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That Red and White did not fail is clearly evi- 
en we realize that this issue Wiill close a forty- 

r span of success. When we look back, after so 
, we see that our magazine has gained for itself 

by no meanz: unenviable in the field of journal- 
we become downhearted from the task of trying 
a good issue of Red and White, it would be well 
er that the tougest task, the pioneer work, has 
been done and the laurels gathered by hands 
hier than our own. We can look back with 

the work of our predecessors; forty-four years of 
has always been the aim, in so far as possible, 
this progress, to present matters of interest to 
to make Red and White a link between stu- 

ay and those of the past, and to mirror the 
the students w‘hose magazine this is. May God 

the future Editors in the fulfillment of this aim. 

--EDITORIAL. 

REAPPRAISAL 

house was literally a beehive of activity on this 
Much ado about nothing (so I thought a t  the 

recently fallen overboard for some fellow 
learned quite a bit about John before I act- 

displeasure of meeting him. “[Mother, he’s 
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even play baseball. I never did like any of m 
acquaintances. They seemed to be such an odd s 
to concerts or to stage-plays, 
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the table conversation. He enchanted June, fascinated 
ther, bored Father and irked me. This spirit prevailed 
the scene for two weeks. Life was getting unbearable. 

was the end. Something had to be done. I 

haps, a hot-foot would be 
was one prerequisite that 
he deserved the best! H 
startling announcement: 
bled Father, “Phooey,” 
what he said!”, cried June. 

The next day came, from the same place all other days 
come. All was made ready for the occasion. ‘Such non- 
sense!’ I thought, “Why, the girl must be silly!’’ What man- 
ner of man might he be? To be sure, my opinion of John 
was not very elated or dignified. Somehow I liked to pic- 
’ w e  John as a big, awkward man, with a pug nose and 
lapping ears, at least this is what I hoped he would look 
ike. 

I was not disappointed, for when John arrived I found 
hat I had made an exact appreciation of his external fea- 
ires, much to my astonishment. I chuckled to myself. 
Yhat did she see in this man? 

Never was dinner eaten with such formality before in 
ur house. The aristocracy of the ridiculous. Exaggeration 
uperseded reality. The daintiness of June, the airs of Mo- 
her, the sedateness of Father and John’s bewilderment 
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tie, nor was I submitted to the tyranny I 

ment, and June’s sorrow. 

when all was quiet again, Mother called 

someday you will be in John’s posi- 
u want the same things that happened 

at moment onward, John and I became friends 
emained so, even to this day. 

RALPH GAUDEX’ ’55. 

get simple beauty and naught else, 
about the best thing God invents.” 

-R. Browning. 

man would work not, neither should he eat.” 

-New Test ament. 


