
• 

AN INVITATION 

I'd lik,e to direct a few pieces of type to the 
Protestant ,vomen this month. 

I'm no crusader, mind you ... but I'd like to extend 
an invitation to you on behalf of the Catholic gals. The 
chapel on U.D.'s campus doesn't belong to us. It 
belongs to anyone who likes to think about God .. 
read a little prayer or two ... or reflect about life .. . 
you can even enter it for curiosity. 

The door is never barred or locked to anyone ... 
believers or non-believers. Some have never seen the 
interior of the chapel. 

Your entrance signifies no desire to be "converted" 
when you step your foot inside the door. In fact, most 
visitors come and go unnoticed. 

I repeat ... I'm not recruiting ... only telling you 
... the chapel during the day is a haven for troubled 
minds and hearts ... 

Catholics are welcome also. 

* 

Dear Coed: 

* 

SOAP 

* 

I shan't bother with introductions, for my identity 
is not too important. 

You rarely give me a second glance although I see 
you every day. I watch you as you pour through Vogue, 
Charm, Glamour, Mademoiselle, Seventeen (Flatters), 
Bazaar and other fifty-cent editions of Beauty in Black 
and White. 

I watch you imitate a girl in Denver who lost 
twenty�five pounds of ugly fat in seven days. I watch 
you religiously adhere to your chin strap each night. 
(You wouldn't be caught dead without it.) I watch 
you pile on mountains of cream, mascara, powder, skin 
refreshener, lotions and pastes ... paint an unnatural 
lipline and go out into the world foeling like a million 
and looking like a confederate penny. 

Here's a suggestion. Have you tried soap? 

That's not a trade name, friend ... that's just a 
mere product. Soap ... S-0-A-P, used as a cleansing 
agent for many things. Ah, ah, put that cream jar 
clown . . . here lather up. Feel those pores breathing, 

Page 14 

• 

WOMEN'S EDITOR . . • ERMA FISTE 

again. It's been a long time. Pat it dry and ... no, no, 
no you don't need a freshener tonight ... try sleeping 
with your pores happy for a change. 

I do hate to meddle, but I hope those hose you 
removed this afternoon have been paling around with 
a bar of soap before you retire ... same goes for those 
undies. I never heard of hair being allergic to the stuff 
either . . . or underneath your fingernails, or those 
rough spots on the elbows, or the back of your heels. 

Cleanliness with soap ... that's the look ... yester
day, today, and tomorrow. Let's be seeing more of you. 
... really you, I mean. I'll be watching for you. When 
you go to your next bar ... make it soap ... 

-YOUR MIRROR. 

* * * 

MEMORIES OF THE INAUGURAL 

The ball is over, but the memories of the 1949 
inauguration live on with Mary Ann (Mim) Dobrozsi. 

Her five days of sporting new clothes and dining 
with Washington dignitaries may only be evidenced 
by a News clipping or two. What say we add the 
Exponent to her collection. 

On her arrival Wednesday, Mim found hernelf 
rubbing shoulders with Hollywoodites Gene Kelly, Jane 
Powell, Edgar Bergan, Phil Spitalny and a score of stars 
who staged the Inaugural Gala for the President. Of 
course, there were 5,299 others attending. 

Thursday A. M. our favorite blonde was right up 
in the grandstand to view President Truman being 
sworn in. 'The parade left me breathless," Mim said. 
"And the Ohio float . . . I was so proud, I could've 
died. Governor Lausche was riding in front of it." 

Clothed in a sheath of gold satin, Mim made her 
entrance to the Inaugural ball that evening where she 
danced to the music of Guy Lombardo, Benny Good
man and Xavier Cugat. "All this was held in what they 
called the Armory," she explained. "One band would 
play fifteen minutes , .. then the stage would revolve 
bringing another band, and so on until about 1: 30 A. M. 
the next morning." 

Friday was another up-and-at-'em day ... first to 
a banquet for the Ohio Democratic Delegation ( the 
only young gal at the table, where she met Mrs. Thad 
Brown, chairman of the National Republican Women's 
group. (Not a R-E-P-U-B-L-I-C-A-N?) That afternoon 
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she toured the Capitol and had dinner with an FBI 
man. (Mim doubted whether or not this would inter
est anyone ... foolish one.) Saturday, there was an
other tour; this time of the Pentagon building and a 
visit with a Red Cross representative to Walter Reed 
and a Naval hopsital. (Mim is First Aid Chairman in 
the U.D. unit of the ARC.) 

"Hurry up," she panted, "Let's get to Saturday 
night so I can tell you that I met Morton Downey who 
.was singing at the Statler Hotel." 

On Sunday, the tewnty-year-old coed was enroute 
home to schedules, classes and life in the Loretto. She 
saw in five days what most girls never see in a lifetime. 

-E. L. F.

* * * 

AUTUMN MORNING 

Editor's Note: Every once in a while an English 

composition paper makes good. So it is with 

Ellen Ammann, newcomer to U. D. and the pages 

of the Exponent. Read it and relax! 

Of all the beautiful mornings I witnessed while 
hiking, I .recall one as the most beautiful. We were 
out in the Seven Mountains along the Rhine River in 
Germany. Our camp was located on the top of a small 
mountain, in a little vine-pillared, walless temple. The 
forest enclosed it on three sides, leaving an opening 
and a magnificent view only to the West, to the river 
and other vine-covered hills. 

When I woke up that morning, the sun was just 
starting to rise. The air was a little chilly and misty, 
and a white sea of fog covered the valley. Lonely birds 
were singing immensely clear and sweet, and a slight 
breeze stirred the long grass and caressed my face. The 
air smelled strongly like herbs, after the rain during 
the previous day. 

One by one the rays broke through the trees, trac
ing fine lines of light to the ground. They danced and 
leaped from over the dewy blades of grass and left 
them ornamented with various pearls as they broke in 
the endless number of tiny drops; fuller became the 
jubilant song of the birds and whole bundles of sun
beams wove a gay pattern, painting a patchwork of 
light and shadow on the ground. And then the sun 
stood as a blinding source of light in the middle of 
the foot-wide path that led to the valley. A flood of 
light shed over the surrounding mountains. Slowly the 
fog began to part, revealing a few red roofs far below 
us and the silvery band of the stream. 

Bells rang from the tower of a village church, and 
bells clanged from the freight-boats on the river, as 
the anchors were lifted and the trip upstream or down-
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stream was confirmed. A new day had started in the 
valley and in the woods. -ELLEN AMMANN. 
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SPRING FASHIONS 

NAVY, NAVY and MORE NAVY is being 
cheered for spring in coats, suits and dresses. If you 
are an accessory "skipper" you can be piloted to the 
right port with one inexpensive little dress, designed 
for accessorizing. Fair weather is predicted as you dress 
it up or down with accessories according to your mood 
and the occasion, thereby saying "Bon Voyage" to 
extravagance as you have lots of date dresses for the 
price of one. 

For SEEworthy accessories it's the bright touch 
that counts! Here are new ideas to go with new 
clothes-or perk up old ones. Small scatter pins in 
French type enamel finish make a delicate arrangement 
for a plain dress o.r suit and coat necklines. F11esh or 
artificial flowers used at strategic points are high fashion 
notes. Belts can also be used effectively, providing you 
keep in mind that "mates" always think waist space is 
more spic with less span. If you ar,e in the last category, 
never call for the wider belts. 

To be certain to see a head,· clap on a sassy straw 
sailor hat stolen from the boys for one of the touches 
of spring. There is a first class rating for shoulder bags 
in colors to either match or contrast with your costume. 
-The ever popular shortie gloves are appearing again
on counters in many stores. They come in many pat
terned stitchings and seemingly go with everything.
According to the latest forecast onre of the newer things
in the new look is the transition from dull-colored hose
to the delicate pastel shades.

Getting to the bottom of things-navy blue calf 
shoes will always walk off with honors this spring. It 
is well to keep in mind that smooth sailing is assured 
if you choose a pair that gets to be a happy walking 
habit. 

Having proven a point that smartness is not de
pendent on price-the smart coed will evaluate the 
sun-quality of everything with which she wears, follow
ing this particularly in accessories.-It might be said 
that nature has kept you out of Hollywood's SMILE 
class, however, the special seal of good judgment in 
accessories will put you in Hollywood's STYLE class. 

-MARY ELLEN NAGLE.

* * * 

Scribblings from the notebook of ... George Lawrence 

A baby elephant is sad 
His life is dull and gray 
He cannot suck his thumb 
Because his nose is in the way. 
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