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As soon as we returned to college this year, we began to lea 
of the many changes which had been made in our Old Home du 
the summer months. 

'painting. 

6 



- 
h. 
for 

rge. 
.her 
ing. 
e 9  
hey 
\ale 

?m 
m's 

ere 
led 
dl0 

de. 
bY 
am 
ier 
nd 
Jd 
of 
tee 
as 
of 

l i s  
'as 
=, 
ial 

he 
a 
as 
e- 

- 

in his home town of Whdsor East, 

of the executive council. The cre- 
and the class presidents of highh&ool 
the executive committee. The 'class 
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Catholic Colle es across Canada in promoting the various projects 

same as last year’s, viz. the promotion of higher education among 
high school students. 

proposed by t 1 e federation. This year’s national project is the 

the Cana r ian Catholic Students’ Mission Crusade is a society 

C.C.S.M.C. are as fol f ows: President, Desmond Connolly; Vice- 

An or nization somewhat similar to C.F.C.C.S., C.C.S.M.C.’ 

designed to help the missions bv stimulating the student body to 
aid the missions by pra er and &ancial assistance. The officers of 

President, Charles Campbell; Secretary-Treasurer, Bob King. 
The executive committee aiding these officers is made up of Emery 
Robichaud, Robert MacDonald, Edward Morrison, and Donald 
Myrick. 

An international flavor to cam us activities is noticeable this 
ear with the reorganization of &e St. Dunstan’s Unit of the 

The President Mike 
igley, who attended a R.U.S.C. conference at the University of 

ear W.U.S.C. will sponsor the February formal as it did the 
qreasure Van. The other officers in the unit are Mary Elaine 
Trainor, Vice-president, and Ronald Bulger, Secretary-Treasurer. 
The executive committee of W.U.S.C. has a representative from 
each college year and one from high school. From senior year to 
the high school re resentative the are: Arlene Dow-ling, Willard 

korld University Service Committee. 

kt ontreal on October 5th and 7th, has assured us that again this 

McCarron, Edwar c f  LeClair, Louis 6oucette and Ed Morrison. 

I t  is through the National Federation of Canadian Universib 
Students or N.F.C.U.S. that Canadian university students arc 
brought together in national thought and spirit. Mike Swift, OUI 

N.F.C.U.S. president, re resented St. Dunstan’s at the N. F. C, 
No special N.F.C.U.S. 

committee has been appointed on the camnus, but the W.U.S.C. 
US. conference at Car F eton College. 

executive council wit& -the exception of &e W.U.S.C. resident 
becomes the N.F.C.U.S. executive when the occasion B emandsc 

The year’s first big social get-together at the college was in the 
Alumni Gvmnasium on October 2. It was the Freshman Recedion- 

1 

a d y f i e d  alternative to the slapstick initiations. A commiitee of 
facu ty members and students planned the programme which 
consisted in the welcomin of the freshmen of each faculty by the 
upper classmen of the facdty. This welcoming consisted in variety 
numbers to which the freshmen responded with their own talent and 

’ then were introduced individually by the Master of Ceremonies. 
This system was repeated until all the faculties were p r d t e d .  
The programhe was concluded with son ‘by the French Chorus 
under the direction of Father Arsenault. &hard  Noonan skillfully 
M.C.’d the somewhat complicated proceedings which were followed 
by a buffet-style lunch and square dancing. 

I i 



treatment. 

Although this dance was not the most s 
has ever sponsored, all those present 
these annual affairs. 

The 6x14 social evening of the cam 
Reunion, the first since the CentennJ  
senior class, the co-eds, and their dates, 
the faculty members attended. 

After Dr. Joe MacMillan called 
led Trainor M.C.’d a variety show 
and Elmer Gallant, the Glee Club, 
evening was concluded with a b d e  
Downtowners, and with the un 
should be more Alumni get-togethers 
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Church Blossoming; she mapped out the strategy to relieve the 
Church Suffering, and she also informed us that all that is left now 
is for us  to respond to the challenge and follow the strate y. Miss 
Reid also spoke at the Catholic Youth Festival which wasfeld that 
afternoon. 

r 

t it is to manifest one’s am- 
i erpregsesideasinthesaare 
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ORATORY-A LOST ART 

Today’s connotation of the term oratory is an obtrusive one. 
It suggests a variety of meanings. To business men it mdans to 
spout. To college students it means to speak with hi h sounding 

main reason for t&s. People don’t seem to have time to spend on 
the tedious cultivation of this discipline. And indeed it is a dis- 
cipline-one of the highest order. But people fail to realize that to 
develo the art of speaking is an art that develops their high nature 
as thin%mg human beings expressing their thoughts. In developing 
a subject to its fullest in s eaking requires the use of rhetoric (the 

expression. Oratory at  its best is a dramatic art. It has inestimaEe 
capacities and means of being vivified and strengthened in a*. 
Most of all it presents what most people today demand-vanety. 
That is there ar9 a diversity of ways of organizing the subject 
matter and the technique of delivery. 

,The heights of oratory were reached by the ancient clacissists 
Demosthenes and Cicero. Concerning the development of the 
subject matter of oratory, Cicero advised that we train the mind in 
careful and assiduous composition. The other aspect of oratorv 
was developed by Demosthenes who advised that we should speaTk 
rapidly in clear cut language well enunciated. That is. we should 

language on abstract thin s. For many it has too muc a of a class- 
ical taste. In an case, t a e business-like spirit of our times is the 

art of prsuasion), logic (t K e art of correct reasoning) and pro r 



way that he thinks them. Oratory them consists me 
jecting one’s ideas by a well m d e d  maimer of bringing 
most contained in them. 

-ljDIT€)RIAL- 

FROM HOME TO 
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One evening Don came home after a hard day gathering grain; 
e was tired, but was whistling as he walked briskly into the house. 

"Hi, Sis" he said teasingly to Joan. Then to his mother, 
'what's for supper, Ma?' 

Don struted over to the window, retrieved the leiter, tore the 
end out of it, and brought forth the contents. It read: 

4 that if they wBIlfed him he must go. 



who was about to t 

The thirteenth 

always taught you ever since you 

“Yes, Ma” recalled Don, “pe 
Don’t worry.” 

Don would have never left the 

n 
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return. Would this happen to him? He would do his best; God 
would decide the rest. There was one pal tial consolation, however, 
his army pay would be enough to support the family while he was 
gone; still finances were not the only thing ih life, love was much 
more important. Love of his mother, love of his familk, love of the 
farm. Yet there was no use in lamentin over the situation for it 
would avail nothing, but he could not hefp it. T h e  journey to the 
air ort was a sad one indeed; his mother was in tears, Jean and Jim 
hadP long drawn faces, and Don was submerged in meditation of 
the experiences at  hand. 

They reached the terminal in plenty of time-about forty-five 
minutes before take-off. But those last moments passed so quickly, 
for soon his kitbags and suitcases were picked up and he was asked 
to get aboard. Here came the crucial moment of final departure. 
He hugged his mother, kissed Joan, shook hands with Jim, and gave 
Shep a pat on the head. Words choked in his throat and all he was 
able to say was “Jim, take good care of them.” He turned slowly 
and started up the ramp to the plane. He could hardly make it 
but  his legs were finally successful. 



The drive to Camp Lancaster was a speedy one. The b y  
sven 
40 the Orderly Sgt. at 9.00 that morning. 

for the remainder of the night and ordered to 
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“‘Y-yes sir” as he realized that this would be hii name as long 
as he wore an army uniform. 

Don’s first day was spent in becoming acquainted with the 
place, and writing home to give them an account of his journey and 
to tell them not to worq as he was getting along k e .  

On Jan. 2, 1942, a demand for a contingent of &&an 
diers to 50 to France was sent to all the army camps throughout 

d. On Jan 10, upon completion of their indoctrination 
, the answer came from Camp Lancaster with &e departure 
hundred Canadian troops including Don Scales to Cap 



I 

“Your son, Donald Joseph Scales, died of wounds 2 Feb 42. 
N7ill be buried in Cap d’Amiens, France. Details will be sent later.” 

Five months previous Don was busyin himself with the har- 

a fallen soldier beneath the thundering bellows of machine-gun fire 
in France. Thou h it seemed usdess tbat anything but sadness 

that Don was probably happier now then he bad ever been in life, 

vest in the midst of the wheat fields of Sas Ba tchewan; now he lay 

could exist in the ! amily, they did content themselves by assenting 

This is the sad story that war has imposed not only on the 
Scales family, but on families throughout the world. 

Only those families who have experienced the cruelit heart- 
ache, and general suffering that accompanies war can rea iY y recite 
with ferver: 

“In Flandeis Fields the poppies blo 
Between the crosses, row on row, 
That mark our place, and in the sky, 
The larks still bravely singing, fly. 

4 T .  CLAIR FISHER ’58 


