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The Surgeon’s Hands
Hv Gus

F re n c h  Club  a t  “ I ' l i ique  T u r n - A b o u t ”

M AN IN THE HALLS
Hy S. l la rR etl

T oday’s Question: W h a t  type
person do you ih in k  should he pres 
ident o f  the  s tuden t  body fo r  n ex t  
year?

Dave H arm er— One who is p e r 
fectly capable of car ry in g  ou t  the 
responsibility  of the s tu d en t  body 
and able to run  the  Kovernment e f 

ficiently.

Jan e t  Rozzelle—He should have 
leadership and a  sense of responsi 
bility. He should have the b es t  in 
te re s ts  of the s tuden ts  a t  heart .

Mrs. M cIntyre— He should have 
the welfare  of the  school f i r s t  in 
his thoughts .  He should have the 
time and ab ili ty  to  c a r ry  ou t  his

N E W  CLUH
(Continued from  page  1) 

work. The academic requ irem en t is 
t h a t  the  s tu d en t  m u s t  have com
pleted two q u a r te r s  a t  Charlo tte  
College. New m em bers will be 
b ro u g h t  into the club a t  the beg in 
n ing  of each new q u a rte r .

During each q u a r te r  the  club 
will publish i ts  m agazine showing- 
the w ork  which the m em bers have 
done. The w ork  which goes into 
the m agazine  will be varied  in n a 
tu re ,  though t,  and fo rm  of e x p res 
sion. The club hopes, in time, to be 
come a m em ber of S igm a Upsilon, 
na tiona l college l i te ra ry  f r a t e r 
nity . I t  is to th is  end th a t  the  of
ficers and m em bers a re  working. 
The p re sen t  officers of the  club 
a re ;  president, Merle T aylor;  vice- 
president, N ancy F ish e r ;  sec retary -  
t rea su re r ,  S an d ra  Roberts ;  and h is 
to rian , Gus Deal.

33 Students Make Dean’s List
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Auto Accident
Hy Ronnie Shum ate

While re tu rn in g  from  a drive-in 
movie one brisk  sp r ing  n igh t,  you 
a re  su rprised  to  see, as you round 
a  sh a rp  curve, fou r  long, black skid 
m ark s  on the road. Looking f u r 
ther ,  you are  horrified  to find a 
c a r  lying on its back in a corn field, 
and across the road ano the r  car 
lying in the ditch. You quickly 
b ring your c a r  to a halt.  You step 
out of your c a r  into t h a t  special 
silence th a t  hovers over death  cars 
a t  night. I t  presses over your ears  
and th ro a t  and hangs  over you like 
a  dome. Y our foo tsteps sound loud, 
and every  little  noise sounds like 
someone bea ting  a  drum. Y our 
pulse pounds, and you can feel your 
h e a r t  beating  w ay up  in your 

th roat.
The engine of the car  in the 

field is nearly  in the f ro n t  seat. 
The s teer ing  post is imbedded in 
the d r iv e r ’s chest. A girl in the 
f ro n t  sea t  is h a lf  way th ro u g h  the 
windshield. H er  face is ha rd ly  rec 
ognizable. You tu rn  to check the 
o th e r  ca r  and see th a t  i t  is a black 
F o rd  sedan. In s tan tly  you th ink  
of your son’s d a rk  blue Ford. As 
you d raw  closer, you suddenly 
realize  t h a t  it is blue. Y our h e a r t  
skips a  beat, and your b rea th  comes 
in short ,  labored gasps. W ith  an  
uncontrollable fea r  in your hear t ,  
you open the  door. Y our h e a r t  
seems to stop beating  and your 
emotions a re  frozen. W ith  one 
glance you know th a t  you a re  see
ing  th e  s igh t  you have a lways 
dreaded. You know a t  once who the  
d r iver  of t h a t  ca r  is. Suddenly you 
a re  very  tired.

By th is  time other people have 
arrived, two patro lm en am ong 
them. One of them  asks you if you 
can identify  any of the bodies. You 
feel like scream ing, bu t  you answ er 
in a  very  weak, shaky  voice. You 
tell him th a t  one of them  is your 
son. The feeling which has been 
slowly engulfing  you finally  suc 
ceeds. You s ta r t  to fall, b u t  som e
one catches you.

You don’t  rem em ber much about 
the seemingly endless ride home, 
a lthough i t  was only a  few  miles. 
The pa tro lm an  escorts you into the 
house, w here  you throw yourself  
onto the couch. In a  few minutes, 
which seem like hours, you begin 
t ry in g  to pull yourself together.  
Y our  wife will be home from  her 
aux il iary  m eeting  in a  few  m in 
utes, and you know th a t  i t  is your 
job to  tell h e r ;  to  tell her t h a t  her 
only son is dead.

You sit  on the edge of the  couch 
and wonder. You wonder how to tell 
her. How do you tell a  m o ther  such 
a th in g ?

SPRING
liy Marc Taylor

Spring, the time of dusty  b ase 
ball diamonds, of shooting  marbles, 
of sum m er plans. Spring, the time 
of green, of new life, of beauty . 
Spring, the time of c learing  skies, 
of gentle  ra ins which caress  r a th e r  
th an  flood the young buds of life, 
of ga ily  colored song birds.

Spring, the welcome sound a f te r  
an  ice-dipped w in te r  of ra in  and 
fog. Spring, the tim e of g reen  
snow which quilts  the e a r th  w ith  
life.

Poets  say  t h a t  in the  sp r in g  a 
young m an ’s f a n c y  tu rn s  to  
th o ugh ts  of love. Scientis ts  say  t h a t  
in the sp r in g  a miracle of n a tu re ,  
t h a t  of reb ir th ,  tak es  place. Fools 
say  t h a t  in the  sp r in g  a  disease

In  o rde r  to be listed on the  D ean’s 
L ist,  a  s tu d en t  m u s t  take  a full load 
of th ree  subjects, 12 q u a r te r  hours 
of work. The following studen ts  
have tak en  a  full load and m ain 
tained  an  “ A” average:

E dw ard  Blake L aM ar, David 
Ijawrence Moore, S an d ra  Roberts, 
David Merle Taylor.

known a s  sp r in g  fev er  g rab s  hold 

like a virus.
In  the  sp r in g  every th ing  is crisp 

and new. D eath  and sickness and 
depression fade  into the  background 
and m o m entar i ly  r e t r e a t  under the 
pow’e r  of love and fresh ,  new' life.

S p ring  began  its  annual v is it  in 
C harlo t te  a t  exac tly  4:17 p.m., 
March 20. A lthough  it  s ta y s  with 
us fo r only a  few  sh o r t  months, its 
works and deeds a re  rem em bered 
th ro u g h o u t  the  year.

duties, and he should be able to  
inspire confidence in the  students .

Bill Reid—He should be willing 
to devote t im e and e f fo r t  fo r  the 
b e t te rm en t  of the college and its 
students . He should be elected fo r  
abili ty  r a th e r  th an  popularity .

(ierald A u try — He should be a 
good o rgan izer  and possess the 
ab ili ty  to  g e t  along with others.

Charlie  Helms— He should be a 
very  hard  w o rker  and should have 
the time to  devote to  his responsi
bilities. He should have the best 
in te res ts  of the s tudents ,  faculty , 
and college a t  heart .  He should 
have school sp ir i t  and be able to 
instill school sp ir i t  in others.

Talent Needed
R. C. W atts ,  D irector of the 

C harlo tte  College Radio W orkshop, 
informed the Collegian yesterday  
th a t  there  a re  now openings av a il 
able for those in te res ted  in c rea tin g  
and p a r t ic ip a t in g  in the Charlo tte  
College broadcasts .  Mr. W a t ts  spe
cified th a t  all types of ta le n t  a re  
needed to continue the fine quality  
of p rogram s. He added th a t  a n y 
one in te rested  in becoming p a r t  of 
the p rog ram  should contact him a t  
the ea r l ies t  possible moment.

Mr. W'atts also reminded the 
Collegian t h a t  the  tim e of b road 
cas t  has been changed. The new 
a ir  time is 7:15, T uesday  evenings. 
The old t im e of 10:15 was dis
carded due to the inconvenience 
to p a r t ic ip an ts  of the p rogram .

S tuden ts  who have tak en  the 
full load of 12 q u a r te r  hours  of 
work and have m ain ta ined  an 
average  of “ B” are  as follows: 

A lbert  F. B ernhard t ,  J r . ,  H enry  
Carson Byrd, III ,  J a m es  P e r ry  Col
lins, Charles Graves Couch, J r . ,  
John  W^ Disher, A r th u r  C. F a rr is ,  
Jo h n  Edm und Faulk ,  Charles M an
n ing F u rm an ,  III ,  Bobby F ran k l in  
Grubb, Allan H am m er,  Jam es  
P ress ly  H artline ,  Ja m es  Rodney 
Hicks, Tay lor M. Hill, M ary  Gayle 
Hinson, Roger W illiam Kendrick, 
Clifford McLean, J r . ,  R ichard D. 
M atthews, Tomm y Carl Miller, 
J ack  T. Moore, Alan E dw ard  P re s s 
man, Dennis E. Rochelle, Joe  E d 
w ard  Steele, Robert E ar l  S tephen 
son, Ralph Boyd T ennant,  A rch i
bald Jam es  Thornhill, W illiam D ea
ton W'agner, Jacob  L igh tsey  W a l 
lace, E ar l  Neal W'ike, F ilm ore  Leigh 
W^inslow.

A p a th y  was the  expression on the 
face of Mr. H — , as he lay  on the  
bed, his life c reeping from him. The 
diagnosis was s t ra n g u la ted  hernia . 
The course of action was imme
diate  surgery .  Mr. H — , was one 
of those medicinal p ro c ras t in a to rs  
whose luck had f inal ly  ru n  out. He 
had known about his h e rn ia  for 
sometime bu t  had  repea ted ly  pu t  
o ff  hav ing  it  repa ired  by surgery .  
People such as th is  do not realize 
t h a t  the  longer these conditions 
exist, the  more dangerous they  be
come.

As I p repared  Mr. H.— ( th a t  is 
to shave and clean the  prescribed 
surg ical a r e a ) ,  th e re  could be no 
doubt t h a t  his condition was c r i t i 
cal. He was operated  on around 
fou r  in the  a f te rnoon  and I did not 
have occasion to see him until  th a t  
night.

Around nine p.m. I w as called 
to the w a rd  w here  Mr. H — , was 
supposedly re s t in g  quietly f rom  his 
su ig e ry  of th e  a fte rnoon. However, 
I found th a t  upon exposing the 
hernia , the  surgeon saw  th a t  g a n 
grene  had set in and had almost 
f inished its  purpose  of death. A t 
th is  time Mr. H — , was receiving 
two feedings of glucose in his left  
a rm . In the r ig h t  a rm  he was re 
ceiving a t r an s fu s io n  to check the 
h em o rrhag ing  which was released 
th rough  his bowels and w as noth ing  
but b righ t,  f re sh  blood. Because of 
th e  over all s i tuation  i t  was neces
s a ry  t h a t  the  surgeon  p erfo rm  a 
cut-down. I t  would be very  in te r 
e s t ing  to  see th is  m inor su rg e ry  
done un d e r  these  conditions.

I watched the  surgeon p u t  on his 
gloves and  begin ad m in is te r in g  the 
local anesthetic . E v e ry th in g  faded 
out of vision except the  one m an 
who held the  key to  saving the life 
o f the  person  who lay on the  bed. 
I was in a  realm  of my own and  my 
soul cried— “ God, b u t  could I have 
the  power to  l i f t  th is  m an  from  the 
abyss of death  and b r in g  him back 
into the  land of the l iv ing !” My 
h e a r t  raced  fa s te r  as I watched 
the  m an of healing  select a  spot 
j u s t  above the  r ig h t  ankle  bone and 
m ake an incision abou t  an  inch 
long. F o r  a  secod, and a second 
only, i t  seemed as though  the  blood

F ro m  purple  cliffs he came 

Tall cliffs, tr im m ed  in sca r le t  v a 
po r  mist.

P roud  cliffs.

A nd down he came to w ard  her. 

“ W h at  is his name, p lain Molly, 

dear.

Coming to  us from  a b o v e? ”

“John  is his name, to  me he comes. 

F o r  he is m y own true  love.” 

Through  meadows crisp with m orn 

ing.
O’er  w a te r ’s troubled  roa r ing .

P a s t  birds, th e i r  voices trilling.

On legs so s t ro n g  and willing.

And the  sun peeked over the  hill 

And awakened the  valley still.

And the  flowers rejoiced a t  the 
light,

And lengthened them selves to their  
height,

And the sun began burning.

His h e a r t  began burning.

His eyes showed the burning,

Deal

from  the  incision would pour over 
the bed, b u t  a sponge and clamp 
checked the  bleeding instan tly .  
Then I saw  into the incision and 
the clean, red flesh t h a t  was p a r t  
of th is  m a n ’s leg. Deftly  the s u r 
geon made ano the r  s ligh t stroke 
with his blade, and a f te r  using 
ano the r  sponge I saw  w h a t  he was 
seeking to  expose, the  vein which 
ru n s  up the  leg to  the  groin.

Now came the  tedious p a r t .  Now 
was the  time when the su rgeon’s 
skill, fa i th  in himself and the  di
vine a rch itec t,  a re  concen tra ted  to 
one p a r t  of his body— his hands. 
Now he m u s t  make an  opening in 
the  vein i tself and inse r t  the  th in  
hollow w ire  which will enable 
blood to flow fro m  a tran s fu s io n  
bottle into  th e  m a n ’s vein. J u s t  a 
t iny  scra tch  is all t h a t  is needed 
to open the  vein; too big an open
ing  and the  vein i tse lf  m ay  ru p 
ture.

A t  th is  m oment th e re  is no sound 
in the  seven bed w a rd  and everyone 
u nders tands  w h a t  th is  t in y  move
m en t of the  su rgeon’s han d  can 
m ean— life or death. He clam ps the 
vein and  now the  t in y  scra tch  is 
m ade, now he in se r ts  the  wire, 
gently  ye t determ ined ly  moving it 
up the  course of the vein fo r sev
e ral inches. The smile (no t  of vic
to ry  b u t  of than k fu ln ess )  causes 
a  hushed sigh of re lie f  to  flow over 
the  room. All t h a t  is le f t  is to  su 
tu re  th e  incision and b r in g  the 
feeding levine tube  into place with 
the  hollow w ire  a t  the m outh of the 
incision.

A t  th is  poin t I fe l t  as though 
I were w aking from  a  bad dream  
which had  had  a  happy  ending for 
a  change. As I le f t  th e  room I saw 
the  doctor saying good n ig h t  to 
th e  m a n ’s family. H e  tu rn ed  and 
walked down the  s ta i r s  and out 
into the sum m er n igh t.  H ere  one 
feels as though  he could w ri te  a 
book about w h a t  h a s  happened, yet 
to do so would seem to defile some
th in g  sacred  to all who h ad  been 
a t  the  bed of Mr. H — , only m inutes 
ago. T h a t  n ig h t  I fell asleep with  
these  words instilled in my mind 
as well as m y soul, “ I am  th e  Lord 
t h a t  heale th thee .”

His face fe lt  th e  burn ing .

And from  burn ing  to yearning.

His h e a r t  began  yearn ing .

His eyes showed the yearning .

His face fe lt  the  yearning .

“ W h a t  is his name, p lain  Molly, 
dear.

Coming to  us f rom  a b o v e? ”

“John  is his name, to  me he comes, 

F o r  he is m y own t ru e  love.”

He came from  purple  cliffs 

To her.

And th ey  m et  in the meadow,

And talked,

And kissed.

And were one.

Back to the  purple  cliffs he went, 

Tall cliffs, tr im m ed  in sca r le t  v a 
po r  mist.

Proud cliffs.

N ot to re tu rn  till plain Molly, 

Asleep,

Can conjour the  purple  cliffs again.

FROM PURPLE CLIEFS
By Charles Couch


