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The world changes, and all
things move on.

To an innocent bystander it
seems that:

Everybody seems to be well
pleased with the opening of Lenoir
as' a better place to eat. Better
food, well balanced meals, and very
reasonable. All that Bill Walston
asks ;is that they fix those strong
springed doors! Whatta knot on yo
haid, Bill, whatta knot!!

Mr. E. Carrington Smith is due
apologies and orchids too! After
reading a request in this column
last week for the opening of the
Pre-Flig- ht theater to civilians, he
took time to explain why such a
move would lower the entertain- -
ment value of the present movies
for the students. He further re-
marked that no matter what hap-
pened, he would not raise the price
of his admissions, as it would work
an undue financial hardship on us
showfanatics. Thanks for all the
consideration, time, and benefits,
too numerous to mention here, you
have given us, Mr. Smith. We find
now that there are a few that still
look out for the lowly colleger!!

Possibly the Porthole will get
back on its old, well patronaged
basis soon. Pat is back in town
with the good wishes of a guy
foamed Cherry!

At last the recent cigarette short-
age has been explained! Dr.
Flowers, Dook prexy, CHEWS the
damn things at a very rapid rate!!
Puleeze, sir, have some considera-
tion for the lovers of the weed!

The veterans on campus are put-
ting forth a real effort to outfit
their newly acquired club as it
should be done. More power to you,
gang, and good luck!

Jeff, of the Chapel Hill Jeffs, did
all right by himself as far as bets
on the Series were concerned. If
you want the right tips, fellas,
that's the man to see!
Midnight musings:

I wonder when that light that is
supposed to show the way for any

unwary passerby alongside of the
Carolina Inn is going to be fixed.
Sho is dark, gen'men!

Many thanks to Capt. Hazlett.
He knows what I mean.

I wonder who those fraternity
men were that went to the X and
a Horseshoe house the other night.
Seems that they wanted to join a
sorority TOO!!

It's this reporter's guess that the
dorm in the old Pre-Flig- ht area
that will not only house Marines,
but also the V-1- 2 Hq., will be about
the quietest and most orderly on
campus!! Strange!

This idea of a thorough orienta-
tion of freshmen on student gov-

ernment seems to be a good one.
Better knowledge brings better ap-

preciation and a more active inter-
est. Listen well, students!

Now that the Sound and Fury is
lining up a new show, anyone in-

terested should get in on it now!
According to Dick Stoker, there is
still room for a few more songs and
acts.

Still haven't gotten any explana-
tion for the exorbitant prices for
books at Richie's, Inc. Can't keep
the issue quiet much longer!

Can't help but wonder when
South BIdg. is going to make up
their minds as to the starting time
of exams. Monday or Tuesday,
gentlemen ? ?

Possibly one of these days our
august Legislature will get back
to its old habits of discussing things
of importance! The past few meet-
ings have been strongly reminis-
cent of kindergarten days, and
sounding very much like the wake
held for Uncle Pete! There must be
something we can do for the cam-
pus, fellas!
Without a doubt:

The usual orchids go to Snavely
and his gang. A good game last
Saturday, and best wishes for as
good a one today! Good luck, men!

Thus it turns, taking the limit
off of time, and running its un-

ceasing course. The wheel rolls on.

By Dick

Today, as we resume our story of
the origin of Autumn, (appropri-
ately enough entitled "Fall Has
Fell.") we realize that' all of youse
are anxiously waiting for the climax
of this here thrilling (but true!)
story.

We have perished the thought that
there may be one or two Tar Heel
readers who have missed our pre-
ceding installment, (oh, heaven for-
bid!) but, merely to refresh your
memories, we will give a short
synopsis of '"the story thus far."

The heroes, (that's us) who in
the year 3,670,356 B.C. were editing
the well known ly, the Olym-

pian Times, happened to discover
the abduction of Proserpine, the
daughter of Ceres, by Pluto, who
had come up from Hades for the
Olympic Gin Rummy finals; we im-

mediately set out to pursue the kid-
napper, but lost him in a mid-tow- n

traffic jam. We then decided to in-

form Ceres of her daughter's dis-

appearance. Boy, did she cuss us
out! You'd think we took her stink-i- n'

brat. She threatened jto send
eternal winier over all the land un-

less we had Prosperine home by
10:30 that evening. And that is
the sitshiashun at present. ...

. . . Today we pick up the story at
10:35, after having picked up our-

selves out of the gutter at 10:15.
Needless to say, Proserpine was still
in Hell, we were still on earth, and
winter had set in just five minutes
before. Although we had been drink-
ing anti-freez- e for the past three
hours merely trying to fortify our-
selves against the icy deluge, of
course we apparently hadn't done
a very thorough job; we were still
standing up and we weren't quite
numb.

Undaunted by the stinging blasts,
we whistled for our trusty motor-ponie- s,

Percival and Mergatroide,
and set out for the Cyane River,
where Pluto was last reported to
have been seen. Being firm believ-

ers in democracy and fair play, we
rode our steeds for ten miles, then
switched positions and let the horses
carry us for the next ten. Alternat-
ing in this manner, we made much
better time than we had. expected, .

and soon came to the cottage of
Charon, who had the ferry-bo- at con-

cession at the Styx River. We
grilled, him for half an hour, even
resorting to the third degree, but
he wouldn't tell us anything till
he'd seen his mouthpiece. Finally,
in desperate anger, he cried: "You
two can go straight to Jove!" Be-

ing very naive fellows, we didn't
realize he was swearing at us; in-

stead, we thanked him for the ad
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IT'S EASY

Certainly one of the easiest things in the world is criticizing.
Few things are easier. Just to sit back in a big arm-cha- ir with
feet propped up on a stool, smoking a cigarette and gripe. This
is wrong, and that is all off, and this is rotten and well, we

all know the technique. It's easy.
And lots of people do it. Everywhere on the campus one can

hear the bitter complaints. The Tar Heel has come in for its
share of this and more. Yet it seems that the Tar Heel rates
pretty highly with people who know journalism and are set
up to judge college papers. '

But the point is this those who are loudest and hottest in
. their criticism never lift a foot to step down to the Tar Heel

office where the paper is put out. Very few of the gripers pitch
in and help make the paper a better one for themselves and for
their fellow students. '

The student government has also been flooded with storms of
protest and criticism. Constituents and opponents alike have
thrown the brickbats with equal vigor and vehemence. But not
many of those who do the throwing make any effort to better
the situation by either getting in student government them-
selves or by taking enough interest to be well informed on such
matters. 1

From far and wide on the campus come the bitter condemna-
tions of compus politics. And yet these same condemners loudly
exclaim that they have no interest in campus politics and stu-

dent government. They'll gripe, but they won't make a motion
to make politics any cleaner or. government any better. ,

In other words there is an excessive amount of talking around
here and a negligible amount of working for the student body.
Less of the former and more of the latter would do more for
Carolina than anything we know.

LENOIR HALL IS EXCELLENT
4

C. E. Gooch, assisted by Mr. and Mrs. J. E. Monroe, has put
the Lenoir Dining Hall into an excellent degree of operation and
is serving the best meals in Chapel Hill at the lowest prices.

The hours of the gigantic dining Jiall are for breakfast, 7 :00-9:1- 5;

for lunch, 11:45-2:0- 0; and for dinner, 5:30 to 7:30.
Except for breakfast, Lenoir Hall has received an encour-

aging volume of students. When more people discover what
excellent service Lenoir Hall is offering, the volume will in-

crease. The large building can serve 10,000 meals each day
when it operates at capacity ; in other words, Lenoir Hall is able
to feed for all meals more people than are included in the pres-
ent student body.

We think that every student is obligated to at least try Le-

noir Hall to see what the University owned and-operate-
d dining

hall can offer. We have been placed under poor eating condi-

tions for so long that we owe some respect to the Lenoir Hall or-

ganization for at last offering the student body a decent meal.

TAR HEEL NOT SO BAD
After being cussed, kicked, condemned, and generally damned

on our poor makeup, poor coverage, poor writing, poor typog-
raphy, poor columns, poor editorials, poor organization, and poor
staff, we learned this week that we had been graded "All-America- n"

by the Associated Collegiate Press, and that we are among
the dozen best student newspapers in the nation.

This is the first time that such an honor has gone to the Tar
Heel in many years, and we are certainly proud of it. We were
of the opinion that we were putting out a mediocre paper, but
almost all the rest of the student newspapers of the nation are
much worse, for our rating was given on a purely competitive
basis with other student newspapers.

and Wye

vice and did as he suggested. Jove
was very sympathetic with us and
seemed to approve of all our efforts,
especially because he had no steam

, heating in his house and wasn't a
bit happy over the prespect of
spending the rest of his life in
"woolies."

"Ill let you birds have the key to
hell," he said, "and give you a
chance to re-sedu- ce Proserpine.

Seizing the key, we set off at a
brisk trot for Hell. After ten miles
of furious riding we felt very tired,
and suddenly realized we had left
our horses back at Jove's. They
soon overtook us, however, and we
continued on our way.

Once we thought we had come to
the gates of Hell, but we learned
from the warden that it was only
Dook University, and so we rode on.

Finally reaching Hell, we slugged
the gatekeeper with the latest issue
of the Olympian Times (Gad ! That
was a heavy paper) and boldly en-

tered Hell. Watta place! It looked
just like Swain Hall! And what a
sight greeted our weary eyes there,
sitting at a table in Hades' most ex-

clusive sidewalk Cafe, the El Hell-- o,

was Proserpine, nonchalantly eating
a pomegranate and talking to Pluto.

Upon hearing our footsteps, Pluto
sprang from his chair. "Who goes
here?" he shouted.

"Us," we replied.
"Who are you?" he queried.
"Dick and Wye," we answered, not

without pride.
"Oh! Welcome home!" he cried.
Flattery got him nowhere, how-

ever. We proceeded to beat him
within two and a half inches of his
life we would have bullwhipped
him, but at the moment we couldn't
find a bull.

"Come, honey chile," we said to
Proserpine, "we're gonna take ya
home to your mammy.'

"Not me!" she cried. "I love it
here. Ill never go back I tell you.
Never! Never! Never!" (She mm-th-

Academy Award next year.)
We finally reached a compromise,

however, and promised to let her re-

turn to Hell for six months every
year if she'd come back with us now.
Back home in Olympia we were
feted in every way: Ceres promised
to institute a new system of "sea-
sons" in a compromise move, Jove
threw a big banquet in our honor,
and the owner of the Times gave us
a substantial raise.

And that, dear readers, is the
true story of how we brought au-

tumn into the world and saved y'all
from eternal winterdom, believe it
or not!

G. Stern
mention "in vain") to abstract some
meaning, from this fantastic fan-
tasy. Marjorie Martin, Joanne
Lawler, Beverly . Chudacoff and
James Moos were the most success-
ful of those who tried. Lathan
Letchmore and Helen Eyster simply
(and who can censure them) washed
their hands of the whole business.

The first play on the evening's bill
of fare was Phyllis Sullivan's "Five
Notes in a Bar." This diluted ver-

sion of Saroyan had some hopeful
dialogue, a "well constructed" plot
(a beginning, coming first, a middle,
and finally don't guess an end),
some characters who seemed to have
wandered in from a Raleigh per-

formance of "The Time of Your
Life," some talk about warmth and
happiness, and, of course, a guy
who played solitaire with himself
throughout much of the play until
something or other chased him out
near the end. Elinor Martin, the
director, Nick Lindsay, Vincent Cas-sid- y,

and George Grizzard were those
most faithful to the gaiety and
whining of the opus, and all were
sincere in their respective emotings.
The playwright is, if we can simu-

late a paternal fondness, "talented"
(sorry, Phyl), and we might one
day expect a pretty fair sonata af-- .
ter this rather obvious little etude.

To end the review with a smile and
a cheer, let us say that "Why, Miss
Featherstone" had fun and subtlety
and, to tinge it with art, even a .
soupcon of pathos, all wrapped up
in a well known but beloved plot
of small town life. Marjorie Mar-
tin's direction was practically per-
fect ("Nothing is perfect." Livy,
14th book, History of Rome), and
the acting was uniformly tops. .

Mimi MacGowan, Jim (same as
James see above) Moos, Barbara

"MISS," page 4.

From Other Campuses

"Miss Featherstone f' Saves
Otherwise Poor Play Bill ,

"

Education's Role In
One-Worldne- ss Cited

BerL3ley, Cal. Education's contri- -'

bution to one-worldne- ss lies in pro-
moting international understanding
and in training people to work out
relations between governments, or-
ganized social groups and individu-
als, declared Frank Munk, lecturer
in economics on the Berkeley campus
of the University of California now
serving as training director for the
United Nations Relief and Rehabil-
itation Administration.

In an article Education and Train-
ing for International Work, appear-
ing in the Association of American
Colleges Bulletin, Munk said both
public and private organizations will
need increasing numbers of persons
qualified to serve in government or
the newly created international or-
ganizations.

Skidmore Students
Report On Activities

Saratoga Springs, N. Y. Inter-- '

ested in the greater perfection of
its educational program, the Faculty-Stu-

dent Curriculum Committee
of Skidmore College has undertak-e- n

a comprehensive Time Survey,
whereby each student is required to
make an accurate report of all her
daily activities for a period of three
weeks.

The survey is based on the belief
that the important element of time
its distribution between college pro-
gram and personal activities is a
vital key to the efficiency of a stu- -
dent's work and to her adaptation
to college life as a whole.
: With , the data on hand, the Cur-

riculum Committee will be able to- -

cull first hand information concern-
ing the distribution of assignments
in courses, and the correlation of
credits to time spent on daily assign-
ments. The information will be
used as a guide in possible readjust-- --

ments of the program and as a bar-
ometer of student activities, atti-
tudes, and purposes. The findings
of the three weeks time survey will
result, it is hoped, in better planning
of time on the part of the students,
and a more effective utilization of
college education.

Northwestern Provides
School Of Education

Evanston, 111. Northwestern Uni-
versity will establish this fall in
its School pf Education a new pro-
gram for the education of teachers,
President Franklyn B. Snyder has
announced.

The main objective of the program
will be to develop in the prospective
teacher the understanding and the
skill that are the attributes of the
educated citizen as well as the suc-
cessful teacher.

.
' Discarding the traditional sys- -
tern of courses and credits, the new
program consists of sixteen "Units
of Study," four of which the student
takes each year. He devotes approx-
imately one-ha- lf of his time to a lib-
eral education, one-fift- h to the ac-
quisition of professional knowledge,
and the remainder to "content sub-
jects" for the grade or high school
level.

At the end of four years, he passes
a comprehensive examination de-
signed to lead him to tie together his
liberal, professional, and specialized
education into a unified whole.

Traditionally, the teacher in
America has been trained under a
four-ye- ar program in which liberal
education was combined with pro-
fessional training on how to teach
and what to teach.

On the basis that man is a physi-
cal being, living in a physical world,
that he is a social being, and that,
last but not least, he is an indivi-
dual, they simply asked what
knowledge is necessary for the edu-
cation of a teacher and how can it
best be prepared for assimilation in
the student's mind and experience?

Eventually they agreed on sixteen
units of study, comprising not a
thm slice of this or that segment of
knowledge but a four-ye- ar unified
program of study, that seemed the
best components . of the education
they sought to build.

The four units of study for the
first year are called "Use of Eng-
lish," "The Bases of Social Life,"
"Introduction to Science-Mathematics- ,"

and "Introduction to Personal
and Professional Development."

By Richard
It is hard to ascertain the pre-

cise worth of "Why, Miss Feather-stone- ,"

the concluding play on the
105th series of Playmaker Experi-menta- ls

which were presented last
Wednesday evening at the Play-mak- er

theatre. Suffice to say, the
contrast between it and the pre-
ceding plays on the program was
great enough to elevate this bub-
bling little comedy of Helen Eyster's
into a sort of minor masterpiece, a
pillar to uphold the glorious tradi-
tion of the English theatre well,
at least the slightly inferior tradi-
tion of the Carolina Playmakers.

However, since all rhapsodic first
paragraphs eventually end, the
acidic discords from the play re-

viewer's destructive pen must hold
forth in primer place. We cannot
dodge the unpleasant issue of "The
Silver Bell," the play which contri-
buted so greatly to the success of
the evening's piece de resistance.
"The Silver Bell" was a long play,
but its forty-fiv- e minutes could not
possibly account for the intermin-
able agony which, for much of the
sizable audience, seemed to endure
through a couple of ' hefty eons.
Filled with climaxes which just
didn't climax, padded with wasted
exposition and unpoetic mysticism,
Helen Scales' "drama" (forgive us
Ibsen) did not, quite frankly, attain
a status of a Sophoclean tragedy.
Mimi MacGowan's direction was (we
are sure) in evidence somewhere, but
certainly not on the stage. Actors
wandered around in meaningless
circles and passionate triangles, but
on the whole they seemed to be ra-
ther unconcerned with the fact that
they were being observed by a few
people at least slightly interested in
the proceedings going on under the
proscenium arch. Some of these fol- -'
lowers of Thespis tried (need we

STUDENTS MISSED OPPORTUNITY
We were glad to see some students at the University Day pro-

gram in Memorial Hall yesterday, but there were certainly not
as many students there as should have attended.

It is unfortunate that the president of Harvard University
can not draw as many students as can an average movie. The
man whom many consider the foremost educator of the na-
tion had an audience of only several hundred out of more than
two thousand students whose declared intention is to acquire
an education.

The Philadelphia football game accounted for many of the
absences from the program yesterday, but there was certainly
a majority of the student body which just didn't want to take
the time to walk over to Memorial Hall to spend an hour with
some of the best known educators of America.

Learning should be a gift which should be earnestly sought-afte- r.

Often we agree with those who believe that the present
system of compulsory attendance of classes, credit for gradua-
tion based on strict mathematical calculations, and assembly
line tactics of education account for the students' lack of in-
terest in an educational opportunity outside of the classroom.


