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0  I have slipped the surly bonds of earth 
And danced the skies on laughter-silvered 

wings;
Sunward I ’ve climbed and joined the tumbling 

mirth
Of sun-split clouds—and done a hundred 

things
You have not dreamed of—wheeled and soared 

and swung 
High in the sunlit silence. Hov’ring there. 
I ’ve chased the shouting wind along and flung 
My eager craft through footless halls of air, 
Up, up the long delirious, burning blue 
I ’ve topped the wind-swept heights with eager 

grace.
Where never lark, or even eagle, flew;
And, while with silent lifting mind I ’ve trod 
The high untrespassed sanctity of space 
Put out my hand and touched the face of God.

— J o h n  M agee  

E d ito r’s  N o t e : A short while after the 
above was written, the author, a 19-year old 
flyer in the R.A.F., was killed in an aerial 
battle. The poem has since been judged on a 
comparative basis and ranked with “In 
Flanders Field.”

“The Bible is God’s chart for you to steer 
by, to keep you from the bottom of the sea, and 
to show you where the harbor is and how to 
reach it without running on the rocks or bars.” 
— H e n r y  W a r d  B e e c h e r .

On The Lighter Side
A Naval lieutenant wrote the following let

ter aboard a ship in the South Pacific:
“My Dear Wife,
“I haven’t  much time, but I want you to 

know that I love you and the children very 
much. . . . Everything I have I want you to 
have to administer as you see fit. . . . Hastily 
because we are nearing the enemy and they 
outnumber us.”

The letter concluded with this scribbled post
script :

“Forget all the mournful stuff. We just 
whipped the hell out of those Japs.”

He ^  ^  He ^

A sailor was relating his adventures in the 
jungle.

“Ammunition, food and whisky had run 
out,” he said, “and we were all parched for 
thirst.”

“But wasn’t  there any water?”
“Sure, but tha t was a hell of a time to think 

of cleanliness.”
*  *  ♦

The chief was asked by a department Y3c 
for a recommendation. He thought it over and 
wrote as follows: “The bearer of this letter 
is leaving me after one month. I am perfectly 
satisfied.”

He took her in his arms.
“Oh, darling,” he murmured, “I love you so. 

Please say you’ll be mine. I ’m not rich like 
Percival Brown. I haven’t  a car, or a fine 
house, or a well-stocked cellar like Percival 
Brown, but, darling, I love you; I can’t  live 
without you.”

Two soft arms stole around his neck^ and 
two ruby lips whispered in his ear:

“And I love you, too, darling; b u t . . .  where 
is this man. Brown?”

And then there was the Scotchman who took 
his wife to the country to have her baby. Seems 
he had heard about rural free delivery.

A sensible gal is not so sensible as she looks 
because a sensible gal has more sense than 
to go around looking sensible.

Sunday D ivine Services

P ro testan t ...................  1000 Memorial Hall
Roman Catholic .........  0816 G errard Hall

1000 Hill Music Hall
Jew ish .........................  1000 Graham Memorial

«  • •
Chaplain’s Office H ours: Daily, 0880>1700;

Monday and Wednesday, 0830-1800.
F ather Sullivan wiU be in  Chaplain’s Office on 

Tuesdays, 1846-1930.
Confessions: Saturdays in G errard Hall, 1900- 

2016.

Male Call It’s Hard To Leam To Be A Glamour Boy
by Milton Caniff, creator o f “Terry and the P irates” _ ( c n s )

HOP IN, PELLA&l 
ALWAYS HAPPV 
TO PICK UP AN 
INFANTIZVMAN,..

T l e t  THOeB t ' THI5 ON MB, OBKTei
MOVE UP TO THB HEAD 
OF THE LINE...THE MEN 
FKOM THE FOXhiOLE^ 
D E S E ^ E  A PI^EAK

I  e U E ^ ^ A  RBPLEd eOfSTA 
0 m 9  A DO0FACE A ^EEfZ 
NOW AN''WEN ̂  JU ST OH 

OEHEI?AL PJ^NCIPLE^...

'  ANY 0UY WITH )NR4NTRy^ 
BLUE PIPINO ON HIS CAP  
0B T6 FllZ&T CRACK AT  
A fZIDE,AFTE^Z THB All^ 
FORCES... OI?A3 A 'CHUTE 
ANI? CLIMB ABQARDi

VUH LATE, b e e !  FOIZ W'ICH 
y 'C A N  J I S T  F O m  A LATl^NB 
DETAIL AN' 6 IT  T ' D lO eiN 'h . 
y'THINK 1 %  i?UfJW/N'yA 
CLUCKIN' fZBCfZBATiON 
CENTEJST... &ETWEEW 

fZBPLACEMBNTS AN' FU f^O m S  
THI5 OlTTFirS 0BTTIN' LIKE 
A CLUCKIN' R O .B .! 6 B T  , 
OOIN'LIKB I  TOLD YLIH'

...K IN PA  
NICE TO 
BE HOME, 
AIN'T  I T f

•s.®*


