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Vhions-
The close of the Thanksgiving season is inevitably fol

lowed by a time of anticipation and almost boundless glee. 
The atmosphere of the Hill suddenly becomes as brisk as 
the air that follows a rainy Friday afternoon.

The first sound of Christmas carols is greeted by a kind 
of inner joy comparable to that of bare fingers of a tree 
covered with glistening snow. The haunting melody of 
“White Christmas” brings a recollection of happy times, 
dreams come true, and a vision of sincere and serene 
friendship.

The clear voices of the glee club ring out in unison, and 
joyful hearts sing to a Child sleeping in a manger. The 
calm face of a Virgin is lifted to a sky lighted by an eas
tern star; gratitude is breathed by kneeling shepherds. 
The peaceful strains of “Silent Night” lend a reverence 
like that of the sun as it rises through the misty fog on an 
early morning symbolizing the birth of a new day.

Letter To The Editor LIGHTS ON LEADERS iK
Dear Editor:

Have you noticed that guests 
at Mars Hill are always entertain
ed by being shown around the 
campus and through the build
ings !

I heard the bells on Christmas day 
Their old familiar carols play 
And wild and sweet, the words repeat 
Peace on earth, good will toward men.

-L. M.

Do YOU Have It?-
Several members of the student body are abusing the 

privileges which are offered them in the college library. 
Since the second semester of last year, the current peri
odicals have been placed within easy reach of the students, 
and the necessity of having to sign for a periodical before 
it can be used in the library has been abolished. Some of 
the students have taken current issues of the most pop
ular magazines and have failed to return them. Because 
of someone’s thoughtlessness, we now find it necessary to 
keep some of the periodicals at the charging desk.

Will each of you help us remedy this situation by re
turning the periodical to its proper place on the shelf?

One volume of the Americana Encyclopedia set has been 
missing from the reference room for several days. If you 
have this volume among your personal books or know of 
its location, please return it to the library or notify the 
librarian immediately.

It is impossible for the library staff to keep a definite 
tabulation of all materials used; each student, therefore, 
is on his honor to utilize these materials properly. We are 
sure that every one of you will do his part to keep the 
library materials in good condition. —B. C.

My guest turned to me the 
other day as we were leaving the 
chapel after one of our promi
nent professors had spoken and 
said to me: “I liked it a lot in 
there, but the acoustics were ter
rible!” “He usually is,” I agreed, 
unwittingly, “but no one could 
have heard from where I sat any
way.”

We stood outside in the driz
zling rain, and watched the stu
dents, wearing their faces grim 
as the gray skies above, and saw 
then as they splashed forth into 
the great open spaces—between 
the broken bits of cement which 
serve as walks on our campus.

Helen, my guest, likes flowers 
a lot, and as we went up “The 
Hill,” we stopped to see the late 
roses and nasturtiums growing 
against the broken barbwire 
fence along High School road.

“The mountains here really 
must keep you inspired, don’t 
they?” Helen asked me. When 
she said that I took her over to 
the tin building where I go when 
I feel an attack of inspiration 
coming on. I leaned over the 
typewriter; a kind of mist seem
ed to encircle me. I looked at 
Helen to see if she felt as I did, 
and I could almost see the thin 
gray haze about her. Just then 
Helen sneezed, and I realized the 
source of our misty influence. I 
got up and closed the door to that 
old coal heater. I raised the win
dows and in a few minutes the 
haze had disappeared.

We walked back on campus 
then, and we looked at the library 
with the climbing vines over it, 
and we liked it; at the same time 
we caught the contrast it made 
with the modern science building, 
and we shook our heads.

The bell r^ng then, and we 
went to dinner on the second 
shift. Immediately afterwards we 
went down town.

Respectfully submitted,
A Reader.

P.S.—I like Mars Hill as much 
as anyone could!

James Taylor

James Taylor, Jr., hopes that 
some day he’ll get around to es
tablishing a World Super State, 
with everybody loving everybody 
else, broaden that vague thing 
called “Mars Hill college rules 
and regulations,” and put in a 
good word for the Roman Cath
olics, but he’s willing to start 
with a reform of the practice of 
law in North Carolina and of pol
itics generally, wed his college- 
met flancee and have two chil
dren.

That’s Ambitious Jimmy. The 
Mars Hill college Sunday School 
Superintendent and president ex- 
officio of Philomathia, has, at 17, 
some very deflnite ideas as to 
what should be done with a very 
indefinite world. And the world 
in general and the North Caro
lina bar in particular may be in 
for some surprises when he leaves 
the University of North Carolina 
with his LL.B. (if present plans 
mature). An aggressiveness for 
“geting things done” has made 
him one of the most outstanding 
members of the Mars Hill college 
senior class. He was valedictorian 
when he graduated from Elkin 
N. C., high school and came to 
Mars Hill at 16. Last year he 
was anniversary chaplain in the 
Philomathian society, was later 
elected C-I Phi president. His one 
complaint about Mars Hill: “I 
thoroughly disapprove of old con
ventions that some people still 
cling to.” He hopes to put into 
practice in law the Christian 
ideals of Mars Hill college (he 
will send both his son and 
daughter to the Hill).
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Greetings
The following letter is one that 

was received a short time ago by 
the Hilltop staff from the father 
of two noble young men.

Hodges, S. C. 
November 13, 1944.

Thanksgiving Spirit
A cold, rainy Thanksgiving day 

afternoon found eight YyW.A. 
members piled into a taxi on their 
way to carry boxes of food to 
needy families living near the 
college.

Each humble home opened its 
doors to the girls and genuine, 
heartfelt hospitality was extended. 
Little dark-skinned, black-haired 
boys and girls looked on from 
dimly-lighted corners, their choco
late-drop eyes wide in wonder at 
these comers who had brought in 
the big boxes.

The spirit of warmth which 
prevailed in each small, dark 
home was evident, even amid the 
shivering bareness of the crowded

Is Aided By Y.W.A.
rooms. Negro families received 
the gifts in beautiful silence, 
broken only by such remarks as, 
“I’ve never had such a wonderful 
box in all my life!” “You-couldn’t 
have done anything better for 
Thank.sgiving,” and even, “This 
is all the Christmas I could want 
this year.”

The last box being delivered, 
the girls walked back to the taxi. 
Even though the wind and the 
rain increased they felt warmer 
than they had felt before, for in 
their own hearts they found the 
humble, comforting glow which 
they had observed in the voice of 
old age and in the eyes of chil
dren.

Greetings:
It was a distinctive pleasure 

recently to receive a letter from 
Dr. Blackwell in which he stated 
that I had been placed upon the 
mailing list of the Hilltop.

A day or two ago I was de
lighted to receive my first copy of 
the paper. I wish to congratulate 
the student body upon their se
lections of such fine young men 
and young women as its editors 
and contributors. In reading the 
fine articles in the first issue, my 
mind drifted back over a period 
of years when “Gene,” my first 
son to attend Mars Hill, was con
nected with the Hilltop. As the 
copies reached me I read them 
one by one, and I was filled with 
pride that only a parent can feel 
as he was preparing himself -for 
a career in journalism. I thought 
also of his going to Wake Forest 
where he continued his training.

Then I remembered that later 
the younger son Bob took his 
place with the Hilltop and tried 
as best he could to carry on. How 
he loved his work, even though it 
was hard going at times; he 
never gave up but plugged along 
as only one who is determined 
can do. I continued to read and 
look forward to the coming of 
the Hilltop and read its pages to 
learn how he was progressing, 
He, too, finished his work at “The 
Hill,” as he often called it. He 
loved every being, every tree and 
rock, and expected to follow 
Gene to Wake Forest. But, alas 
They both enlisted in the service 
of their country and went their 
respective ways — Gene to the 
Navy, Bob to the Army, and then 
to North Africa where he lies be
neath a little white cross.
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Danville but missed it, arrivii,^ 
in Roanoke, just in time to ion a: 
transported to Clifton Forge Stf fooi 
then to Newport News; this we(eighb( 
however, his family is moving nunity 
Richmond . . . member of ^d the 
Laurel staff . . . everybodion of 
buddy . . . ambition, to ben addi 
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hike . . . believe it or not, his 
roes are a cross-section of G- 
Truett, A. Lincoln, and D. T*
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To everyone connected ' 
the Hilltop I wish a very plea* 
and profitable year.

Yours sincerel! 
S. L. Brissie.
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I say these things so that you 
may know why I love the Hilltop. 
I have especially enjoyed “The 
Days of Splendor,” by L. M. 
also “Are you — one of these,’ 
and the poems: “I Sought Con
tentment,” by Alwayne McClure 
and “Dream Girl,” by Phyllis 
Ann Gentry. All other material is 
fine, but I prize those mentioned 
above very much.

Mr. S. L. Brissie is the fa 
of Eugene and Bob Brissie, 
mer students of Mars Hill 
lege. Eugene was editor of” 
Hilltop in 1938—his senior i 
he was also connected with 
publication in his junior yeaf 
is now serving with the ^ 

Naval Reserve.
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His younger son Bob was 
in 1941-42. He was asso* Ga 
editor of the Laurel, and lik* 
brother Gene, was an outstai* 
member of the Euthalian Lit^ 
Society. He gave his life fof *’**‘’» 
country he loved so dearly 
the ideals he fought to preS*


