
The two men were exchanging a few final words 
about the weather when McVety noticed the front storm 
door swinging in the wind. He could even see the folded 
note now wedged between the sesh and glass. 

"By George, I forgot to close your storm door when 
I knocked " be said, at  the same time taking a few long 
stridesto&rd thehousebeforetheoldmancouldstophim. 
&&Iy he reached inside and tore the note off, closing the 
door aecudy  in the same motion. 

A minute Inter he was driving down the lane with the  
prize two-year-old leashed to the rack. 

"Pretty fine guy," mused old Hnlly as he fingured the 
one-hundred-and-fifteen dollars in his overalls pocket, 
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ough to go back and dose the door." 

REGISTRATION DAY 

Al- 
though this September day WBS supposed to be an 
ordinary day in au tumn,  i t  certaidy was no ordinary day 
as far BS I was concerned. For on this sp&al day I left 
little Miscouche to seek my fortune in greener fields-the 
h& of learning a t  St. Dunstan's. 

After meeting Sister Superior at  Marian Hall, I had 
my first glimpse of my home for the next ei ht  months, 
the small and cozy girl's residence, Maiilien &I. When 
Sister Superior had finished die n a g  the rules of the 
house I =packed, and then, witK"an air of confidence not 
entirely felt, I carefully picked m way acms the half- 
constructed road to the campur 0fS.D.U. 

With my heart in my mouth, butterflies in my 
stomach, and my registration fee in my hand, I somehow 
mutered up my cowage and managed to find the front 
door of the Main Building on the campus. I had heard 
that the beys badly outnumbered the girk at S.D.U., but 
I had never expected anythm like this. Down a long hall 
and into B mom (the Aswmhg Hall, as I was later to find 
out) stretched an unending line of boys of all descriptions. 
There were dark boys and fair boys; (here w- some who 
looked B little timid, and others who looked as if they 
owned the place. The womt part of this situation, how- 
ever, *as that I could not see one h i l i a r  face; moreover, 
all ofthose stran faces belonged to boys. There was not 
one rid to standyy me in this hour of need. 

tember 17, 1958, dawned bright and dear. 

Somehow I took my place a t  the end of the Ion line, 
and after ten' minutes of looking a t  my shoes I f!nd 
dared to look around me. With my usual bad I d  
(perhaps i t  might turn out to be go?d luck) I had managed 
to put myself between two of the biggest Freshmen on the 
campus. One glance a t  these two &foot monsters was 
enoueh to turn my eyes to my feet ag-. . .  

Then after a half-hour of waiting (it seemed lilre 
half a d$) I came to some desks where three or four 
priests we; waiting in comfortable chairs to receive 
students. Their friendly questions and sympathetic fares 
won put me a t  my ease. Whether or not these clergymen 
believed in co-education was a thing I would have to find 
out for m self However some of the  boys behind me 
soon let i t  a6 k o w n  by a whisper loud enough to be heard 
across the campus that s woman's place is not in the class- 
room doing math:, but zn a kitchen washing dishes. 

After paying my fees and answering dl necessary 
qhuestions, I was 9;v.n a schedule of all darses tFd B list of 
t e books I would nred. Fortunately I ran into" 
Father. . . . . , the only priest that I knew at St. Dunstan$. 
He very kindly showed me around the dassrooms and 
arranged my schedule. Had it not been for this charitable 

<est I probably would have lwked for the library in 
bal<on Hall (Yikes!)) end for the bwk-store in the 
Science Building. 

After this most hectic experience in the run of such 
an unusual afternwn I wended my way (quite con- 
fidently now) back to Marian Hall. Here I found (he 
four other girls in Freshman y e a  busily unpacking their 
suitcases. After we were all acquairted and the others had 
registered, we went to the Orphanage for what was a 
well-deserved supper. We s r t  th; evening talking and 
listening to the radio. At a out 10 30, happy and tired, 
we put the lights out in the dormitory. Sleep ended with 
dreams, and o w  dreams ended on the happy note of b e i i  
answered with the Grst of many glorious days to be spent 
at old S.D.U. 
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LAST CHANCE 

"Fabn Haah yeewl" He was an unkempt, rawboned, ' 
old men, dressed in greasy clothes, and behind a pair of $I 
clear glasses that dun to his perched, craggy features as 
If they were part of $13 physical make up were docile, isi ,~ 


