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SCKIPTIIKP]
Krioiv ye  not  that  they  which r im  in a race  

run all, but one receive th  the prize?  So run, that  
ye m ay  obtain .— 1 Corinthians 9:24.

Tribute to Our Late President
The. death of President Roosevelt affected us 

at Louisburg College as has been true of the  
whole nation— it has left us shocked and shaken.

Posterity can only determine his place in the  
Viiatory of our country and the world, but we are 
all sure that he will go down as a beloved man, 
an honored statesman, a great humanitarian, the  
greatest American of his time, and the foremost  
of our great world citizens.

May God place his guiding hand upon our 
nation at this most critical time and direct our 
new President with the divine spirit.

May our new leader with those associated with  
him and with all of us find the way to the lasting  
peace that our late President longed for and 
worked for— to the last.

H onesty First
To make good grades is our natural aspiration  

as students. A ’s and B ’s look pretty on a report, 
but they should be honest A ’s and B ’s. Honesty  
should come first in everything— our exams,  
our everyday assignm ents, all phases of  our 
campus life.

Examinations should teach us w hat we do 
not know, so that we may know what is hard 
and learn it. If, beforehand, we have studied a 
copy of the exam, we are to take, can that exam  
teach us? Or can it teach us if we copy our an
swers from available notes? And what has such  
a  student made of himself? One cannot be a real 
honor student unless he is an honest student.

We, on Louisburg College campus, cannot 
afford to tolerate cheating and dishonest deeds 
in any form. A little over four weeks remain  
of this  college year. What record shall we write  
upon those weeks?

W e K now  Good Sportsmanship
Ever hear this: “Ready?” . . . “O.K. Wrong  

court. Second . . . alley.” “Show them the works, 
girl. . . . W heel T hat’s all right. Who said she 
couldn’t  serve?” . . .  Or th is:  “All set  for the  
running high jump. O.K. F irst .”

“Tough lu ck ; lift that second foot. Come on, 

girl; you can do it this time. . . . Um-m! Groan! 

That was h a rd ; but that foot was flying good and 

high, baby. Good enough!”
Sure, every sport know's those lines by heart—  

the players pitching, losing, then winning; the  
real spectator’s good-natured, encouraging sup

port. Sure, every’ sport knows those lines. T hey’re 

cooperation, teamship, true college spirit. T hey’re 

sportsmanship!

Thanks to Miss Crisp 
For A ll  That She Is

A friend to all of us on Louisburg College cam
pus and an in.spiring leader to all her students  
is the head of our physical education department 
— Miss Marjorie Crisp.

With her charming smile and cheery words 
she goes about unconsciously spreading warmth  
and friendliness. It’s hard to frown or cry when  
meeting her ever-present optimism. It makes 
one smi'e and laugh even at troubles, to which  
she always gladly listens and for which she offers 
an encouraging solution.

In Miss Crisp we feel w e’ve a friend w ho’s 
interested in us, even in our petty everyday  
problems. Even when we knew we couldn’t possi
bly sock a softball, make a basketball goal, score 
a touchdown, or hit a tennis ball, when we  
met Crisp’s smiling face and the sparkling chal
lenge in her eyes, we had at least the inspiration 
to try— and often “try, try, again.”

Admiring her true sportsmanship, we feel we  
too must be good sports— playing and watching  
— for sh e ’s really a good sport in everyday life.

We students see Miss Crisp as a personality to 
be admired, a per.son whom we respect and 
desire as a friend— a sterling character who has 
won our love for always.

Help Those In N eed
All over the world today humanity is suffering  

as never before. People in war-torn countries are 
freezing to death, for there are few clothes. They  
are selling their most priceless possessions for 
articles of clothing. They are cold, hungry, tor
tured people. They are suffering not only from  
physical agony but also mental and spiritual. 
Students like us are starving for books —  for 
som ething of the intellectual to refresh their  
minds. They may be prisoners of war —  maybe  
American prisoners —  or maybe they are natives  
of a war-wrecked country, swept on by the  trage
dies of a world war. Whoever they m ay be, to 
whatever race they  may belong, we Americans  
must send aid —  and we will through the many  
drives now being sponsored all over our nation.

In responding to the clothing drive and the  
W SSF drive being sponsored on our own campus, 
we may unite with our fellow Americans in 
helping suffering humanity. Let us give will
ingly, freely, sacrificially— today, tomorrow, and 
all through th is  month of April.

CDear
W'liat a liu.shand I will m ake!  Mom, yon should 

■sec iti(‘ waiting' on tables. I h av en ’t done much of it 
yet , hut wait  un ti l  the Y. W. ( ' .  A. takes  over! T h e re  
is one th in g  1 w ant to know— how is a g u y  to know 
when a g ir l  has finished ea t in g?  She  eats,  .sto])3 to 
ta lk , eats, ta lks— and fo r  five m inu tes  she touches no 
food. Hy th is  ti tne 1 th in k  she m us t be th ro t ig h ;  so I 
reach fo r  her  ])late. T h e re  is m y  first m istake. S he  
has not fitiished her  pota toes and she w ants  an o th e r  
carro t .  W hen  she does finish and  1 take he r  j)late, 1 
don’t ra ise  it ([uite h igh  en o u g h ;  the  glass of w a te r  
is in the  w ay— m istake  n u m b e r  tw o! T h e n  comes the 
d e s s e r t ! H u t— I see no reason w hy .so m uch  exci te 
ment should be a roused becaus** eight oranges went 
rolling off the })latter down the  d in in g  hal l.

1 h ea r  the  g ir ls  a re  p la n n in g  a real May D ay  p ro 
g ram . 1 have seen them prac t ice  the i r  dances, and  I 
h e a r  t h a t  one is t h in k in g  of ask ing  F r e d  A sta i re  i f  he 
needs a new  p a r tn e r .

A h — Aliem ! uli-1 gue.ssed-you-received a- le tter— 
from .Mr. Kilby. T h a t ’s w hat 1 ga thered .  .Vh— it 
w asn ’t —so—good. Hut I am not on p roba t ion  any  more. 
1 ho))e t h a t ’s some consolation ? Hut Mom, th is  is 
s))ring, and  there  are  tennis,  boxing, and basebal l ;  and 
th is  is s p r in g ;  and Mom, 1 ju s t  c a n ’t s tudy. I know 
I ])rond.sed, b u t— 1 m ade  w ater  boy on the  baseball 
team, and  I am  lea rn in g  how to p lay  tenius.  1 know ; 
th a t  won’t get me in to  P h i  T h e ta .  Mr. K ilby  told me, 
too. Well,  I ’ll t r y  once more, ju s t  fo r  yours  and  l ) a d ‘s 
sak(‘s.

— Willie.

“ Get a well -rounded education! By this, we mean 
en ter  into the  life of the  school, carry  on the  t r ad i 
tions of the  college, take  an active par t  in the  f r a te rn i 
ties and organizations, learn and practice a t  least  th ree  
types of sports, and last bu t  not least, take  a p a r t  in 
the religious life of the  campus and  realize the  grea tes t  
joy and p leasure you have ever experienced.

Honesty  is the  br ightes t  jewel th a t  sparkles,  dia- 
mond-like, in vir tue 's  diadem of priceless and  fadeless 
gems. The Young People's Friend.

a .o [ u m n

“ Lank, where did you get th a t  h a i r c u t ? ”
“ You've heard  th a t  song, ‘Smoke Gets in Your Eyes,’ 

haven ' t  you? Well, I th ink  smoke got in the  ba rbe r ’s 
eyes, and  he cut most of my ha ir  off."

Eugene Em ory  (to the  tune  of “ Don't Fence Me In ” ) : 
“ Oh. give me love, lots of love in the  social hal l above.”

Studeiit Intepludes
“N E V E R  T U R N E D  HIS B A C K "

In a speech when he became Pres i 
dent, Roosevelt  said tha t  like a base
ball player he could not hope to make 
a perfect ba t t ing  record, but th a t  he 
hoped to make a ba t t ing  average  th a t  
would be reasonable  creditable.  How 
credi table  th a t  average  proved to be, 
millions would gra tefu l ly  testify. 
Roosevelt entered  a game, not for 
the im media te  score; but often 
though knowing the  odds to be 
agains t  him, he was yet courageously  
willing to lose an im mediate  success 
in o rder  to fight for the  final goal. 
A man of spirit , s tamina ,  and  de
te rmination ,  he held firmly to his 
purpose and.  even when meeting re 
peated  failure, seemed confident of 
final victory.

His is an example  of dedication to 
worthy purposes and  of cheerful  
perseverance in str iv ing to realize 
them —  a bat t ing  average  more than  
reasonably creditable. —  Harold  
Carroll in Collaboration.

THE P R I V A T E  FIRST C L A S S
He was dressed in the  famil iar  

brown khak i  of the  United Sta tes 
Army. He was of no g rea t  height,  but 
his weight was equal ly  d is tr ibuted  
over his body, and he looked every 
inch a man! The broad shoulders  
were held perfect ly s t ra igh t,  making 
his coat fit like a glove. His overseas 
cap was set  a t  a ja u n ty  angle on his 
fa ir  ha ir,  curly and  unru ly ;  and the 
golden bra id th a t  ran  a round  the  
edge glistened like a s t r ing  of fire. 
The bu ttons  on his coat spark led  like 
newfallen dew in the  early  m orning 
sun, and the  new white s tr ipe  stood 
ou t  like a new moon aga ins t  a black 
sky. His campaign ribbon was pinned 
proudly to his chest,  and he walked 
with a spr inging gait. He was a p r i 
vate first class in the  United Sta tes 
Army.

F red  Davis  (six  m o n th s  o r  so p a s t  w hen  
he  w ro te  the se  w ords as  he  im bibed a  b i t  of 
C h au c e r’s “ M err ie  Engrland” f ro m  T h e  C a n 
te r b u r y  Tales , he  w as a  fellow s t u d e n t : now 
he has  become in  p a r t  th e  d esc r ip tion  t h a t  he 
crea ted ,  fo r  he is a t  C am p  Robinson, A rk an sas  

one m ore  of  o u r  p r iv a te s  in kh ak i) .

Y O U T H  IN TH E W O R L D  
T O D A Y

The youth  of today has a problem 
tc  face. This problem is facing the 
world of tomorrow. . . . The youth  
of today wants  a b r igh te r  world of 
tomorrow, a sky, washed with rain 
removing all s ta ins of smoke, the 
ground  of blood, A free world tom or 
row will be the  making  of youth  in 
our world today.

F rances  Hedden.

SPRING FEVER
Oh Spring! Wonderful  Spring! 

T ha t  t ime of year  when a young 
man 's  fancy tu rn s  from his school 
books to the  more pleasant tasks of 
enjoying the  birds,  the  green grass, 
and the  new foliage on the  trees!  
He begins to long to be outs ide in 
the woods, in swimming, or any 
where bu t  in the classroom.

W hat  does he usual ly  do about  his 
longing to be outs ide? Why, he does 
nothing, of course, because he has 
spring fever; and who ever heard  of 
anybody's  doing any th ing  a t  all when 
he had spring fever? The spring 
fever victim usually  decides tha t ,  
ii he were outs ide, he would prob
ably get under  a t ree  and sleep; so 
he sits  in class and dream s of being 
asleep under  a nice big oak tree.  No, 
hfc is asleep in a hard  classroom 
chair. So he goes all th rough  the 
spring, ju s t  d ream ing  of being o u t 
side close to nature .

— Eugene Smith.

ARE W E  A W A R E ?
Are we tak ing  things th a t  happen 

in our  everyday life for g ran ted?  
Yes, I th ink  we take  too many things 
for g ran ted— things th a t  should not 
be taken  for gran ted ,  for instance the 
sun  th a t  lights  our  world during  the 
day. During the  t ime we have lived 
in th is world we have seen the  sun 
come up in the  m orning and  go down 
at n igh t ;  so we ju s t  take  it  for 
g ran ted  th a t  it will keep on as long 
as we live.

I hope th a t  in the  years to come we, 
ar. the younger  generat ion,  will come 
to realize more and  more what we 
have in our  world and how we can 
best be grateful .

— Earl ine  W hitehurs t .

“Everyone must remember tha t 
anything in life tha t  is worthwhile is 
worth  working for.

— Janice  Trebechon.

TRIBU TE
I stood in the  hall of fame and  looked 

a round  me with in tensi ty. 
Sunlight shone th rough  the  windows 

as a holy light and all the  world 
wa.s hushed with awe.

I gazed a t  the  faces of the  g rea t  
a round  me—

Men who had known fam e and  for 
tune,

Joy and sorrow, success and  fai lure. 
Suddenly  I saw a w'ondrous face—
A face smil ing faintly  with a d is tan t  

look in the  deep and  though tfu l  
eyes.

T here  were lines about  the  temples. 
And the  hair  was whitening.
T here  were lines of toil and  stra in .  
But undernea th  those lines I saw 

s t reng th  and kindness of a g rea t  
world leader.

F rom out of nowhere.  I heard  as if 
echoes of days ju s t  past:

The Atlantic  C har te r— the D um bar 
ton Oaks Proposals—

Stalin —  Churchill  —  The Big Three 
A prayer on V-Day —  and a g rea te r  

prayer  to r  the  end of the  str ife—  
Achievements of a leader  no longer 

ours.
From  him I ga the ied  s treng th ,  as 

thousands  had done before—  
And slowly, reverently,  I left the  

presence of a great-souman.
— B arbara  Thorson.

M O O N L IG H T  A T  LO U ISB U R G
A golden mass of heavenly light. 

The tw inkl ing  of the  stars.
The croak ing  voices of d is tan t  frogs.  

T ha t  still, crisp lull  of a tm osphere .  
An occasional soft, gent le  breeze 

astir ,
A happy whist l ing  tune  of one 

hom eward  bound.
The powerhouse pump with its 

th um ping  sound.
The hum m ing  motor  of a passing 

plane.
An unknow n n igh t  bird 's  echoed re 

frain.
The vigilant bark  of a watchful 

dog—
All: Louisburg  on a  moonlight night.

— Arlene Cockrell.

THE O C E A N
Did you ever  take  a walk  by the  

ocean
To see what wondrous treasures you 

could find?
Did you ever watch the ships sail on 

the water
Like sea gulls  gliding smoothly  

through the air?

Did you ever stop to think about how 
proudly

The ocean casts its waves upon the 
shore?

Then thank our God for giving us an 
ocean

With gentle m urmurs and a mighty 
roar?

—Louise Oden.

W H E N  CHILDREN P L A Y
I hea r  the  r ing  of happy ch i ld ren ’s 

voices
As eagerly they rush  to g ree t  the  

day
From classroom studies.  How my 

he a r t  rejoices
To see them drop the ir  books and 

run  to play!

I hea r  the  sound of happy children 
playing.

Above the  noise of w ar  and  w orld 
ly strife.

While  pr incipalit ies a round  are  sway
ing

About to topple down, they  play 
jack-knife.

The road ahead  of me is far  from 
clear.

The fu tu re  way is d im ; but,  come 
w hat  may,

The world is sweet as long as I can 
hear

The sound of chi ldren laughing  a t  
the ir  play.

— Carol Bessent.

LIFE
Life is a series of events in t r i 

cately woven toge ther  to form a pat 
tern . We a re  the  weavers; the  lives 
we live each day a re  the  th reads  of 
wool or m a te r ia l ;  the  though ts  we 
have and  the  deeds we do a re  t h e  dye 
which color our  pa t te rn ,  while ou r  
aspirat ions,  hopes, and  dream s give 
it tjexture.

It  is ou rs  to weave the  most beau 
ti ful  pa t te rn  we can of the  m a ter ia l  
the Master has given us.

— Carol Bessent.


