toes, it takes 
only about five minutes for a ques- 
tion to be answered, they are all 
looking at the instructor at least 
and the usual amount of sleeping is 
again going on. I believe that if 
given another week, everything will 
be running smoothly. 
“LET'S GO TO WORK, MEN I” 
Have you ever heard of the boys 

who are right up there, as far as 
being in the social limelight is con- 
cerned? They are more commonly 
known as “the keepers of the bones!” 
Their set is very small and select, 
coming mostly from the second pla- 
toon. It takes loads of money to 
associate with these fellows because 
whenever they are together, one of 
them is always saying, “Shoot a 
buck;” someone else says, “You're 
on.” Another one in the crowd says, 
“He’s right!” If this is what they 
call the social whirl, I can easily 
understand it, because it seems that 
everything just keeps going around 
and around. 

(For information in regard to 
joining this select group, see “the 
boys” in the second platoon of A 
Company!) 
From the sticks of Long Island 

there came into our midst a creature 
known ‘as. “The P. 'T. :GOLD- 
BRICK”; but this isn’t Cadet Berko- 
witz’s only accomplishment. He has 
down to a fine point that art of 
classroom question evasion! 

“Mr. Berkowitz, this problem is 
done in what manner?” 

(PAUSE) 
“Is Mr. Berkowitz here?” 
Cadet Berkowitz's face slowly 

joins the color of his hair and he 
issues forth such a profound series 
of stammerings and stutterings that 
the Professor, in desperation, turns 
away from “OUR BERKY.” 

The latest reports have it that 
“Red” has an ambition in life. 
“’Tis better to give than to receive 
—blood |” He wishes in this column 
to disavow the rumor that when he 
was a blood donor, an exchange of a 
pint of his blood for a quart of 
someone else’s was transacted. 

All joking aside, Cadet Berkowitz 
has a fine scholastic standing and is 
a credit to A.S.T. 

—Cadet Stanley Freedman 

  

THE "B" HIVE 

By CADET DON SANDSTROM 

“All's quiet long the Potomac” 
after ’43’s exit and Curt (all AZE) 
McCammon settin’ the pace, “B” 
Co. plods ahead to blitzkrieg this sec- 
ond term, or worse wisa. 

G.I. MURALS (Local variety): 
The Romeo-Juliet partings under the 
Gate-guard’s envious eye . . . a happy 
face caused by sweet nothings via 
the telephone . . . the Stage Door on 
Sundee af’noon: waves of Khaki and 
whacky with WAVES . .. the nightly 
“bargain-day” rushes to the Cafeteria 
. . . frozen breaths dispersing above 
Janu-giry mations . . . industry 
personified at the “Woodchopper’s 
Ball” . . . table waiters strainin’ at 
their leash in the kitchen line-up . . . 
Sgt. Baxley’s smilin’ visage at the 
B-C football frolic . . . 
SLANTS AT A GLANCE: Our 

math geenyus has it figgered this 
way: Numerically, we won the All- 
Star playoffs. Y’see, we lost three 
games by a point or two and topsided 
one game with some odd 15 tallys. 
Oh well. Already the popular CAD- 
ress is “Hi Doc!” . .. so soon after 
the med exams, too. Looks like Fri- 
days will be our “Shining Hour” . . . 
wanna bet? The War version of a 
Frat pin—a little brown plastic af- 
fair—easy to get, if you haven't a 
cold. . . . Yak! Yak! “Flu, Flu, fly 
away; come again another day.” 
Overheard Noo Year’s Eve: “Shucks, 
I never feel my first drive finks.” 
PAT - CHAT - THIS - THAT: 

’Cordin’ to reports, “B” Co. sent quite 
a delegation to Noo Yawk around 
Christmas; both homecomers and 
tourists. Six of our lads recently 
attended a Debut . . . highty-tighty. 

  

  

  

       
. . . “Stretch” Hallock’s a happy boy 

. cuz wifey is making her visit 
permanent. Is Tomlinson buckin’ for 
Company Clerk. Does Eddie 
Bracken resemble Ed Lassahn or is 
it the other way around? Howzabout 
givin’ Finkelson a silent whistle? (At 
least a reasonable facsimilie??) Ca- 
det C. O. Marley shor is an early 
riser, yes? 

C-ING THINGS 
By KURT L. SELIGMAN 

First of all a “Happy New Year” 
to everyone. Although it has been 
a few days since we celebrated the 
arrival of 1944, we hope it will not 
be too late to wish all of you the 
best of luck in the coming year, All 
of us hope that this year will bring 
final victories to us, however, we 
must not overlook the fact that 1944 
will cause many heartbreaks. As the 
radio announcer said on New Year's 
Eve, “We wish you all a Happy 
New Year, but 1944 will not be a 
happy year. It will be the most 
tragic year in American history. 
Many mothers, many wives will 
feel the loss of their dear ones. Vic- 
tory in 1944 will cost lives and there 
are many boys who celebrated the 
coming of 1944 who will never cele- 
brate another New Year.” Let us 
keep this sober thought in mind and 
let us not be blinded by visions of 
a victorious march down or up Fifth 
Avenue. Before we can march on 
that storied street we have a job to 
do. Let us do that job, whether it 
be with the troops or in the field or 
in the ASTP. Let's keep plugging. 

“C” Company's star basketball 
team has landed a third place in the 
championship play - off. The team 
which is composed of Bob Harvey, 
Bob Wightman, Corin Hewitt, Henry 
Wendel, and Ronald Helps, beat 
“D” and “B” Companies, while being 
beaten by “A” and “E” Companies. 
Nevertheless, “C,” us usual, showed 
the will to win and that ‘is- what 
counts here at Georgetown. So con- 

gratulations are due to the team for 
the fine spirit and winning a third 
place berth. 
Room 33 Ryan is displaying a 

service flag. It is pretty hard to 
guess why, but this reporter, after 
snooping around corners and asking 
a thousand or more questions, finally 
found out that the one star is for a 
member of the room who recently, 
at his own request, shipped back to 
the troops. The fifth platoon of 
“C” Company of term September 13 
to December 4 has also made up a 
roster of all the boys who have gone 
since the platoon was organized, back 
in August. The list so far sports 
eight names besides that of Lieu- 
tenant Nazarro, who we hope by now 
is riding his good old horse in 
Kansas. 

Cadet Richard Whittington’s 
mother surely dug down for the ration 
points over the Xmas holidays when 
Dick’s three roommates went up to 
Long Island with him to spend 
Xmas. Is it true that Harry Wat- 
stein has to send the picture of a 
girl friend to her? How come, 
Larry, are you losing the knack? 
We don’t know if that is all we 

wanted to write, but that is all we 
can think of at this early hour. So, 
as we said before, Happy New Year, 
everyone! 

COMPANY "D" NEWS 
By THEO. J. BERNHARDT 

It was certainly a pleasant sur- 
prise for all the men in the battalion 
to be handed three-day passes for 
the Christmas holidays after the 
wonderful furloughs that had been 
completed just two weeks previous. 
We presume that a happy holiday 
has been enjoyed by all. The front 
gate was stormed by many more 
cadets (at one time anyway) than 
the furlough exodus. However, it 
was conducted in a much more or- 
derly fashion. Everything was ar- 
ranged to perfection, even though 
the street cars were a little crowded 
and the special train was late. 

On the morning before the train- 
ees evacuated for the Christmas hol- 
iday, the Italian sections of Com- 
panies “D” and “E” got together 
in Copley Lounge to wish each other 
season’s greetings. Entertainment 
and refreshments were of the very 

| solid outfit. 

  

best variety. The Army has all the 
talent now anyway. 

That little swing quintet is a 
However, an Italian 

skit staged by Cadets Triana and 
Archilla stole the blue ribbon. Rafael 
Triana originated the skit which he 
called, “How To Go Slumming in 
Italian.” Paul Opperer, of course, 
had the guests in raptures with his 
amusing and amazing “Bag-o- 
Tricks.” 
We reiterate the plea for more 

“D” Co. correspondents. If we could 
get our heads together with a cou- 
ple of engineers and a few more 
language men, this column would 
become of much more interest to the 
entire company. 

Notes From the Back of an 
Envelope: Lt. Ehrlich’s Christmas 
show was another resounding suc- 
cess. . . . The “Four Freedoms” and 
Bill Popp gave out for “D” in this 
show. . . .%The industrious special 
service officer seems to be full of 
good things. . . . He was around 
with offers of several promising 
New’ Year’s Eve parties. on 
They say that Steve Alberto is 
quite a business man. . . Also 
Jack Finnegan from the Jap section. 
.. . The advent of more competitive 
sport in the “P.T.” program seems 
to be meeting with the approval of 
all concerned. . . . many of the boys 
are sporting sweaters, ties, etc.,— 
remembrances from the folks back 
home. .'. . In ending, we would like 
to express the wish for a Happy and 
Victorious New Year to All 

"E" NEWS 
By CADET ROBERT SILLS 

In spring a young man’s fancy 
lightly turns to thoughts of love. At 
least that is what the poets and psy- 
chologists thought. However, good 
old unpredictable “E” covered the 
shivering Eros with an Army blanket 
and ushered in their own season of 
romance, accompanied by the chilly 
blasts of a Georgetown November. 
Using their Army rice ration for cele- 
bration instead of nourishment, snow- 
bound soon became altar-bound as 
many of our members added the duties 
of husbandhood to their already in- 
creasing military duties. 

This demonstration of fearlessness 
so impressed their mates, it was rec- 
ommended that the following citation 
be issued: “For their courage and 
valor in the face of tremendous odds 
and for their apparent disregard of 
their own safety, it is hereby decreed 
that they be relieved of certain of their 
heavier equipment. Therefore it is or- 
dered that their money belts be re- 
turned to the supply sergeant as it is 
believed that they will have no further 
use for them.” 

This week saw the advent of the 
new school of “Husbands and their 
reasons for living” under the able 
directorship of that internationally suc- 
cessful husband and father, Dr. Nathan 
“Yes, Dear” Shapiro. The school was 
fortunate indeed to find this marital 
diplomat among the members of Com- 
panv “E.” Dr. Shapiro, in a recent 
statement, outlined the various phases 
of his course, which he dubbed, “do- 
mestic highlights.” 

The first phase is known as the “Pay 
day shock” or “What happened” 
phase. The soldier must be prepared 
for the shock in store for him upon re- 
ceiving his new salary following the 
usual family allotments and insurance 
deductions. The initial stage of this 
phase is given to the soldier while in a 
sitting position. As the blow becomes 
tempered, the soldier is permitted to 
stand and he is finally permitted to go 
on to the next phase when and if he 
receives his new pay without sneering. 

The second phase is known as the 
“Bills of the Spouse” or “Look out 
below” phase. Bills are presented to 
the soldier ranging in size from the 
smaller ones to those of the mink-coat 
variety. Dr. Shapiro stresses in this 
lesson the creation of a rugged stoic 
attitude towards life in general. When 
the soldier receives these bills with a   

  
handshake and a smile, he then pro- 
ceeds to phase 3. 

This is known as the “Filled Basin” 
or “Get me out of here” phase. A 
basin is filled with various articles of 
clothing immersed in suds and water 
and the soldier is then taught the bath- 
room flanking movement. Not a stub- 
ble is missed or a stocking disturbed. 
Eventually this movement is accom- 
plished with an old putty knife in 
preparation for the time when the 
razor has lost its edge in opening a 
can of tomatoes. The qualities of pa- 
tience and silence are emphasized in 
this lesson. Mayhem and murder are 
discouraged with as much emphasis 
as Dr. Shapiro can muster. Having 
reached the stage when a soldier can 
shave in a coal scuttle and still greet 
his wife with a gentle, soul-stirring 
“Good morning, Dear,” he then enters 
phase 4. 

This is called the “In-Laws are 
here” or “Why was I born?” phase. 
Dr. Shapiro admitted the high mortal- 
itv rate in this phase. He insisted, 
however, that the new husband must 
be steeled to this situation before enter- 
ing the life to come. The student is 
required to live in a log cabin, 40 
miles from any form of civilization, 
with six well-selected first sergeants. 
At first, it is noted that the student 
falls into a state of melancholia and 
despair to an extent that the whole 
process is thought too severe. How- 
ever, through the development of 
super-human will-power, which serves 
to steel the soldier against even such 
as these, the young man emerges, as 

Dr. Shapiro stated, “Ready for any- 
thing.” It is then that the finished 
product is permitted to sing the school 
song of the husbands: “There’ll always 
be a Frankel.” 

In closing it might be added that 
husbands in uniform will soon learn 
that Sherman was not only right but 
that he was downright prophetic.   

COMPANY "H" 
By CADET PETER KALISCHER 

Sooner or later we are going to 
hear great things of Count Louis de 
Grenon de Milhau who has modestly 
waived his title for a simple Pfc.-- 
probably for the duration. Count 
Louis is the one who adds social 
distinction to Co. “H” in return for 
which the Co. “H” mess adds daily 
to Count Louis. 

Before bearing the escutcheon 
sword of valor and the lamp of 
tnowledge (four quarterings, gules, 
and soldat couchant on a field of 
clover), de Milhau maintained his 
anonymity in the first company of 
“This Is The Army” and only quit 
when Irving Berlin decided to tour 
the provinces—like England. His 
appearance in the motion picture 
version of the revue was reserved 
for a select few who had access to 
the cutting room floor. 

A modest, quiet spoken fellow who 
has trouble getting into his blouse, 
de Milhau can trace his ancestry 
back to the year 600, when the first 
de Milhau, Charles the Ghastly, 
sstablished the family seat in Tou- 
louse. After a thousand years or so 
Toulouse became too confining and 
the de Milhaus moved to America 
where they could give their seat 
more room. Louis is fond of re- 
peating the bon mot that his great- 
great grandfather said to Marquise 
de la Chemise Courte en route to 
the guillotine. “Tiens,” she remarked, 
“il me semble qu'il a beacoup de 
monde.” The Marquise died laugh- 
ing. 

In civilian life de Milhau was an 
actor—one of the few who could 
neither sing nor dance but who nev- 
ertheless appeared at the Radio City 
Music Hall. Those who attended the 
matinees during the week of May 
10, 1940, may remember him as the 
Blue Boy. His acting possesses a 
static quality which few have dared 
to imitate. 

Romantically, Louis has been 
linked with this and that charmer 
but his friends know he remains true 
to Allison Skipworth.- “Miss Skip- 
worth and I,” de Milhau declares 
with a shy smile, “are just very good 
friends.” 

  

  

G. U. ARMY PROGRAM TRAINEE WRITES 
HIS REFLECTIONS OF FATHER HOGAN 

Fordham Graduate in Army at Georgetown Knew Father Hogan; 
Expresses Sympathy; Tells of Affection Fordham Men 

Had for Him 

In these violent times the passing away of a long ailing Jesuit, 
though a man of scholarly attainments reputation, is not apt to 
attract much attention, And yet, for one or more persons, such an 

event can turn back the clock and “bring the light of other days 
around to us.” It was thus with me when I learned of the death 
of Father Aloysius J. Hogan, S.]., at the Georgetown Hospital. 

Regret Not Seeing Him 
For six months now I have been in 

a sheltered side-eddy of the swirling 
war, if not winning at least fighting 
the “battle of Georgetown” with the 
Army Specialized Training Group. 
During all of that time I was aware 

‘of the fact that the man who had been 
president of Fordham University dur- 
ing my four years of college there was 
ill and within easy visiting reach. I 
knew it would please him to see one of 
his old Fordham boys but, to my deep 
discredit, I did not go to see him. I 
thought of him, yes, and I prayed for 
him, but I did not stir myself to the 
performance of a simple little corporal 
work of mercy which would have been, 
at the same time, a great pleasure to 
both of us. 

So it was with a feeling of remorse 
that I approached the casket in the 
crypt below St. William's Chapel. 
And, as I looked upon the features, 
noble and ecstatic in death as they had 
been during life, my mind went back a 
decade and more, away from this ven- 
erable Hilltop to our own (Father’s 
and mine) dear old Rose Hill. 

As if it were yesterday I saw the 
scenes of yesteryear—in all of them 
figured our Father Hogan, at that time 
one of the youngest university heads 
in the country, probably the healthiest, 
certainly the most handsome. I saw 
his straight, athletic figure, white-clad 
and dynamic, blasting service aces past 
redoubtable opposition on the tennis 
court! I saw him splendid in academic 
regalia on that famous spring day 
when he handed us the precious diplo- 
ma which was to mean not precisely 
what I desired then, but so much 
more; I saw him interested and smil- 

  

  

ing at the games, gracious and digni- 
fied on all state occasions and pleasant 
to greet and chat with just any time 
on the campus. To us, in his kindness, 
his poise and his good humor, Father 
presented the cultured Catholic at his 
best, a sort of modern Francis Xavier. 

Cherished Memory 
One memory comes back to me more 

vividly than all the others. Perhaps I 
should say it is a memory I have car- 
ried with me through the years. I 
remember a talk he gave to the 
students at a certain First Friday De- 
votion. His subject was “Sincerity” 
and Father showed us the full beauty 
of this wonderful virtue by a simple 
description of its Latin origin. It 
seems that very often the sculpturing 
of even the greatest Roman masters 
showed slight defects. And so it be- 
came necessary to hide the imperfec- 
tions, to fill the cracks, with wax 
(“cera’). 

Sometimes the sculptor turned out 
a masterpiece, no mending wax re- 
quired for its perfect contours. This 
was “sine cera,” it was sincere. Yes, 
that’s my strongest recollection of 
Father Hogan, that's my dearest 
memory of Fordham, that’s the talk 
most cherished of the many, many 
speeches I have heard. And the virtue 
Father exhorted in us seems most de- 
scriptive of him and of the education 
which Fordham and Georgetown and 
our other schools bring to us. I am 
sure that nothing could please him 
more than to know that to us he was 
a sincere Fordham man. And it’s sad 
L am that I didn’t tell him so during 
these six .months. 
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THE HISTORY OF GEORGETOWN 
By FATHER BARNUM 

(Archives 222.4)       
On returning to Georgetown after an absence of many years the “old 

timer” is struck with astonishment at the numerous and great changes 
which meet his gaze. The first of these is the stately building (Copley-Ed. 
note). with its wealth of ornamentation, which occupies the area of the 
former playground. 

As he enters the magnificent portal, and passes through the real suite 
of parlors and reception rooms, he can hardly realize that he is in George- 
town. 

Not one familiar object meets his eye until having emerged into the 
quadrangle he perceives the Old North building, and as he looks around 
the Dalgren Chapel and Ryan Hall he is convinced that the Georgetown 
century plant has bloomed. He no longer beholds the students, escorted 
by ‘a line of prefects, proceeding in perfect silence and single file, to their 
“various duties. 

The superb refectory reechoing with merry voices, offers a strong con- 
trast with the plain old dingy room of former days, where at long tables 
with oil cloth, and flanked with uncomfortable benches, meals were eaten 
in the strictest monastic silence. 
When these and a hundred other changes are noticed, it is no wonder 

that his memory reverts to the olden days when Georgetown school life 
was conducted with Spartan simplicity, and under a regime of Dracoian 
severity, and with the garrulousness of age, he wants to sit right down, 
and tell all about it. 

Aik RRR 

A Newcomer 

On arriving at Georgetown the new pupil and his parents were ushered 
into the college parlor. This room was renovated in 1899, and is now known 
as the Hughes’ Room. It contains a very fine collection of pictures, old 
china, laces and other valuable bricabrac which was presented to the 
college by Mrs. Louisa Beauchamp Hughes. The old mantlepiece for- 
tunately remains and is a fine specimen of work of that period. In the 
early days this parlor was a very sombre and uninviting room. After the 
usual preliminary questions had been asked and all the details arranged, 
Fr. McGuire would conduct the party around the Institution, very much 
after the manner of some great noble showing a guest his ancestral 
castle. This was much shorter than at present, as it was then confined 
to the North building. First, a visit was made to the Library (now the 
senior classroom) and some of the rare old volumes would be exhibited 
and duly admired. Then came the inspection of the Museum, which was 
the corresponding room at the East end of the building. After this, the 
party visited the physical cabinet which occupied the room on the second 
floor above the Library, and then returning to the bleak parlor. Some- 
times a mother would desire to see the dormitory and refectory, and this 
would prolong the itinerary a little. One thing in these visits always 
produced a curious impression on a newcomer, and it was in connection 
with the keys of these apartments. Each of the doors was fitted with an 
enormous old fashioned lock to which belonged an enormous iron key. 
For convenience sake, there was a box fastened to the wall by each door, 
in which the key was hung, and the fathers had each a key to these boxes. 

A Courteous “Hazing” 

Having returned to the parlor the parents would take their leave and 
depart, leaving the new pupil very frequently on the verge of tears. Fr. 
McGuire was always careful to inquire whether there was any boy in the 
school with whom the newcomer was acquainted, if so, that boy would be 
summoned and the new pupil would be confided to his care. If the new- 
comer had no acquaintance here then, Fr. McGuire would select a boy 
himself. In college parlance, taking charge of a new boy was termed “a 
walk.” It was the duty of the sponsor during the three days that the walk 
lasted, to introduce the newcomer to the other students to acquaint him 
with the rules and regulations, and to familiarize him with all the little 
details of school life. The pair enjoyed special privileges during these 

” “second table” and visiting town in 
the afternoons. This Georgetown of appointing an old boy to take charge 
of a new one was in every respect a praiseworthy practice. It was the means 
of preserving a sensitive or bashful boy from many a heartache or morti- 
fication which he otherwise would have to suffer from being thrown at 
once among a number of thoughtless and mischievous lads. It is greatly 
to the credit of Georgetown that this benevolent mode of receiving new 
scholars existed, rather than the inhuman and brutal system of hazing 
new men which holds in so many institutions. 

Censorship in Mail? 

Under the guidance of his sponsor, the new boy visited first the Prefect 
of Studies. Here, after an examination, the important question of his 
class was settled. In those days there were two classes of Rudiments, three 
of Humanities, then came Poetry, finally Philosophy. After these formal- 
ities were concluded the next visit was to the office of the Prefect of Dis- 
cipline. This formidable personage was the Chief Executive Officer of the 
College and was held in great awe by all the students. Fr. Mullally was 
Prefect at this time, and he had the reputation of being extremely rigorous, 
yet withal, very just and impartial. Here, the newcomer, after giving his 
name, age, residence, etc. divested himself of his shoes, and his exact 
height was taken on the ancient measuring staff (now among the College 
relics). This determined his place in ranks, and his guardian was told 
what boy he was to follow. By this time his trunk would have been brought 
up and so a visit to the Clothes Room was next in order. On the way, he 
was shown his desk in the study, and also the mail box wherein he was 

. to deposit his letters unstamped and unsealed. The Clothes Room occupied 
the entire East end of the third story of the North building, and was pre- 
sided over by Brother McKenna. 

Handkerchiefs, Collars Issued! 

All old Georgetown men remember this famous brother, but few of 
them, however, knew his real name, as he was universally known as the 
Captain. He was very old and very methodical, and had a high, cracked 
voice. He ran his department after the manner of a fortress, in a state of 
siege. The door was not only always locked, but also barred, and a little 
guichet of hinged panel placed as high as possible, was the only way of 
communicating with the enemy, i.e., students. The Captain had his own 
ideas about managing and greatly disliked making any change in his sys- 
tem. He maintained that the regular weekly allowance of clean linen, 
which was placed on each boy's bed Saturday evenings, would suffice for 
the week, and so any appeal for a fresh handkerchief or collar was only 
granted after a stubborn resistance. It was no use whatever to rap on his 
door, for the Captain never paid the slightest attention to it. It merely 
indicated that the enemy was around, and so he would keep quiet. Our 
usual method was to kick and pound until the little panel would finally 
open, and negotiations would begin. The Captain’s hardest skirmishes 
occurred on holidays when “town permissions” were granted. Then the 
demands for collars, etc., were loud and frequent. The laundry work was 
all done at the College Workhouse, which was a large, rambling old struc- 
ture situated in the ravine just below the vineyard. After settling the 
matters connected with his clothing, etc., the next thing was to have the 
Captain designate the alcove in the dormitory which the new boy was to 

occupy. The number of the alcove always agreed with the number of the 

compartment in which his clothes were placed. 

Desk or Dresser? 

One of the most interesting occupations of the new boy, during the time 
that the “walk” lasted, was arranging his desk. The old Georgetown 

DOUBLE-VISION 
REPORTER 

By 

BILL McKEON, ’46 

    
Do you think that the Present 

Basketball League has stimulated a 
closer relationship between the 
Georgetown civilian students and 
the Army Specialized Training Pro- 
gram student body? : 

Arthur ‘Lage: “ . . I definitely 
believe that the informal team which 
is now being organized establishes 
a closer relationship with the sol- 
diers of the A. S. T. P. because the 
fellows become more acquainted by 
what might be referred to as the 
contact process. The acute compe- 
tition between the civilian and sol- 
dier teams has a tendency to supply 
a strong foundation in which the 
players will acquire a noticeable re- 
spect for all competing teams. . . .” 

Vernon J. Adams, Co. B: “..1 
personally think that this basketball 
idea is a very appropriate and sound 
one. It brings the civilian students 
and the soldiers into a closer rela- 
tion with each other. Perhaps some 
day some one will also suggest that 
there should also be organized a 
weight lifting and wrestling compe- 
tition between the two student 
bodies. . . .” 

Joseph Gardocki: Yes, in 
my opinion I believe it does. For 
having a competitive field in which 
both the civilians and armed forces 
come to know each other through 
personal contact. Knowing each 
other, there will exist a closer bond 
of friendship between both parties. 

Cadet Benjamin Goldfort, Co. C: 
“ .. Yes, because it brings all the 
student body together and they have 
more opportunity to meet each 
other. v'. 7 

Frank Bufanio: “ .. The arrival 
of basketball here at Hilltop has 
stimulated a closer relation between 
the civilian and military students 
here at Georgetown. Both have 
teams in which competition has been 
greatly stimulated. If one walks 
toward the gym he will undoubtedly 
see the civilian students playing 
along side the military student. If 
this is not proof of a closer rela- 
tionship then I do not know what 
18. 5 0.2 

Pfc. A.°P. Toschi, Co. A: “5. . 
Yes, it makes us feel more friendly 
towards each other and it is also 
nice to get to know some one be- 
sides your buddies at this post. ...” 

FACULTY IN SERVICE 
(Continued from page 1) 

O’Gara, 51 Base Hdq. 7 A. B. Sq. 
Elgin Field, Fla. 

« 

A. O'Neill, U. S. N. Personnel Dist. 
Center, Pleasanton, Calif. 

Chaplain (Lieut. Comm.) Charles 

ALUMNI RECENTLY SEEN ON CAMPUS 
Lieut. Bill Dooley, Air Corps, for a long chat; Marines Bill O’Connor, 

Tom Gries, Vic Chilson, Pat Patrucco, John Quigles, Ollie Oja. New 
Lieut. Bob Miller, 43, who informed us that Al Kuehn, Bob Phillips and 
John Blodgett, classmates, made second lieutenants at Benning on Decem- 
ber 7. Lieut. Bob McGinnis, who is manipulating a crash boat Down 
South. Ensigns Jim McKay and Tom Reilley, of ’42, passing through 
from naval training about Boston. Lieut (j. g.) John J. Crowley, ’41, who 
told us of his marriage to Jane Grant, of Chicago, June 5. J. J. has seen 
active service on Atlantic and expects to be transferred to Pacific. His 
brother George, 35, a naval officer, has recently reversed his oceans. 
J. J. met up with Classmates Lieut. (j. g.) Barney Schmitt and Lieut. 
Blake Howard in Mediterranean area. Blake was torpedoed in north 
Atlantic and injured; received Purple Heart. Lieut. Jim Fleming, U. S. 
M. C., ’43, married Susan Anne Jermyn in Scranton, Pa., October 18; 
Lieut. Bill Ragan, U. S. M. C, 43, was Jim's best man. 

Augio Lio, '41, captain and regular guard for Detroit Lions, came up 
for 9 o’clock Mass in Dahlgren and a drip of coffee in Maguire the day 
the Redskins shipped them in Washington. Augie has missed but two 
boots for points after touchdowns this year—and he is Lions’ regular 
kicker. Al Blozis, ’42, who was picked on Washington Star's All-Pro 
team as first-string tackle—Augie made second-string guard. Dr. Brian 
Murphy, M.D., ’43, and Prefect—telling us good news of his award of 
$1,200 fellowship for one year in Pathology at Johns Hopkins, Baltimore. 
Will teach, lecture, do research work, etc. Begins January 11, 1944. An- 
other ace-Prefect, Jim Rooney, Dec. ’43, came around on graduation 
day to enroll (with $3) as Alumnus. Jim is also a married man now. 
Jack Pinto, ’42, seen often about, reported that Lieut. (j. g.) Lee “Reds” 
Ritger, ’42, and Lieut. Steve Barabas, ’30, U. S. N., are in vicinity of 
Jack’s new bunk—Barin Field—“an appropriate name, but misspelled,” 
says Jack. Reports also that Lieut. Frank Prial, U. S. A,, 42, met Marney 
Schmitt and Lieut. (j. g.) Julie Carr, 42, in Italy—hoisted a few for 
G. U. Pfc. Tony Passarelli came around to announce arrival of baby 
daughter in October. First Lieut. Paul A. Vermylen, ’41, on way from 
South; A/C Frank Farquhar, ’44, who says that Bill McLaughlin, ’42, 
has best record in flying at his (Navy) field. 

Second Lieut. Frank Markey, 43, passing through; Second Lieut. Charles 
Daly, '42, on way from New Orleans to Boston; Alexander Rorke, Law 
’04, to register his son, Frosh Alex; Pvt. Joe Miller, ’43, U. S. A. A. F., 
on way home on three-day pass; M/Sgt. Al Rodkiewicz, F. S. 44, who 
get by in five languages, before being shipped ‘“over.” Chaplain Lieut. 
(j. g.) William M. Slavin, 29, who said Mass in Dahlgren on way through 
Washington. Father O'Gara and Father McHugh, both chaplains; Lieut. 
Ray Moore, 43, with paratroopers, for a six weeks course in Washington. 
Cpl. Bill McGurk, ’44, who tells us of his recent marriage—of the wed- 
dings of Pvt. Art Hines and Pfc. Andy Kostecka, classmates. Bill is in 
Weather Sq. A. A. F,, now on way to California and . . . Ensign John J. 
Doolan, 43, on a furlough after eight months in South America, flying 
blimps as “convoy covers” on coast control, said he picked up several 
shipwreck survivors, but missed the fun of blowing up subs; was stationed 
for time at Georgetown, British Guiana. 
From Duke came George Hearty, Vic Cushwa, Hank Heide, Bob Win- 

field, Jim Clair, Cliff Haggerty, Billy Martin, and Joe Gilmore on way 
back after furlough—took a “sack” and walked right into a turkey dinner. 
Pfc. Clay Taylor came up from Camp Pickett for a night and Pvt. Frank 
Gatto was over several week-ends from Baltimore. A/S Jim Kehoe, 44, 
from Quantico. A/S Reid Halla hops down occasionally from Mount. St. 
Mary’s, Emmitsburg, as do Marines Jerry Dwyer, Joe Woltering, Paul 
Dyer, and a few others from Villanova. Several G-towners in near-by 
camps and colleges heard about afternoon dance and soiree. The “wel- 
come” mat was dusted and tossed out against their arrival. They verified 
the fact that the hill overlooking the Potomac was still intact; that the 
majestic pile of stone still reached its fingered spires into the air, and 
that still a faint odor, permeating the Hilltop, reeked of G. U. of old 
and clinged pleasantly to their nostrils; they brought along their shin- 
guards and got in the scrimmages in Copley Lounge. Lieut. John Dana- 
her, ’43, came up on recent visit to Washington from California. Lieut. 
Charles Geiger, ’43, came around to show his recent bride the Hilltop. 
Cpl. Martin Sweeney, 43, who is holding on to clerk’s job at Lee— 
waiting for a WAC to replace him. Which reminds me of a bon mot aired 
in the Yard—one cadet replied, when asked what he was studying for: 
“When we pass successfully, the Government will be able to release the 
WACS for active duty.” Lieut. (j. g) Bill Edelen, who was a gunnery 
officer on armed merchantman, transferred to airplane carrier. 

HOYA ALUMNI MARKMANSHIP FATHER HOGAN, S.J. 
(Continued from page 3) (Continued from page 1 

rapid fire, 16 shots in one minute in| Society of Jesus Father Hogan was 
each of three positions: 200 yards sit- | ordained priest in 1923; as professor 

  

  

  

ting and kneeling and 300 yards prone. 
This makes a total of 68 shots and a 

possible score of 340.” 

Chaplain  (Lieut.) Daniel E. 
Power, Adj. General's School, Fort 
Washington, Md.     
  

  

study hall deserves special notice on account of the important part it held 
in college life, at that period. They were all of the same pattern, and home 

made wood. They were constructed in the plainest style of common wood, 
and were heavy and solid. They were held in position by iron sockets 
screwed to the floor. As a rule, the boys lavished a great deal of attention 
upon their desks. The top lid, which was usually more or less defaced from 
long years of whittling and name-cutting, was rendered sightly by being 
covered with oil cloth, and fastened along the edges with gilt-head tacks. 
Next, the interior was neatly lined with some gay wallpaper, and a little 
shelf inserted. Many had a shallow drawer added beneath the body of 
the desk. Every student had a top fastened by a screw to the inside edge, 
which by means of a rubber band, would rise automatically when the 
lid was lifted, and hold it open. In the center of the inside of the lid, was 
fastened one of the cheap little mirrors sold at the College Store, and 
around this were placed pictures or family photographs. When the lid 
was raised this mirror afforded a limited view of the rear of the room. 
Atlases were hung on one side in loops made from old suspenders, and on 
the other side was a small bag in which the student deposited his soiled 
collars and handkerchiefs. In those days, when private rooms were un- 
dreamed of, the desk was the student’s substitute. In it were kept his 
extra collars, handkerchiefs, neckties, etc., etc., also, a brush and comb, as 
well as a shaving outfit for those who had attained the advanced age, 

perfumery hair oil and other cosmetics were also included by some of the 

exquisites. Overcoats were hung over the backs of the ehairs, and the 

whole floor was littered with old shoes. Many fellows displayed much 

mechanical ingenuity in contriving little accessories, and in this way cer- 

tain desks became very famous and were eagerly sought after as precious 

heirlooms when their owners advanced to the grade of Philosophers. One 

of these old desks still. remains among the college relics. Of course, no 
locks were ever allowed, but a strong public sentiment existed against 

anyone opening the desk of another. At certain times the Prefects would 

search all the desks and confiscate “ponies,” tobacco, and other contraband 

articles. . ; ; 
(To be continued in next issue.)   Ed. Note: Paragraph headings inserted by Hoya.   

of classics and English in Boston 
College, 1915-20; dean of the Jesuit 
Classical College, Poughkeepsie, 
N. VY, 1927-30; and of the Jesuit 
Normal College, Wernersville, Pa., 
1930. After serving as president of 
Fordham University from 1930 to 
1936, he became Dean of the Gradu- 
ate School of Georgetown Uni- 
versity. 

He was a member of the Medieval 
Academic Association, the American 
Classical Association, the National 
Catholic Educational Association, 
the Association of American Col- 
leges, and the National Educational 
Association. 

Father Hogan was the author of 
the following publications: “Catho- 
lic Ideas and Ideals in Education”; 

“Bewilderment in Education”; 

“Catholic Education in America”; 

“The Right to Educate”; “To Whom 

Does It Belong?”; “Liberty and the 

Colleges”; “Education for What?”; 
“Recovery and Catholic Princi- 

ples”; “St. Thomas More.” Among 

his main educational interests was 

the medieval drama and its develop- 
ment. 

The Requiem funeral Mass for 

Father Hogan was held at George- 
town University, in Dahlgren 

Chapel, at 8 a. m. Monday, Decem- 
ber 20. Celebrant of the Mass was 
his brother, the Rev. Joseph Hogan, 
S.J., of Philadelphia. Burial fol- 
lowed in the Jesuit Cemetery on the 
Georgetown University campus. 

Bos  
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Amazing Mr. Rorke In Person 
Reports on G. U. N.Y. Party 

Georgetown Socialites Raise Merry Havoc in New York, Says 
RORKE; Glaring Account of Event Covered by MR. 

RORKE, JR., During His Social Sojourn in N. Y. 

By ALEXANDER I. RORKE, JR. 
T’was the night of December 22, 1943, and the hallowed walls of 

that New York City hotel, the Biltmore (a struggling little place), 
were shocked from their complacent stateliness of the congeniality 
of gathering Blues and Grays. Christmas vacation had begun, 
and the little inn on 43rd Street and Madison Avenue, just 
a few yards back from the railroad track, was aglow with expec- 
tancy. The building was anchored more firmly to Manhattan's 
terra firma, the furniture was tied down, valuables were secreted, 
chandeliers were chained and the iron gates were thrown open to 
the weary, bedraggled travelers from the nation’s capital. 
  

Mulligan and Rorke’s 
Being a trail blazer and scout, this 

reporter had broken camp the day be- 
fore and finding a safe trail, had en- 
tered New York’s teeming settlement 
to make sure of quarters for the rest 
of the explorers from the southland 
at the little establishment sometimes 
known as Mulligan and Rorke’s Happy 
Hostelry. We had the pleasure of par- 
taking of some refreshment with the 
inn keeper’s daughter, Suzanna, a 
comely maid, who assured us that 
everything was in readiness for the 
approaching party which had left its 
guide, Pierre Shapiro in Maryland, 
when he wanted to continue the trip 
on snow shoes. After much persuasion 
Susanna promised that they could, on 
arrival, use the kitchen sink to bathe 
in, provided no one bothered the corn 
mush, simmering by the old brick oven. 

Suddenly, shrill blasts were heard, 
telling us that the train was near. 
Just outside the window, neighboring 
Indians, who had come to trade their 
goods at the rear of the inn which 
also served as a post exchange for 
trappers and friendly red-skins, milled 
about uneasily as they called upon the 
god of the Four Roses to protect them 
from the awesome Iron Horse. Then 
amidst the yapping of stray curs, the 
old boiler engine and passenger car, 
chugged into view on its record run 
from Washington. We won’t believe 
it but they claim that a speed of 22 
miles per hour was attained on one 
down-hill grade. 

After this new demon of speed had 
stopped, three bleary eyed young men 
staggered forth from the train. These 
daredevil adventurers were Tex James, 
Bowie-Knife Kelly and Bear-Grease 
Nichols, three notorious, wild-living, 
hard-fighting, soft-drinkers from the 
western plains. These were the three 
famous desperadoes who had made 
Sitting Bull sit, had made Santa Ana 
a saint, had built the Bridge of San 
Luis Rey, had watered the seeds for 
Lewis and Clark’s apples, had tutored 
the James brothers in bank robbing, 
had stolen Sutter’s gold, and, turning 
for the better, had joined the Lone 
Ranger and were still looking for 
Tonto, their Kimo Savy. The train 
ride had worn them out, so they gladly 
took sustenance with us in the Eight- 
eenth Century Drawing Room, the 
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Bowman Room. They said that the 
rest of the party would be delayed for 
they had jumped the train when they 
had seen Tonto astride Silver, taken 
prisoner by the Lenox Avenue mugger 
band, led by One-Eye La Guar. As the 
Lone Ranger always gets his man we 
knew that our friends would be with 
us shortly. 

One Swell Guy 
To our surprise the county orches- 

tra, led by Ray Heatherton (Music 
With a Smile) which had been ac- 
companying Miss Ann Warren, the 
lullaby artist, in that old song which 
thousands of mothers have sung to 
quiet their offspring, “Shoo Shoo 
Baby,” suddenly entered into discord. 
The large room became still as One- 
Eye La Guar, smiling evilly from his 
one eye, strode into the room with ten 
of his armed band and began to take 
jewelry from all present. This pro- 
ceeded until Maestro Heatherton began 
to play and sing “Drink to Me Only 
With Thine Eyes.” Somehow or other 
he had learned that this was One-Eye’s 
one weakness. Immediately One-Eye’s 
one eye began to water and One-Eye 
began to sob. Before he could recover 
himself, the famous cry of “High Ho 
Silver” was heard and the Lone 
Ranger followed by Tonto Ferretti 
and Sheriff Dolan burst through the 
door. With one quick silver bullet,   

the Lone Ranger blasted the guns from; 
the bandit’s hands. Kelly, James and 
Nichols swiftly bound them and 
Sheriff Dolan took them away to be 
lynched by the mob. 

The excitement was over, so we in- 
vited the heroic orchestra leader to 
have a drink with us (on him, of 
course) and we all strengthened our- 
selves with sweet spirits. Then we 
turned to thank the Lone Ranger who, 
masked as usual, had forgotten to run 
away before he could be thanked. He 
no doubt is one of our fellow students 
at that outpost of education located 
on the Hilltop for his Irish eyes were 
smiling. Then to comfort the nerves 
of the guests, we were requested to 
sing the Hoya-Saxa on the stand with 
Ray’s orchestra. WE obliged, and to 
be sure, Mr. Heatherton feared for his 
job for we were the best possible 
competition. 

Anyway, we did go to N.Y.C. and 
we did sing in the Bowman Room and 
we are sure that the Biltmore hasn't 
recovered from the shock. 

P. S.—The only thing that came 
near to spoiling this perfect evening 
for me was that I lost my comb and 
mirror on the train going to New 
York, and I feared they wouldnt 
recognize me at Mulligan’s & Rorke’s 
without my curl—A.LR., Jr. 
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WYCHUNAS FOUND 
(Continued from page 3) 

lent,” “good,” “fair” and “poor” to 
choose from. On the card the word 
“good” was underlined. 

The message which was limited to 
50 words by a printed order on the 
card, read as follows: “Mother, I am 
all right. Give my regards to all.” 
This portion of the message was type- 
written, but the signature, ‘“Kazimer 
Wychunas,” was written in ink. Kazi- 
mer is the Lithuanian version of the 
name Charles. 

Corporal Wychunas played football 
at Georgetown being a member of the 
undefeated and untied team of 1938 and 
co-captain of the 1939 team. He was 
awarded the Bachelor of Science de- 
gree. He had planned to study law but 
in 1940 enlisted in the Army Air Corps 
Engineers. He trained at Savannah, 
Ga., and Denver, Colo., before being 
sent to the west coast for overseas 

duty in July, 1941, being stationed at 
Pearl Harbor before the Jap attack 
on that base. 
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