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was B part of a privately financed ente rise somehow connected 
with television transmission research;% we didn’t m i n d a t  
lead thst’gave us a little prestige. 

Our operations chief bad called a special meetin of all emon- 
el on that eventful day in the communications buil8ing. an8.s we 
sat in ensive silence between the impressive rows of computers 
and m8io apparatus listening to the somber voice delicately com- 
posing a humorously formal address, we were shocked into the 
realization that this wasn’t just another of the boring briefing 
sessions on snfety precautions and the like to which we had been 
subjected every so often when a new piece of apparatus would ar 
n ~ .  Paul was talking as though the end of the world was waiting 
behind that panel of switches, just waiting to be released. 

As the stupified column filed out after that briefing session and 
took up familiar test positions behind banks of switchbosrds, TV 
monitors, antenna control consols, and the baffling variety of other 
cogs in our baffling research machine ou could see Paul’s f a d  ex- 
pression rubber-stamped on the fa&: of all the personel, and I 
could feel in my stomach a ”plica of the knot that I knew Paul 
was trying to relax in his own. 
with an unidentified craft somewhere above, om, or belowke?E 
face of the earth, and after weeks of grim toil on the part of the 
cemputing machimes (and a unusual siege ?f t+ failures) the 
baskets of gibberish belched by these electronic bralns was finally 
passed from the state of a complexity of mathematical formulas 
to a dose approximation of our o m  language. A re uest had 
been made bv this craft that we constructs special type o2strvcture 
built quite like an open air version of the  familiar vacuum tube, 
hut large enough to receive thk  visiting craft. This structure had 
now been completed, the detailed instructions +d been compiled 
for its w e ,  and sitting here a t  my TV monitoring consol, I was 
tensely waiting for the drama to unfold. 

I t  was exactly four o’clock when the chief‘s voice came boom- 
ing over the intercom: “O.K. Let’s sny “hello,” and watch your 
manners you guys”. I remember thinking even in that tense 
state that i t  was funny the way I hadn’t become used to the army’s 
wa of reckoning time, I still called i t  four o’clock-it was funnier 
stdi  that I should even be thinking about Time who was going to 
&,come the main character in our little drama in but a few short 
mmuter. 

St. I J w s h ’ s  Red and White 

Contact had been made 

All a t  once my consol hterally buzzed with activity. A high 
otential had been a plied to the two electrode-like structures we kd built and out oPnowhere, a fiery red orb popped in bet- 

them A\ the dials on the metemg panels began a crazy dancing 
rhjthm, the orb seemed to be cooling, and finally a dktmct shape 
h i a s  discernable, B shape no6 too unlike tho* affective but kef- 
fectivc hats worn by om mnfemporary women. To dssaibe it 
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was all over, everything seems perfectly natural and nomal-md, 
of COUM he is now drawing his pension. As for myself well I’ 
never even went back to review with the others the modes thae 
were made of the whole thing. I wired for a transfer as soon ag 
my hands stoppedshaking enou h to be able to dial the operator, 
and I’m now givin lectures on w%at we call here et  the hase “Sling-. 
shot Ballistics” wterein the on1 thing unusual is that the “Sling- 
shots” are nudear powered. &re I don’t have to wm about 
time, whether it L something geared to the rotations of g e  earth 
or something more absolute. The only questions that I can’t 
answer here are those my students haven’t thought of; and I’m 
extra careful not to mention to my classes anything about that day 
when the clock went wild. 

-CHOYA- ____- 
INDIVIDUALS WE 

Just &e the leaves upon a tree, 
We all are made so differently; 
To neither think nor act the same- 
Individual in more than name. 

Though everyone began the same, 
We can’t be taught to be the same. 
Each has ambitions all his own, 
A part of him, his temporal loan. 

For God in goodness did decree 
Each mm’. will fomver free; 
To learn, to know, to be himself, 
A volume rare for heaven’s shelf. 

-THE SCARRED BAW- 

AFTER GRADUATION, WHAT ? 
We are in the ”stretch drive” of another scholastic year, and 

in a few short, busy months a number of us will be saying “Fare- 
well,” to Saint Dunstan’s 

For some of the Seniors t h s  graduation m11 b just another 
step, a l h i t  a b.9 step, along the road of academic trammg. Some 
members of the class of ’57 p h  to go to m e d d  school, whik 
others plan to study Law or h a 1  Work Perhaps there are some 
who mtend to take course$ m Teacher Treming, study for mo&w 
dggree, or pursue s reh,sous vocntmn These LIP the fortunate 
ones who have thelr futums more or less defmitely mapped out 
and wdl proceed to some other mrtitutmn of learning next Fali 


