


t w e n ~  minute audience with the Bishop .of Rome will aIwa 
main with me as the most exit ing and tense sequence of 

and the Canadian College at Rome. 

This transaction of letter uliting was spread out over a period 
of four lo five we&*, end it was just three weeks before our sail- 
ing date when we received final word that our audience was to be 
on August 4, a t  six y.n. You can well imagine that this con- 
firmation was the hig ZEht of OYT whole reparation. I am sure 
we would have been xery disappointed i fwe bad been uoable t 
obtain this audienn when our hearts were so set M it. 

ing Rome we dmve along the famous ApWri W 





psrsonal greetings to all resent. He did menti 
man p u p s  of tours an! when ours wns menh 
s m d g r o u p  ot ten, broke out with loud cheers an 
for Its Holmess Wa were more powerful than 
fifty and OEP. The Pope spoke on peace and a 
the r~sa often to keep this peace in the worl 
blersing thanked all agam for commg to see him and 
everybaty gaod health and happmess 
le pa&',,from the crowd, Pope Pius turned and fmally dlsn 
into mner-chamber Once agam, as he left the balcony 
emohons poured forth tears of joy and gladness, as I h e w  
dream of seeing a pope had mme true. 

With mom shouts 

-CHARLES J DOYLE 
Freshman 1956-57. 

THE BECKONING FIRESIDE 

Pale as the moon the long mad h e ,  
As the moon hovers blankly above. 
Pale as the moon tho long road hes, 
As sure as the fhght of a dove. 

Straight the path, without B y s t ,  
Stdl though the shadows sky ,  
My feet upon the moonlit dust 
Wend their weary way. 

T6e upward grass my tracks pumue, 
As the road I trud e by meads, 
And nearby air s a $  soothin dew, 
Sparumg as some pearly ha&. 

So, when at last I've trod the way, 
'TIS proof of welcome home 
'Io see the fireside's loommg ray 
&d me never more to ream. 

--THE SCARRED BARD 

THE MUSIC OF THE UNIVERSE 
In the whole vast and wondrous world of created things there 

is a hamonv that is felt hy the true oet and hy him conveyed to 
the ordinary man. Good poets may Eve &ever LLS the rompdona 
of our peaceful hours; their noble words can refresh us in our hour. 


