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But, regardless of the wild rumours that have been 
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KELLY’S SIN 
Numerous books, magazine articles and other pub- 

lications have been written and many addresses given 
regarding the status of the modern woman and of what the 
industrialization and mechanization of the twentieth 
century has done to her. There is, of course, much truth 
in it all. But that should not blind US to the fact that there 
are still many truly Christian women in the world. 
There are still many good Catholic homes in which God- 
fearing mothers and fathers are striving to achieve the 
Christian ideal in family life. O& by education can 
women come to understand her true nature and what is 
involved in fulfilling her role as a Christian woman. 

The girls who are now attending St. Dunstan’s 
realize that they have been granted no small privilege in 
being allowed to obtain a college education. They are 
fully aware, too, of what must have been entailed in the 
breaking-down of the barriers to an all-male institution. 
The numbers of Catholic Colleges for women are in- 
creasing and it is hoped that we have the foundations 
of a Catholic College for women here on our  OW^ campus. 
Till the day arrives when it will have become a reality, 
we, the Coeds of S.D.U., wish to remind the male students 
that since we have been granted a privilege, we intend to 

The smoke lay in lazy strings around the low hills of 
the bay. The sun hung placidly in the sky, hidden by the 
ham of the long August day. The purple waters tugged 
at the long expanses of blazing sands which were the beach. 
Waves of heat rose from them and wavered along the 
shore. Where the sand and water met, a thin line of foam 
had formed which moved irregularly with the move- 
ments of the water. The south-west breeze was soft and 
warm. It rippled the waters against the shore and caused 
an occassional mouth of white to open on the expanse of 
briny ocean. 

From afar one could see a speck on the beach, shroud- 
ed in the mistiness of the afternoon; it didn’t move; it 
could have been a log or a rock, but it was a man. 

He sat there in a four legged chair, held together by 
strips of canvas, a chair with a back of leather, worn by 
the sea, and salt, and age, much like the man who sat m it. 
His two feet Were in the sands, buried under it. His pants 
were faded and bleached with the wind and the rays of 
the fiery orb of summer. A shirt, white and open, hung 
loosely on him, showing the red of a sunburned chest. 


