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America is now at war with the Axis powers. War means sacrifices:

We must put away our own selfish desires and cooperate with our government.
We must buy defense stamps and bonds.

We must save old waste materials neaded for defense.

We must stop hoarding.

This war is costly and we must do our share.

These are only a few things that everyone can do. By the wholehearted cooper-
ation of all citizens we hope to defeat our foes and gain an ultimate victory.

Morris Zacharish

[ED. NOTE: Thanks to Mr. Arnold, our school is all out for victory, Congratulations to Mr. A. Jan-
owitz and his IB-2 class for leading our school with one hundred dollars worth of defense stamps.

Hats off, Mesifta boys, to the 1B-2!]
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TEL. EVERGREEN 7-1065

Hebrefw Parochial High School
(YeshivaTarah Vodaath and Mesifta)
gngfw/; :Deparfmmf

RABBI JACOB A. DOLGENAS 141 SOUTH 3RrRD STREET
PRINCIPAL BROOKLYN, N. Y.
June, 1942

My dear Graduates:

It is indeed a privilege and a great pleasure

for me to extend to you my felicitations on this joy-

* ous occasion of your graduation. It seems but yester-
day that you, as "timid Freghies", entered our High
gchool and now, thanks to »"wi, you have reached
your goal. After four years of diligent study you are
being given your diploma - so richly earned. It is a
source of special joy and gratification to me to re-
flect that simultaneously with your secular studies
you have throughout all these years drunk freely and
decsply from the ovh o™ i1pn the fountain of ever-
lasting water - our Holy Torah.

May you grow to be true leaders in Israel, in-
splrlnw others by your example, and spreading the glo-
rious teachings of our faith among all with whom you
come in contact.

In these bitter days of sorrow and travail one
needs wisdom, faith and courage to live es a Jew, lay
our Heavenly Father grant you of His wisdom and fill
your hearts with the necessary courage and faith. ilay
you do your duty, as Jews and Americans, to usher in
the day of lasting peace and hasten the realization
of the fond hope of our people when G-d will be One
and His name One, TR IDUE TER U YaY winn p1ta

With Torah greetings,

Sincerely vy rs,
%&c ob A. Dolg:r;?z‘/vc—d\
Principal

JAD/rs



STATE OF NEW YORK
EXECUTIVE CHAMBER
ALBANY

HERBERT H. LEHMAN
GOVERNOR

May 27, 1942

Mr. Zachary Dershowitz,
Editor of the "Seroll,"
141 South Third Street,
Brooklyn, N.Y.

My dear Mr. Dershowitz:

I am very glad indeed to receive your letter
of May 18th, in which you tell me of the war efforts
that are being carried on by the staff and students
of Mesifta Torah Vodaath.

Mesifta Torah Vodaath is the largest orthodox
Jewiegh school in the country. I am confident that
the unselfish snd devoted efforts of the fsculty and
studente will be of very great value in the war
effort. - At this time when we are faced with the
greatest crisis in our history, it is necessary that
we stand shoulder to shoulder to make every effort,
regardless of sacrifice, to destroy Hitler and all
the terrible things which he and his evil assoclates
stand for. The forces of good must prevall over
the forces of darkness or evil.

May I ask you to convey my greetings and

good wishes to the faculty and student body of Megifta
Torah Vodaath.

Very sincerely yours,

Aot
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Principal
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Cditorial

The purpose of this publication, is to give the boys of the Mesifta an
opportunity to compete in extra-curricular functions. In average high
schools, the students have occasions in which they can show their ingenuity
in non scholastic subjects. Our students, however, lack the time and place
in which to apply their skill to such activities.

When the staff assembled for the first time, they planned to turn this
““Scroll’ into a school project. Students in all ciasses were urged to aid
the seniors in making this year-book a success. The response from the
undergraduates was even better than was expected. The students of our
institution awakened fully to the necessity of mental relaxation. School
spirit rose to its highest point in school history. The students finally began
to realize the purpose of a school magazine. That is why we are able to
present the best ““Scroll”’ yet published. We hope, that our magazine wiil
set a precedent for all future classes.

Nevertheless, we wouid like to leave a few words of advice for future
staffs. Even though we received the full co-operation of the student body,
we were taxed to the limit. This was due to the fact that the executive
staff had a late start. We therefore suggest, that all future staffs, be elected
at the very beginning of the term. (This will prevent future editors from
the trouble of sitting at the typewriter at 2:30 A.M., the night before
publication.)

- We wish to take this opportunity to thank the following people for
their very noble help, without which this magazine would not have been
a success:

Mr. H. Hirsch and Mr. | Klien for their financial aid.

Mr. J. Dershowitz for drawing the illustrations.

Messrs. Klien, Ackerman and Kestenbaum brothers, for their soliciting
of ads.

We hope that you will enjoy reading this ““Scroll.”” In it you will find
articles of all types. If you will discover some articles that are not quite
“up to par,”’ please excuse us, and remember that every class in the school
is herein represented.

We know that in coming years our School Spirit shall grow in true
Torah fashion.

HONOR ROLL
The following contributors receive our thanks for their fine work. However, lack of
space didn’t permit us to print their articles: SAMUEL BALK, WILLIAM GOLDBERG, IRWIN
LEVY, JOSEPH KRAMER, JESSE SODDEN,
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BLUM, REUBEN
In all he tries, he is best

. Talmud, sports and all the rest,
Reuben this, and Reuben that,
He helps all, that comes to bat.

BORNSTEIN, ABRAHAM

Quiet as a babe

Is our own little Abe,

But, when there’s a "horrah,”
He voices his ““svorrah.”

COHEN, MARVIN

As a business manager he’s not so bad,
He never gets the least bit mad.
He has brought in many an ad;
That fellow Cohen, what a lad.

DERSHOWITZ, ZACHARY

Harmful germs he wants to kill,

With his knowledge and medical skill.
This he shall — and soon we'll seeg,
“Zachary Dershowitz — M.D."”
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DICKER, ABRAHAM

Just look at our dear Professor,

To Mesifta teachers, he'll be the successor.
To his sincerity, there is no denial,

Be he put to the stiffest trial.

ESKOWITZ, SEYMOUR

For Mesifta’s No. one jitterbug,
Esky sure can cut a rug

Benny Goodman is his favorite band,
So look for Esky at the Strand.

FISCHER, RALPH

This young chap from Olyphant,
Sure has got the right slant.
He'll receive his recognition,
In the true Mesifta tradition.

FLUSBERG, SIDNEY.

His trademark in life is modesty,
Hand in hand with honesty.
Whatever his aim in life may be,
It will be attained successfully.
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FROST, IRVING

He writes a nifty composition,

His brains increase by binary fission.
If he keeps on growing brighter,

His burdens in life will be much lighter.

GORDON, JOSEPH

Gordon shows a lot of pep,

His flashy clothes have gained a
In the Mesifta he sets the style,
And his marks are first on file.

" "

rep.

GROSS, PINCUS

Quoting Shakespeare was his joy;

He was Mr. Applebaum’s ideal boy.

To build a bridge he has an urge,
Europe and America he wants to merge.

ISAACS, ALBERT

He sure has got

What it will take.

On some future day,

He will a salesman make.
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KLAPHOLTZ, LEONARD

Just you mention Ott and Hubbell,
Klap will be there on the double.
Every Sunday at 2:00 P.M.

He’s at the field to root for them.

KRAMER, AARON

He is one we all admire,
His “Divrai Torah are like fire.
At Jewish studies he’s one of the best;

For when it comes to Torah he’s got zest.

LANDY, MILTON

Out of the dark

Came Scranton’s Land;

To attain the highest mark,
And lead the band.

LEVY, IRWIN

Irwin Levy is very quiet,

He’s not the one to incite a riot.
While sitting and learning gemorrah,
He thought up many a good svorrah

SCROLL
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PRONMAN, ALECK

Although his name is Aleck,
He is no Bialik.

He sings while learning,
Which is his chief yearning.

REISS, PHILIP

A true picture of timidity,
This student of divinity.

You'll never find him in a hurry,

He hasn’t got a single worry.

RHEIN, KURT

In Zurich he went to school,
Because he was nobody’s fool.
Now his marks are all on top,
And in life he'l! be no fiop.

ROSEN, SOLOMON X.

Sharp as a matzah
Twice as slick;
With the Dodgers
He'll always stick.
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SCHREIBER, SIDNEY

Of the class he is the baby,

But about his success there is no maybe.
He comes from far off Penn.,

And to be a doctor s his yen.

SHWAMENFELD, FRED

Shwammy a very good Mesifta boy
Would, as others, M. J. A. annoy.
To kibitz the teachers he would adore,

Or else through the period he would snore.

SHENKER, BENJAMIN

The classics are what he chooses,
A good opera he never refuses.
On good music he can thrive,

But he doesn’t go for real hot jive.

SINGER, SEYMOUR

A talmudical student more or less,
He put the Yeshivah in a mess
His jokes are our pride and joy
They surely are the real McCoy.

SCROLL
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TALANSKY, ABRAHAM H.

A true tzadik who hails from yonder,
To the Mesifta he’s no shandah.
For the Rabbinate he is our bid,
He's the well known Pittsburgh kid.

WALFISH, BERNARD

Dorsy puts him in a trance;

Even with his sharp pegged pants.
But in sports he does excell;
Yummie's head will never swell.

WALKENFELD, CECIL

A descendent of the Rebbi Elimelech,

He is, as him, very “Frailech.”

In scheol he may not hit 95,

But in Rav Shorr’s class, he's of the upper five.

WAXMAN, HARVEY

As an arsenal of Talmud, he’s hard to beat,
To hear him “Darshen’ is quite a treat.
From early morn, till late at night,

We find the Torah, his everlasting light.

SCROLL



WELLER, SEYMOUR

From way down Newark way he hails,
The girls are always on his trails.

For his size he’s full of pep,

You should see him when he gets hep.

ZINGERMAN, ARNOLD

Arncld Zingerman frem the Middle West,
Came to New York to do his best.

In this town he’s gained a name,

A swell fellow good and game.

uq])pfzecia tion

We wish to take this opportunity to express our
sincere thanks and gratitude to
Mr. Morris Applbaum

Literary Advisor

Mr. Rubin Sherer

Business Advisor
whose untiring efforts and unselfish co-operation made
possible the printing of this magazine.

The Staff
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«_C/Mesiﬁa Institute of Public Opinion

The M.I.P.O. releases for the first time
complete returns on many important top-
ics. Our poll has reached approximately
90% of the student body. This makes it
the most accurate and most honest poll in
the country. We have covered subjects
from every walk of life, and we have the
views of our schoolmates on many issues.

Qur fellow students were bombarded
by many questions, and each student came
forth with intelligent answers. How many
years will it take the United States to
subdue its enemies? Do you think our
foes canh bomb New York? Who will be
the pennant winners? How long will Joe
Barrow remain ‘“‘Champ’'? We've covered
literature, too. Most important though, are
those questions that concern internal af-
fairs. (Or, what goes on inside our dear
school.)

World Events—Pearl Harbor is still fresh
i our memories, and we are waiting anxi-
ously for the United States to avenge these
Nipponese atrocities. But when? The poll
shows the following results:
Lower Grades ..., 3 years
Upper Grades 2145-3 years

All our grades seem to agree that the
war will end in 1945, (With the aid of
G-d, their prophecy may come true.)

Will New York become a target of
enemy bombers? The M.I.P.O. shows the
following results:

Yes No
Lower Grades ... 59 % 419
Upper Crades ... 63% 37%
School Average ... 60% 40%

Sports—For a few minutes let us forget
this sad topic and brighten up with some
sport news. Who will win the pennant?
You don't know, but we have the decision
of the experts. Yes, the student body of
the, H.P.H.S. says that the Dodgers and
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the Yankees will play the World Series
again. The only competiticn in this race
was given to the Brooklynites by their
intra-city rivals, the Giants. (It’s good to
see that there are still a few loyal Giant
fans in the Mesifta.)

The boys of this school are also experts
in the pugilistic ring. | don’t mean they
fight, but they know exactly how long Joe
Louis will remain World Heavyweight
Champion. They say that it is until Joe
loses. Nevertheless they are sure that he
won’t lose in 1942.

Literature—The world of literature has
many gems and jewels. Of course, our
high-school curriculum gives every student
an opportunity to study these classics.
What books, though, among this ocean of
wealth are most precious to Mesifta Stu-
dents? Well, Scott’s "‘lvanhoe’ and Dick-
en's “A Tale of Two Cities’" were chosen
among the lower grades. The students in
the upper classes favored Shakespeare’s
“Hamlet.” I'm sure the faculty agrees
with these choices.

Internal Affairs—What goes on behind
the Mesifta walls, I'm sure interests you
greatly. Which teacher is most beloved
and is known as the student favorite?
What teacher has the ill-luck of being on
bad terms with his students? (Poor fel-
low). The Mesifta Institute of Public
Opinion has the facts, and here they are:

Mr. Janovsky was the winner in our poll
for the favorite teacher of the school. He
led his closest rivals by fifty votes. In
second place we have a triple tie shared
by Mr. Arnold, Mr. Lieberman and Mr.
Sherer. Their scores were so close that we
consider these three teachers as tied for
second place honors. (It pays to be good to
your students, dear teachers. Doesn’t it")

(Because of censorship our poll won’t
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print the name of the instructor who was
chosen the “‘unfavorite teacher.”)

Our fellow students are also judges of
art and beauty. When asked for the most
beautiful part of the school, they respond-
ed as intelligent boys should. I’'m sure that
your choice too would be the Beth Hamed-
rash, the lobby, and the auditorium.

We can also be proud of our regular
attendance. The only time our students
stay away from school is when they are
very ill. Our poll proves this. **Where do
you go when you are absent from school,”
demanded the M.I.P.O. of the students.

They claimed that they visited Dr. Marcy,
Dr. Commodore, Dr. Paramount, and other
noted physicians, when they are away
from school because of ill health. I'm sure
that the office can now trust our boys and
do away with admit slips.

The Mesifta Institute of Public Opinion
thanks the students for their cooperation.
We also thank Mr. S. H. Wininger and Mr,
S. Wahrmann for their assistance in this
poll.

Abraham H. Talansky,
Director

Ruin! Death! Desolation! Destruction!

The rumble of the guns, and the blood
curdling shrieks of the wounded, portray
a vivid picture of the horrors and terrors
of the battlefield.

The mobilization of a generation of men
compelled to participate in the war.

Now the atmosphere is dense: the air
holds anxiety; deathly silence reigns.

The soldiers quickly slither from one
trench to another, dreading: ““Shail | find
enemy or friend; will it be one of the
enemy crouching in a corner, waiting to
spring on me, or will it be a dying buddy
in need of medical or spiritual attention?

The warrior is tired and weary. He seeks
rest, but there is none to be found!

| gaze above the trenches. There is the
barbed wire fence. Some parts of it are
muddy and rusty, others are gleaming new.

SCROLL

These new ones are the ones we put up
this morning, replacing those cut by the
enemy when they attacked last night. Yes,
we repulsed them, but not before two
hundred of our boys were killed, and three
hundred others wounded.

There is the signal passing along the line
now. Prepare to go cver the top!

An ear-piercing blast from a whistle!
A bugle blows! Charge! Charge! Charge
for all you're worth! Cver the top; on the
double! There's a burst of machine gun
fire! Hand grenades are thrown. The earth
trembles and shakes beneath our feet, as
the mighty war chemicals explode.

There, amidst all this tumult, | see a
friend fall, a dying gurgle in his throat.
There is no stopping now! Run onward,
forward all the time! Watch out!!! A
grenade is flying our way!! Down! Down!
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Down on your belly! Crawl like a snake
through the mud, slime and dirt. A bomb
explodes above me! It rockets the earth.
! bury my head in the mud. My hand
gropes around for a grip of some sort; then
| break out in a cold sweat. What had my
hand caught hold of?

| shudder, then | look. | scream in ter-
ror! It is a human hand, but there is no
shoulder above it. | quickly regain control
of myself. This is nothing unusual. | see
t many times a day.

In their frantic search for a plausible
explanation for the amazing success of the
German military machine, '‘Ceneral Wea-
ther,”” the all deciding factor seems to be
overlooked by our erudite brethren of the
military strategy school. Yet a brief glance
through the pages of history should con-
vince our most skeptical expert of the
importance of the behavior or misbehavior
of “General Weather,” in the art of win-
ning or losing wars. In fact, many empires
have been crushed by the fickleness of
this decider of the fate of nations.

One striking example would be the ill-
fated Armada of King Philip of Spain. De-
termined to destroy the ascending sea
power of England, the Spanish monarch
assembled a mighty fleet with the intent
of laying waste to England. But alas! Poor
King Philip had forgotten to take “‘Gen-
eral Weather” into consideration. Caught
by a great storm, the mighty Armada was
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Then the enemy opens fire. Many of us
go down, but we go on. Down into the
enemy trenches! ““Use your baycnets,”' the
sergeant yells. “"Cut their galls out.” A
short but fierce struggle ensues.

We are victorious once again, peace
reigns. All is calm now, but we know to-
morrow that the same thing will happen
again.

Who knows, | may be next!!

Jacob Beer

reduced to shambles and the sun began
to set on the Spanish Empire. Already he
had occupied Moscow when the dreaded
Russian winter made its appearance and
played havoc with his mighty army.

Now in our present struggle, history
seems to be repeating itseif. Notwith-
standing the advice of his generals to re-
trench himself for the winter, Herr Schick-
elgruber, with his unerring instinct decides
to break the iron ring of defenses sur-
rounding Mcscow. Despite his most ener-
getic efforts the Russian lines held and
with the aid of the cold and bitter weather
of the Russian Steppes, the Red Armies
are making it very uncomfortable for Herr
Hitler and Company.

In a final analysis it can be truly said
that ““General Weather’’ has always had
a good share in making history.

Irving Frost
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L%emories

The most horrible thing
that | ever saw, occurred
on November tenth, in
Vienna. That week, a
GCerman officer was assa-
sinated in Paris, and in
reprisal, the Germans
started a pogrom on the
Jews. | will not tell you
about Jews being taken to
concentration camps and
being tortured to death,
these are common occur-
rences. What | will tell,
is the perpetration of the
most horrible deed | have ever witnessed.

Across the street from our apartment,
there was a synagogue, closed by order of
the Nazis. The Torahs and pulpits had not
been removed. Cn the morning of that day,

In contrast to the pre-
vious incident, | will re-
late a scene which took
place on May 17, 1940.
[t was my first sight of
the Statue of Liberty.

It was seven o'clock in
the morning. Despite the
heavy weather, the decks
were lined with people
eager for a view of the 4
symbol of American lib- : pia
erty, and their new fatherland. Upon
passing the statue, my emotions were so
great, that one not having witnessed my
last two years could hardly understand
them.

After an escape from Hitlerite Germany,
and still a narrower escape from war-torn
France, | saw before me: a land where
freedom reigns, a land where peace reigns,
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a truck-full of Storm
Troopers parked in front
of the Temple. In a few
minutes, all the "'Sefer
Tecrahs' were thrown into
the street, and rolled over
the pavement. After the
mob all spat on our most
holy treasure, a huge fire
was built and the Torahs
were burned. Whenever |
recall the sight of those
flames shooting higher
than five stories, | shudder.

This however was not
the end. After the Torahs were burned, all
the Jews of the neighborhood were forced
to take the ashes into their houses. This
scene, was just one of the countless terri-
fying events that | witnessed that year.

and a land where one may
go to sleep without fear
cf the Gestapo.

The statue seemed to
me an angel of God, who
with raised hand, gave us
the signal to enter the
only country on earth
where there is freedom of
cpportunity for all, be
they Jew, Gentile, Negro
or anything else.

When the ship landed and | set foot on
America, | felt like a person, who having
cvercome a deadly sickness, sets foot again
for the first time on solid ground.

This is but a brief description of the
thrill that America gave me, but | hope
that it will give the reader a slight idea
of what this meant to me.

David Diamond
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An American Lilot’s Soliloguy

*Squadron 44 — take off at once. En-
emy planes above.”

That message, summoning our squadron
into the air, was the beginning of my un-
happiest memory.

Four of us took off, Bill, Jim, Bob, and I.
Then we met that filthy Nazi squadron.
They had seven of their newest planes
against our four P-40s. Then the dogfight
began. Weaving, dodging, spinning, turn-
ing, diving, with guns spitting death from
every angle, two— three —five Messer-
schmidts went hurtling down past me like
flaming meteors. Yes, | got one of them
myself. It was then that | noticed that
one of our own planes was on fire, Bob’s
plane was on fire. And then, Bob's fare-
well:

“l got two of them, but I'm done for.
So long, boys, and good luck.”

Down he hurtled to a horrible death

. one of the nicest, bravest guys |'ve
ever met. He believed in what he was
fighting for. He believed in America. He
loved America, and . . . America let him
down; America killed him. Or was it
America? Woas it not Germany that killed
him? Those damned Nazis. Yes, they
killed him, they and their filthy dictator-

ship. America is worth the supreme sacri-

fice. It was those dirty yellow Nazis that
killed him.

That loud-speaker — he’s ordering my
squadron into the air again —

I’ll live up to your favorite saying, Bob.
“Help America keep her light — Freedom
of speech, Freedom of religion, Freedom
of assemby.”

I’'m coming, America, I’'m coming!

Zachary Fendel

Q’zotlte’zs

A poor, bedrag-
gled old Jew with
a yellow badge of
‘'shame on his arm.
seemediivery much
as though he had
somehow survived
the days of the
Spanish Inquisi-
tion. He wore a
black skullcap
deep on his fore-
head, and a ragged
cloak which served
both as trousers and shirt. In his hands he
clutched the only treasures he had ever
valued, the symbols of his race, his Talith
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and Tephillin. He stood dejected, lonely,
but proud, for in truth he seemed to por-
tray the spirit of Israel. He did not respond
or even wink as a rough German soldier
walking by shouted, “You dirty Jew” and
spat at him, fully in the face.

However in the face of all this, he had
still gained a great deal, for with the con-
quest of Poland and the brutalities, the
cruelties, that succeeded it, he had learned
to rely more and more in the G-d that had
saved his ancestors from their enemies.
Yes, no matter what happened, he would
always have his religion, his faith and his
G-d to turn to, whereas the worst his
enemies could do would only increase his
zeal to serve his G-d.
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On the other hand, let us look back, 10
years perhaps, to a wealthy home in Ger-
many, the home of an important Jewish
industrialist. In all probability he had
been brought up in the traditional Jewish
manner, but had discarded his religion
when he saw that it did not have any
effect upon his business success. His chil-
dren were brought up as true Aryans and
good citizens of the German Republic, but
they had to be reminded by Hitler that
they were Jews. When Hitler came, this
particular fellow was not only separated
from those whom he loved, but he was
also shipped, away from the beauty and
zomfort of his home, to the untold and

unknown horrors of the German Concen-

tration Camp. His spirit was easily broken
for he had nothing to fall back upon, for he
had denounced his faith. He was doomed
to die a horrible and comfortless death.

It is possible that in the crossroads of

life these two people will meet. One, his

spirit sorely tried but unbroken will hope

for better days, for salvation. The other,
forlorn of hope and fortitude, will in all
probability end up with denouncing hu-
manity and G-d forbid the Divine Being
who guides it. He might look at his
brother first pitiably at the sight of a fel-
low sufferer. However, when the realiza-
ticn occurs to
him that this
bent figure, this
silhouette of per-
secution beside
him has not lost
his courage, his
mood changes to
that of envy . . .
because his
brother has not
lost heart.

Meyer Fendel

Eﬂze mew 0’7(1@’1

The covers came off and on, and a
young, tragic figure rolled restlessly from
side to side. For three nights he hadn't
slept trying to picture things as they were
not, but stark reality could not leave his
muddled mind. Wasn't it he who had
caused it? He and 4,000,000 other French-
men who had fought without heart and
hand. Wasn't it he who had said ‘‘Let the
enemy come, it can't be worse than it is
NOW. And then NOW left, and the
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enemy did come, and it became worse, yes
even worse than it was then. It became so
bad that the wrath of his people had
reached the conqueror. The people of his
own town, the farmers and the plain folk,
people whom he had thought were weak
in mind and in body, were blowing up
bridges and tracks. They were laughing
and mocking an enemy who had shouted
that he was unconquerable. They mocked
and threatened him until he became brave
if he would say "I am not afraid to go out
alone in the streets.”” And his people be-
came braver and braver until the unforgiv-
able sin had been committed. It had re-
minded him in a way of Moses and the
Jew whom he had saved from the Egyp-
tian's hand. He had heard two people argue
in loud voices and then the German had
whipped out a gun. A sharp knife whistled
through the air and a Cerman sentry
slumped to the ground dead. That knife
had come unwittingly from his pocket.
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Jacque awoke from a sleep he hadn’t
slept and again the voice came back to
say: “‘Fifty Frenchmen, your people, are
being shot tonight on account of you.” The
voice had plagued his conscience these past
three nights. Jacque had always been
greedy and selfish. A greed that met him
now and told him that he was too young,
too young to give up a life that he had
just begun to live.

It wasn’t a brave or even noble thought
that found Jacque thinking of confession.
[t was rather a selfish act—an act to save
himself from G-d, a G-d he had never
reckoned with, but who had sent this
voice that wouldn’t be stilled. “It is all
so melodramatic” thought Jacque as he
found himself walking toward the German
Police Gffice to give up his life.

'He opened the luxurious doors of the
conqueror to see a man with eyes, and a
head so large that it burdened the thin
neck that carried it. The eyes looked up
at Jacque and asked him what he wanted.
Jacque thought about the perfect Aryan

and the “‘superior race” and laughed a
light scarcastic laush. Again the eyes
looked up and asked politely, “What is it
you want?"”’

“l have some information about the
murder of the German sentry, but before
| give my information, | want absolute as-
surance that the fifty Frenchmen . . . "
Jacque was rudely interrupted but no less
startled by the strange words of the man.
“The fool murderer has confessed, but he
refuses to give his name. Come with me,
you may be able to identify him.”

Jacque was led into a large room where
he saw what was once a beautiful speci-
men of a man, but now physically broken,
apparently tortured with unbearable living
deaths. Jacque recognized the man at once,
as the man whom he had saved from the
German'’s bullet. Once again Jacque looked
at him and became frightened. Jacque left
without identifying the man and as he left
remembered that the captive was smiling.
Jacque looked up to heaven and became

afraid. Nathan Horowitz

U hat Am cq.@oing to Win Shis Wan

Aside from, what appears to me to be,
the trifling practices of buying bonds and
enrollment in volunteer services, | believe
that there is a more important task, rather
difficult and complicated, that we as stu-
dents must indulge in. The task can be
labeled as simply learning from our ex-
periences.

Upon analysis, it will be found that
these practices | mentioned are essentially
an aid in winning the war. It is up to our
parents to win the war; it is up to us to
win the peace.

We are living in an age when gigantic
advancements and achievements are be-
ing performed. The greater these are,
however, the greater are the problems
usually involved in great change. We who
are to be the citizens and statesmen of
tomorrow, must study these events and
learn how we can reform and lessen or
completely eliminate the errors.
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In 1918, a World War came to an end.
Tired of war and its bitterness, the people
of the world frenziedly patched up a
flimsy peace agreement, that could not
stand up to its high ideals. The “war to
end wars” became a war to begin wars:
wars of revenge, wars between whole
races. Had the peace-makers taken more
time in examining the complex post-war
problems, | think we should have gained
an everlasting peace. | have studied this
futile attempt and its consequences.

| believe that any just peace can be
formulated only by capable historians,
after preparations twice as long as the war
itself. In coming to this conclusion, |
think that | did for our country, what is
equivalent to a heavy purchase of defense
bonds. However, there are many more
conclusions to be drawn, and it is up to
us to draw them:.

Anshel Steier
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(mnning the Peace

Winning the war is America’'s most
pressing job, but right behind it is the job
of winning the peace. Some of America’s
most capable men are tackling that prob-
lem now. They recognize the fact that
we can lose everything we are fighting
for if the aftermath of this war will mean
millions of idle men and machines. They
are convinced that we do not need a post
war depression if we use the lesson we
were taught in the First World War.

Looking back to 1918, we see miles and
miles of returned soldiers parading down
Fifth Avenue. We see industry dusting its
hands of the defeated Kaiser, and expect-
ing to turn back to pre-war business.
Everything was going to be all right, for
about a year.

However, people rushed out and bought
refrigerators and furniture, where before
they had bought Liberty Bonds. In a few
months the country was riding on the crest
of a boom. Where were the jobs for the
unemployed defense workers and so!diers?
Why, they would get jobs, for wasn’t pros-
perity to stay?

Nine months later, in 1920, the crash
came. Everyone had bought as much as
they could afford, or even more. Prices
sky-rocketed; factories shut down: unem-
ployment spread. It was almost two years
before business returned to normal.

The planners of today know that this
tragedy is likely to rehappen, unless we
work now to prevent it. First, of course,
we must win the war. Then we must make
the change from war-time to peace-time
production, without causing any unem-
ployment in the industries involved. We
can do it, and we will.

How will our government handle this
critical situation? This can be answered if
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jobs can be goffen quickly for former de-
fense workers and post-war soldiers. The
National Resources Planning Board has the
answer. This bureau is building up what
they call a “‘reserve shelf” of public works.
The idea is to blueprint projects and then
set them aside until the war is over. At
present, there is over six hillion dollars
worth of reserve projects on the shelf, and
many more are being planned. The De-
partment of Agriculture, the Public Roads
Administration, the Federal Power Cem-
mission, and almost all major government
agencies are planning projects for the post
war emergency.

In transportation for example the board
has on shelf plans for the construction
and improvement of thirty-four hundred
airports as recommended by the C. A. A.
The Roads Administration is working on a
plan for eleven inter-regional highways,
and eleven other public and private trans-
portation companies are studying what
may happen as the result of post-wai
changes in planes, automobiles and rail-
roads.

The National Resources Planning Board
believes that part of the pregram can be
blueprinted and put on the “‘reserve shelf’
now, and be used when found to be neces-
sary, after the war. The blueprints, of
course, will need money, but this bill was
defeated in the House. Nevertheless we
expect Congress to awaken in the near
future. This would then start America on
the road to win the peace.

Post-war planning is still in an early
stage, but the fact the people are thinking
now of the future of this country, when
peace is attained, let President Roosevelt’s
words have greater significance: “We are
going to win the war, and the peace that
follows!”

Abner German
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g/ g)ay in Manhattan

[EDITOR’S NOTE: This is an apology. The board
here wishes to announce that they have had nothing
to do with the writing of this literary effort (for
lack of a better phrase many writings have been
called literary efforts). The characters herein de-
scribed are fictitious as are the places and inci-
dents. They never existed and we entertain severe
doubts as to their existence in the future. Thank
you.]

Author’s Preface

It is the purest of chances that you are
reading this. Had it not been for the wide
range of the photographer’s camera, this
piece would never have been written. You
see, when the photographer’s proof of the
group picture of the editorial board was
delivered somebody or other noticed a blot
on the right side of the picture. Of course,
it was attributed to the developer’s ink or
something of the sort and it was generally
hoped that during the process of retouch-
ing it would be taken out. Great was the
consternation when the retouched photo-
graphs were delivered. The blot was still
there! Then someone said, ‘‘Say, that blot
looks like someone | know.”

“Yes, said another. It does look like
someone we know. Why it's . . . no, it
can’t be . . . but it is. It's Gross. So there
| was on that picture and, since as an
editor | had to write something, | wrote
this. At first | was to submit it anonym-
ously, but after seeing the finished work,
the editor decided that it was to be signed
by me.

“After all,” they said, “we don't want
anyone unjustly blamed for it.”

Brooklyn has been called the hometown
of all the zanies now in existence. |, how-
ever, am fully convinced that Manhattan
is more native to them. As evidence, |
submit the following story.,

It all started when | decided that |
wanted to be different and take the Heb-
rew three year Regents instead of ‘the
French three year Regents as everybody
else was doing. At that time our school
did not offer more than two years of Heb-

rew in its course—that is, you took one.
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year of it and got credit for two years.
The only solution was to attend the_eve-
ning session of one of the New York Pub-
lic High Schools. My first step was to ap-
ply to Western Section Evening High
School which was but a few blocks from
where | lived. To my disappointment, they
didn’t offer Hebrew at all. This did not
deter me in the least. | inquired among
some of the boys, who, for reasons not to
be mentioned here, were already initiated
into the mysteries of night life in the
schools.

The first boy that | approached gave me
a pitying look and turned his back to me.
The next fellow did the same. | finally
located in our library a good friend of mine
(all my good friends are found in libra-
ries) who told me that Shorewood Park
1t—ligh School was the school | was looking
or.

“And where may Shorewood Park High
school be? How do | get there?” | asked
him.

“It’s across the river, on Manhattan
Island.”

At this | turned pale. Was | to have the
unknown dangers lurking on the other side
of the murky waters of the West River (it
is west of Brooklyn, you know). Why, it
was like going into the lions’ den unarmed.
But then | thought of my determination
to take the Hebrew Regents.

“I'll take it even if it means that | must
cross the river,” | thought to myself. ““Yes,
even if | must go to Manhattan.”

I decided that | would register the very
next day.

That night | put my small affairs in
order. | scrawled my last will ars testa-
ment on a piece of paper and put it in an
envelope. Everything was in readiness.

The next day dawned bright and sunny
(so the papers said) . As soon as the hands
of the clock on the living room wall
showed 12:00, | slipped out of the house
and made my* way to the Bridge Plaza to
take the trolley to Manhattan. As | board-
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ed the trolley the motorman was chanting
in a dolorous tone of voice.

“Nostrand Ave. Trolley. Last stop on
other side of bridge.”

I walked past him to the rear of the car.
The handful of people on the trolley
turned to look at me curiously, pityingly,
as though saying to themselves. “Too bad.
So young too!” The doors of the trolley
closed with an ominous band. We were off
for the other side of the river and fifteen
minutes later | was in Manhattan. As |
walked out into the street an avalanche
of noise resounded on my sensitive ear-
drums. Evidently some sort of preparations
were being made for some event.

I was rash enough to stop a woman and
ask her in a polite manner, “Madame,
would you kindly point out to me the
street along which | must walk in order to
reach the Shorewood Park High School,
using the minimum amount of time and
effort.”

She glared at me strangely and then in
a shrill voice which seemed to waver per-
petually on high C, she answered, ‘“‘For
vy dun you spiking Hanglish, hah? Maybe
you are beink a furriner?”

“Madam,” | replied, “‘the fact is that |
was born in a foreign land, but for the life
of me | can’t see how you stumbled on to
it. I've been repeatedly praised about my
faultless use of the King’s English.””

“Oh! So you are beink in ah submersive
hactivity, a fift culemmiker? Go vay befur
I am callink here a police.”

Her shrill voice had attracted a small
crowd and as | turned to go, someone re-
marked, ‘“The nerve o’ de guy. Tryin' tuh
make her a fif' colummist. He oughta be
lockt up.”

“Yeah,” remarked another, “dey ought-
er do somtin’ about guys like dat.”

"“De big bum. Why don’ he go back ter
where he come from.”

This fast remark made my blood boil. |
had been called many things before, but
never a bum. | turned to the last voice.

“Did you call me a bum,” | said to him.
“Yeah, | called yuh a bum.”
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“That’s what | thought you called me."

| was about to turn and continue on my
way (he was bigger than me) when he
grabbed me.

“Maybe you wanna make sometin’ outa
it?"" And saying this he siezed me by the
lapels with his right hand. | grabbed him
by the lapels with my right. He grabbed
my right hand with his left. | took hold
his right arm with my left. He glared at
me evilly. | glared at him evilly. | shifted
my weight from my left foot to my right
(I was becoming original) hunched my
shoulders, grunted and noticed out of the
corner of my eye a representative of law
and order, in the form of a traffic police-
man, bearing down on us ‘through the
crowd. He shifted his weight from his
right foot to his left (he wanted to be
original too) hunched his shoulders,
grunted and noticed out of the corner of
his eye a representative of law and order,
in the form of a traffic policeman, bearing
down on us through the crowd.

The representative of law and order
pulled up within a foot of us. He glared
at us and in a voice, gotten probably from
associating with foghorns over a long
period of time, he said,

“Awright! Awright! Break it up! Come
on! Break it up!”

At this order we reluctantly unhanded
each other.

“What's yer name,” the officer de-
manded of me.

I gave him my name.
“Where do yuh live?”
“In Brooklyn,” | said.

The crowd had up till now kept up a
steady stream of excited babble, but at
mention of Brooklyn, an awed hush fell
on the populace. The gendarme gazed at
me in amazement.

“You're from Brooklyn?” he said in a
voice which sounded more like a bassoon
than a foghorn.

“Yes,” | said. “I'm from Brooklyn.”

In a remarkably short time a whole
cordon of blue coated gentlemen were
surrounding me, and evety now and then,
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very bright flashes of light told me that
newspaper photographers were plying their
trade.

In spite of all my protests that all |
wanted was to register in the Evening
High School, | was quickly hustled into a
limousine and a voice coming from some-
where in the dark depths of the cushions,
said, "‘To the City Hall.”

The news had gotten about on bird’s
wings, for all along the route to the City
Hall, people were crowding the sidewalks,
gazing in open-mouthed admiration at the
“Remarkable boy from Brooklyn.” (I know
of nothing remarkable about me, but that’s
what the papers called me.) :

As | stepped from the car in front of
the City Hall steps, a host of public of-
ficials surrounded me.

“What do you think of our fair city?”
“How long do you intend staying?”

“Do you plan to settle down here per-
manently?”’

“Will you go on the radic?”

| again began to explain that | only
wanted to attend the evening session of
the Shorewood Park High School, but
hardly had | finished saying five words,
when | noticed that approaching me was
a slightish man, dressed in a cap (I think
he had a gown on also. I'm not sure and
| doubt whether he was.) and wearing
spectacles whose lenses were at least an
inch an a half thick. My first impulse,
naturally was to run, but after looking
around me, | noticed the immense odds
and stayed where | was. This slightish
man advanced, carrying in his out-
stretched hand a roll of paper tied with a
blue ribbon. As he neared me he said:

“I'm Professor Hardington of City Uni-
versity. Allow me to bestow you with this
Honorary Degree in Mathematics.” The
newspaper cameras clicked.

Another slightish man, dressed in the
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same way as the first (even to the look
he wore on his face) approached. He too,
bestowed upon me an honorary degree—
this time in English. Again the cameras
clicked.

He was followed by a third professor
and | was the bewildered recipient of a
third degree—in French. The cameras
clicked again.

Suddenly (everything in Manhattan is
sudden) —suddenly, | say, the sky became
overcast. A bolt of lightning passed over-
head and was immediately followed by a
peal of thunder.

Suddenly the sky became overcast
(everything in Manhattan was sudden).
A bolt of lightning split the sky in two—
that's what always happens with a bolt of
lightning—and was fcllowed immediately
by a peal of thunder. | felt a raindrop fall
on my cheek. It seems that everyone felt
a raindrop on his cheek, for the crowd
was slowly dissolving. Another bolt of
lightning crashed down to earth but a few
blocks away. It had now begun to drizzle.
The newshounds tucked their tails be-
tween their legs and ran for shelter. A
deafening roar heralded the landing of a
bolt of lightning across the street. The
rain was now coming down in earnest. The
city officials, seeing themselves deserted
by their public, withdrew into officialdom,
and the stout pillars of justice donned
their raincoats, twirled their night sticks
and returned to their respective beats.

| turned up my collar, pulled down my
hat and began walking. From a walk |
broke into a trot and then | began run-
ning. | soon reached the trolley depot.

A Nostrand Ave. car, filled with smil-
ing, happy people, was about to start on
its way. | made a dash for it and managed
to squeeze myself in between the motor-
man’s elbow and somebody’s ribs. As the
doors closed, the motorman shouted out in
a Joyous voice, “Next stop Bridge Plaza,

Brooklyn.”
THE END.
Pincus Gross

A man without shoes was very angry,
until he saw a man without any feet.
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Ou Wesifta

“Today, we have opened Williamsburg,
as a new Baval.” This statement was ut-
tered in early 1918 at the opening of the
Yeshiva Torah Vodaath. Little did they
realize then, to what extent we would
become a new Baval.

In 1916 a few religious men of Wil-
liamsburg, my father included, decided to
open a Yeshiva. For two years, these men
went from person to person, trying to
raise enough money for the school. Finally
they bought a building on Keap Street, and
crganized two classes. During the first few
years, the Yeshiva suffered immensely
from financial difficulties. The teachers
and Rabbis, out of dire necessity, had to
strike practically every month. These were
trying times.

Finally, the Yeshiva got its name, and
a new building was bought. Here, on Wil-
son Street, the Yeshiva eventually opened
eight classes. Although the teachers still
struck quite often, the Yeshiva had got-
ten a foothold.

After a few years, the Yeshiva's name
was wide-spread, and the Mesifta depart-
ment was opened. Boys from all over the
country, started a migration towards the

Mesifta. More classes were opened; bigger
classes were opened. The Mesifta took its
place among the leading Yeshivas of the
world.

Then came the war, refugees from all
over war torn Europe came to the Mesifta,
“the Yeshivas of Europe are closing.” It
was then that the Yeshiva realized the
great burden that was being placed upon
it. A few men got together, and enough
money was raised to buy our present build-
ing. In this structure, we have enough
place for five hundred students. The Me-
sifta opened its doors. |t now had a greater
student capacity. The school organized
excursions from far off cities. Last She-
vuoth, for instance, we had eighty boys
from such cities as Baltimore, Scranton,
Rochester, etc., coming into the Mesifta
for the holiday just to lock the building
over,

We now have become the citadel of
Judaism. We, the boys of the Mesifta,
must strive to help our school maintain
this high position.

Here's hoping, for more strength for our
Mesifta.
Zachary Dershowitz

SThe Secret of Success

At this time—the time of your gradu-
ation—you are undoubtedly getting advice
from your principal, from your teachers,
from your parents and from your friends.
You are led to believe that (in the words
of La Rochefoucould) “'nothing is given so
profusely as advice.”

If you would only realize that your well-
wishers—your principal, teachers, parents
and friends—merely want to direct you
into the paths which will ultimately lead
to success, you would begin to reflect, you
would begin to meditate and you would
arrive at the conclusion herein arrived.

All of you are hoping to achieve suc-
cess. Success is not handed. out to you like
ration bcoks—success must be earned by
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patience, perseverance, energy and hard
work.

At this point the word success needs
defining. Success surely does not mean the
amassing of wealth, although this fre-
quently follows. It does not mean the ac-
quisition or the winning of honors—this
would be fame. It means the giving of
unselfish service, of leaving the world a
little better for our having lived in it, of
improving the lot of our fellow-men, and
of adding a little to the sum total of
happiness.

You must learn to build your future
upon a spiritual, not a materialistic, basis.
You must be in harmony with G-d and His
laws. You must remember that ‘'tis man’s
to fight, but Heaven’s to give success.”

&
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You must possess an honest purpose and
you must build up a serene mental atti-
tude.

Success has the characteristic of being
progressive. It comes very slowly by milli-
meters not by leaps and bounds. You must
continue to grow and accomplish some-

o~
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thing worthwhile, something that will
prove a boon to mankind, scmething that
will further the progress of the human
race,

Remember that “‘the secret of success
is constancy to purpose.”

Hlow to gB‘zepa’ze for an Examination

The students in our modern school age
are faced with great obstacles, the most
important one being marks. However, by
delving still further one finds that the
examinaticn is the cause of all trouble for
the scholars of this era. Some teachers use
this weapon to control their disciples.
Others even give examinaticns for mere
enjoyment, for they love to watch the
anguish that appears on the faces of un-
diligent students. We, the student body,
must formulate rules to counterbalance
this powerful instrument. The only way for
us to do so, is to know the correct prep-
arations for examinations,

Hew should a student attack his stud-
ies? What underhand methods should he
prepare for emergencies? When should he
employ this method, better known as
copying? |, through many years of expe-
rience against our cruel oppressors, have
gathered sufficient knowledge to answer
the above questions.

How should a student attack his stud-
ies? This can be answered very simply;
one should study his lessons and not at-
tack them. This means that we should try
our utmost to like the subject, and make
it as enjoyable as possible. Once the stu-
dent takes pleasure in his studies he will
easily master them. However, if one hates
the subject it will master him instead.
Thus, if a student likes a subject he will
study, and eventually he will know it.
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What underhand methods should one
prepare for emergencies? Through personal
experience and through those of my friends
| have collected many methods that can be
used for copying. Rewriting important
facts in tiny fetters on miniature sheets of
paper is very successful, and if bad comes
to worse they can be easily chewed,in the
place of chewing gum. This same method,
except that the palm of the hand is used
instead of the paper, has been found to
be dangerous, for it has been difficult to
disguise one's hand for gum. Secret codes
with other students is only a fair method,
since teachers usually cut the lines of com-
munication. Qutright copying from a
neighbor is unsuccessful, since by accident
you might copy his name also. There are
many other methods. but they must first
be tested under fire before they can be
made public.

When should one employ this method
known as copying? This question can be
very easily answered also; one should not
copy when he isn’t sure he’ll “‘get away
with it.”” It has been proven that once a
student has been caught defending him-
self during a test, or what teachers call
copying, he is doomed for the rest of his
career. Qur dear teachers spread the alarm
and our friend is guarded as if he were a
convict. Thus one should only copy when
he is positive of being undetected.

Abraham H. Talansky
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Wy Finst .,.(Regents

In exactly two minutes and thirty-two
seconds the scourge of wour educational
system, the Regents, will commence. The
only audible sound in the room is the
clock on the wall, whose hands are re-
lentlessly moving towards the fatal hour.
As the time draws closer, cold sweat cov-
ers my forehead and my heart starts doing
a tap dance. Now | know how men feel
before being executed in the electric chair.
This torture is worse than death, and |
silently pray that | shouldn’t go completely
insane. Suddenly a thunderous report fills
the room! What is it! Lightning? An air-
raid? No—it is merely the proctor saying
that the regents has begun.

| grab my pen and begin to write—that
is, my intention was to begin writing, but
my (one word censored) pen is as dry as
a bone. | plead with it, but to no avail.
In exasperation, | jab it into my mouth,
moisten it with saliva and begin my career
as a Regents victim.

I write continuously for ten minutes
and then | cease for, alas and alack, | am
stymied by what | consider a spurious
question. | stealthily raise my eyes, of
course without any intention of cheating,
only to be confronted by the sheering
countenance of the proctor who has ap-
parently mistaken my innocent action.

Quicker than a flash | lower my head and
write at a mcre furious pace than ever.

From this point on all | do is write,
write, and write some more. Won't this
Regents ever end? My haste only results
in more errors, which means more words
tc be written. However, | dare not slacken
my pace for | must finish—must finish—
must finish — that thought continuously
revolves in my mind until | am dizzy.
Wherever | look | am only confronted by
sheets, sheets, sheets! The walls are cov-
ered with numbered lines when | look at
them. | am going crazy! What time is it?
Where am 1?2 Ch yes, yes—I| am taking a
Regents; | collect my wits and continue
scratching away for all I'm worth, conse-
quently, not expecting a very good mark.
Finally, the moment comes. | finish the
last question and with a sigh of relief |
pass into unconsciousness.

That was my first Regents and never
will | forget the paralyzing fear’ that grip-
ped me. So severe were the effects that it
took several weeks to revive me. | recov-
ered from my sickness, however, and after
several weeks regained my health. My
mark? Well, | got one hundred percent.
That's right—one hundred percent,

M. I. Friedman

@n Ereaclle’zs

I presume that everyone who reads this,
has gone to school, and has had some ex-
perience with teachers. | base this pre-
sumption on the belief that all those who
can read have learned to do in school, The
teaching profession, through the ages,
seems to have absorbed teachers of all
types. Many members of this aglomera-
tion of various talents, seem to have a
somewhat peculiar and sometimes queer
sense of humor.

We have, for example, the type of in-
structor who likes to play “‘Pear| Harbor”
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with the students. He walks into the class
with a smile lurking at the edge of his
mouth. The students fake their seats, ex-
pecting to do some work. Suddenly the
smile ventures forth from the edges of his
mouth, eventually taking the form of a
broad grin. He begins to chuckle to him-
self, as he looks about the classroom. This
sudden metamorphosis leaves the class be-
wildered. Then with a whiplike motion,
he pulls out a stack of papers from their
hiding place between two books. He hasti-
ly gives a quiz amidst a.chorus of noisy
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protests from the class. His enjoyment hits
its peak as he collects the half-blank
papers. He is somewhat dismayed, how-
ever, when he hears several boys mum-
bling curses at him under their breaths.

At this point, | must ask you not to
get any mistaken ideas. All teachers do
not have ice-boxes for hearts, with cold
water running in their veins. Most instruc-
tors are human; but even among those
who are not stone statues emotionally,
there are various and major differences.
Teachers range from ‘‘Regular Fellers” to
just plain, shall we say, (one word cen-
sored) .

I will endeavor to elucidate the various
differences among what is commonly
called the third sex. In order to do so, |
will take an average program in an average
school. (This has no bearing whatsoever
on my own program.)

For our first period, we have the auto-
matic teacher. His periods invariably run
like this: He comes in. He sits down. He
checks the roll. He teaches. He answers
questions. He unintentionally puts the class
to sleep. He leaves.

Our next teacher, begins with a good
joke to enliven the class. He peppers his
lectures with jokes. This keeps the class
interested. The "'Reg’lar Feller’” usually
can teach, but relying on his popularity
among the boys, just doesn't.

A new period—a new case. Here we
are confronted with the panicky teacher.
He appears to be living in dreaded fear
of not completing the term's work., So
what if the class is well ahead of sched-
ule? That doesn't alleviate his nervous
condition. From the middle of the term,
his daily one-minute speech (incidentally,
that runs for ten) goes something like
this, “Boys, we're behind; we've got half
of the book left and only une-fourth of
the term to finish it in. We'll never fin-
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ish unless you work hard, so from now on
it's work, work and more work.” He un-
failingly wastes half of the last month
trying to impress the class that there is
no time to lose. Despite his slightly twist-
ed figures, he always ends the term with
a day or two to spare. Then he makes this
speech: ‘| told you that we would finish
in time if you boys worked hard.” Those
smirks that you'll find on the student’s
faces are due to the fact that the boys
are reminded of his first speech. This, plus
the recollection of the fact that, because
they had been forwarned by the previous
class, they didn’t take his speech serious-
ly; and accomplished the term's work
without any extra effort on their part, con-
tributes to what is, out of due respect for
the teacher, only a smirk.

The day ends with one of those natural
born comedians (so they think), the ever-
popular “‘wisecracker.” He mixes his les-
sons with efforts to crack a good joke.
Most of the class laugh; his bosom swells
with pride; he probably goes home at night
and tells his wife or girl-friend, as the case
may be, of his terrific sense of humor.
Little does he know that the class finds its
greatest pleasure from watching the teach-
er swell with pride, while they are laugh-
ing at him, and not with him. He is the
teacher to whom the “‘gradies’ invariably
leave “‘one good joke book™ in their year-
book.

Lack of space necessitates the curtail-
ment of my description of various types
of teachers. | think, however, | have given
you examples of some of the eccentrics in
the teaching profession. But one more
thing | must say. | wish to express my
heartiest thanks to the teachers, since they
have taught me to write. It is they who
made this dissertation possible.

As for me, I'm studying to be a...
that's right ..o a teacher!

. Davidson
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She Yalmudist

(With Apologies to EDWIN MARKHAM)

Bowed by the weight of centuries he stands

Above his Talmud, and lingers over a passage;

The spark of learning lighting up his face,

The knowledge of Torah a crown upon his head.

This man that learns and knows and hopes.

His visage lights up again as he recites

And sings the laws and rules, debates and questions,

That our dear Torah has given unto him.

Whose was the hand that créated this beautiful mind and tongue?
Whose breath blew in him this religious fervor?

This is the creature that the l.—rd G—d meant by man.
""To have dominion over sea and land”;

To rule the world, by ruling his heart and mind.

There is no shape more beautiful than this ——-

"0 masters, lords, and rulers in all lands,”

This is the handiwork of our dear G—d;

This is @ man, this son of Torah.

""O masters, lords, and rulers in all lands,”

How will you ever measure up to such a model?

When will you know that he is man?

Abraham H. Talansky.

(ﬂi@Siftﬂ at Lunch Lime

The minute hand approached the six The supreme moment came
With a slow, agonizing mation, The class as one arose,
As divers faces (untouched by Schicks) Their intentions, all the same
Sneered with suspense and emotion. (‘Cept one who had taken a doze) .
One would expect lofty issues No fighter leaped at the bell,
To hold sway under a “yomicle,” With more intent and zeal, .
But all their “grey tissues’ Than Mesifta boys at the Knell
Engaged matters — gastronomical. Of an impending meal.
He wondered — this would be scholar, Some charged the busy faucet
If his lunch contained a pickle To perform “'netilas yawdaim,"
And whether his sandwiches were of ‘‘chola” One with a ball, went to toss it
Or Russian Pumpernickle. (Of course “leshem shawmaim)
A distant bell was audible One, a “"P.M.” ran to seek;
Brown bags were now in sight, Another prepared a "Mizumin,”’
And, (which wasn’t very laudible) While one group began to speak
Some stole a hasty bite! On every topic (except on women).

Soon the room was bedecked
With waxed-paper, bags and peels
As all “de finger haben geleckt”
From the inimicable home-made meals . . .

S. Spero. -
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Shanks Mr. 9.

In the long, turbulent history of the
Mesifta | have yet to see a record of any
official interclass tournaments. This term,
however, such an event has been duly
inscribed in the annals of our institution.
This is not due to a great national trend
towards sports, but is due to the persistent
efforts of one of our teachers. Astounded
at the state of sporting affairs in our
schcol, he decided to do something about
it, and he did. As a result of his noble
pleadings we now have almost daily sched-
uled games between classes, proceeding
in the yard of our new building.

I am not divulging any closely guarded

secret when | identify that instructor as
Mr. J. Janowitz. Regardless of the opinion
one may have of him in his official role
as teacher of the intricate byways of the
English tongue, cne has only thanks to
offer him for the introduction of box-
ball in the Mesifta on a large scale.

His famous “out” accompanied with
the applause or sighs of the onlookers and
players, is now a frequent sight.

In the capacity of representative of the
students, | wish to say to our noble teach-
er-umpire: “Thanks, Mr. |.”

Jacob Klausner

Conce’ming Sies

Ties are queer creatures. They hang

~ from one’s neck like a coiled snake, and

dance, twist, and squirm whenever the
wind blows. Some ties have designs like
the diamond snake of India. Others are
shaped like the Python snake of Africa. A
few are designed like the Amoeba.

But then, it's the tie that makes a man.
Coing without a tie is like having cne shoe
on and one shoe off. Then again, if the tie
doesn’'t blend with the rest of the color
scheme, pecple will think that you have
bad taste; it distorts one's whole appear-
ance. If the tie is not of the latest style,
people will jump to conclusions, saying
that you're old-fashioned. Should you have
a wide collar and not make the ““Windsor
Knot,” why you would look like a giraff
with'a ribbon tied ’round its throat. A spot
on your tie invariably induces people to
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believe that you have bad manners. Per-
conally, | hate ties, and wear them only to
hide the spots on my shirt.

There are many different reactions felt
by people when ties are received as gifts.
Some whole-heartedly thank the giver.
Others say “Thank ycu,” and to them-
selves, “the old miser! He couldn’t bring
me anything better than a $1.00 tie.”
There are those who immediately begin to
feel the material, whether it's silk or just
an imitation. Then again, there's the docile
husband who kisses his wife and says,
“Thank you, dear,” and when her back is
turned, sneaks out and buries it, six feet
under.

Of ccurse we forget the immortal bow
tie, that famous mark of tha aristrocracy,
that thing that has always been a torment
to men, who at the mere thought of it
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immediately begin to sweat, shiver and
shake. It will sit on the top of the poor
sufferer’s adams apple and bob up and
down whenever he swallows as if acknowl-
edging the respect it deems itself due.
There's the harried groom who spends two
hours fixing his bow tie, and then finds
that he forgot his pants. Then, when he

She End of Pluto’s .,(Reign

gets his pants on, he finds that his bow
tie has turned off at an angle again. You
have to keep ycur head high or else it
will get a strangle-hold on you, and then

people will think that you are stuckup.
But, who am |, a mere highschool stu-
dent, to criticise the sages of etiquette!
Seymour Gassel

Dusk had fallen over the Lower Basin
Alley. Sounds of clattering dishes and
snatches of jazz music drifted from the
adjoining tenements. An aroma of well-
cooked, spicy goulash and delicious spag-

hetti hovered over the neighborhood.
Pluto, master of the canine underworld,
was on his nightly prowl in search of in-
vaders who possessed the temerity to
challenge his rule. Peering bellicosely in
all nooks and crannies, his keen and pierc-

ing look left nothing unobserved. As he -

passed down the road in an insolent swag-
ger a sudden hush fell over the animal
inhabitants of Pluto’s Kingdom.

After a momment of stunned silence,
the entire section galvanized into action.
Leaving behind a trail of partly devoured
pork chops and remnants of a Sunday din-
ner, canine and feline members alike for-
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getting their traditional feud quickly scaled
the nearest fences in an effort to reach
a haven of safety. Pluto, surveying the
scene with disdainful eyes merely emitted
a low growl to make his presence felt and
quietly consumed the choicest portions to
the anguish of his assembled subjects who
followed the movements of his jaws with
sorrowful eyes. All fervently prayed for
deliverance from their tormentor but
Pluto’s long lived reign had instilled them
with a fatalistic resignation.

Suddenly the unexpected happened.
Following the cdor which the wind had
spread tc all parts of Lower Basin Alley, a
ruffianly, truculent mongrel with a men-
acing scowl upon his face made his ap-

pearance. Without much ado he disre-
garded the scandalized Pluto and to the

horror of the audience fell voraciously
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upon the meats. Seeing his throne at stake
Pluto with a loud howl! threw himself upon
his opponent. To his chagrin and dismay
he discovered that his energetic attack
had no effect upon his rival. Rather it
roused the latter to a great pitch of fury.
Disregarding all principles of chivalry and
international law he pounced upon the

. helpless Pluto and mauled him mightily.

Hoping that their moment of deliverance
was at hand the entire assemblage en-

couraged their savicr with yelps and mews.
At the last moment however, Pluto was
saved from an ignominious end. Not ap-
preciating the critical moment at hand in
the history of the animal world of Lower
Basin Alley, Guisseppe, the Barber, quickly
brought the bitter struggle to a close with
a well directed pot of water. Thus once
again peace and tranquillity reigned over
Pluto’s former kingdom.

Irving Frost

Flabit

How true and how wise are the words
of the sages! Many's the time | came
across their words, but never have | been
able to so fully appreciate their wisdom
as | do now. For they said: “Habit is a
cable, we weave a strand of it every day
until it becomes so strong, that we can
not break it.” Yet young and strong as
I cnce was, | thought their words to be
idle statements of uncivilized leaders of
an era long outmoded. For | was foolish,
so foolish | thought myself wise. In youth,
such attitudes prevail; in time they learn
othierwise. But | did not have a chance
fo make use of the later mood; it was too
tate. | walked the narrow and crooked
streets of my town one dismal day with
a newly made comrade, when he chanced
to confide in me. He urged, pleaded and
wept that | cccompany him to a “’house’’
he frequented. Little did | then know the
tragic result of the innocent little esca-
pade. We went into that house, my com-
rade and |, and paid our way into a large
dark and smoke filled room. The air of
the room was sickening. In little dens on
the side, men were laying and happily en-
chanted, murmuring incoherently. We
were handed our opium filled pipes and
shewn into a den. A feeling of deep dis-
gust crept into my soul, but | decided to
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give the foul drug a chance. Harmless,
i thought, as | inhaled the brain-killing
fumes. In little time | was in a strange
world, full of irrecountable pleasures,
drifting off to oblivion.

So the dreadful habit formed, un-
noticed. Daily | took my dose of the
slowly-killing drug and was carried to that
fanciful and beautiful Utopia which sooth-
ed and deadened my brain.

And so it came to pass that when one
day | found the doors of the opium-
emporium patrolled by gendarmes | be-
came frantic. My mind groped wildly for
a plan but failed to grasp anything con-
crete. My drugged emotions got the best
of me and | foolishly attacked the
gendarmes.

Now | am able to write this tragic tale
of a youth since grown old. For long years
| have suffered behind the drab walls of
my prison, silently yet gruesomely.

So from my life tale a moral and profit
by my experience for | hope my tale of
woe is not written in vain.

In my life ‘tale there is a moral by
which others may profit, | hope my tale
of woe is not written in vain,

Jacob Klausner.
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She Story Without a Jitle

Out of the county jail, into the drizzling
rain, down the monotonous stone steps,
along the puddle-strewn sidewalks, our
hero walks slowly, resignedly, calmly,
gravely. Having just finished a fifteen year
sentence, Max Nordac, our hero reflects.
He had a family, kids, a decent home, and
led an average life. But because of the

disgrace his well-meaning actions brought-

upon them, they had held it against him
and he hadn’t heard from them all these
bleak, wasted years.

Machines can be moved without inter-
fering with their preducing ability. They
have no sentimental feelings. But people
aren’t so, nor. was Max. All these years he
couldn’t forget his children. With the
years, his craving for cne last sight of
them increased. Now that he was free
nothing could deter him. He must see
them!

Hitch-hiking on almost anything that

has four wheels and walking more often
than not, he finally arrives at the city
where they lived when he last heard from
them. Tramping through the city’s streets,
thoughts fly through his mind. How should
he conduct himself? Would they recog-
nize him? Did his wife marry someone else
while he was racking his brain for some
imagination that might show him his
growing children? The names of the streets
remind him of pre-prison days. Ah! Here
is his section. But what's this? The houses
are being torn down! An inguiry proves
that a factory is being built upon the site.
The inhabitants have moved away, who
knows where? Like a soap-bubble, Max's
hopes fall to the ground and are shattered.
The “Evening-Star” bears the following
note under the word “Obituary’”’—MAX
NCRDAC, SUICIDE . . .

Bernard Merling

@n g)ay-c[*zeaming

What a precious possession is a vivid
imagination! What cannot a person do or
have, when he is gifted with the powers
to imagine? Wealth, power, and fame are
within his calling, for dreams know no
limit. Whoever you are and wherever you
are, you can be happy if you are able to
form pictures in your mind. The hero who
accomplished the daring and miraculous
deed may be you; the most charming of
epithets and the most noble of titles may
be bestown upon you; you need only to
imagine.

Of course, it requires courage to ex-
press such thoughts openly. People, today,
have a word which expresses their con-
tempt for those who utilize their imagina-
tion: ““Day-dreamers.” They work and, at
times, slave for weeks in order to be free
to enjoy themselves for a day. They under-
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stand that people of means and opulence
can enjoy luxury, but they fail to realize
that people can be wealthy without the
possession of money; they can be rich in
their imagination.

Perhaps people would learn tovalue more
dearly their imaginations if they knew
Fred Wadder. They would hear him de-
scribe his feelings when he returned from
the war, deprived of the service of his
feet. He would tell them hew, when on
the verge of desperation, he discovered
that his loss was not as great as it at first
seemed. He found that he could still walk,
in the imaginaticn one needs no feet to
walk. He could sit in his wheelchair, while
in his dreams he may be mounting the
stairs which lead to a microphone from
which he could address thousands of
cheering listeners.
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Or they might place themselves into a
dictatorship, where free speech and civil
rights are prohibited. Where could they
pour out their protests? What friend
would they have to confide in without
fear of betrayal? The only answer: the
imagination. In there they could visualize
liberation, for into the imagination they

alone have access. It is true that these

dreams bring no practical results; never-

theless they do bring consolation.

The imagination is the cheapest and
most valuable tuxury that has ever been
conferred upon us. Some people have
spent their only happy momsznts with
their imagination. '

Imagination is a world by itself, in which
everyone can be happy. It is a Utopia.

Solomon Weinberger

Sfoofsteps and Chazactes

“Clothes make the man,” is an expres-
sion with which we are all familiar, but
with which | heartily disagree. Never do
| judge a man by his vestments, but rather
by the character of his footsteps. There
are various types of footsteps, of which |
will enumerate a few and describe the
manner in which they impress me.

Firet, | will analyze for you the ‘'sledge
hammer”” walker. He's the fellow whose
footsteps are reminiscent of Tilda, the
ponderous pachyderm of the Barnum and
Bailey Circus. His efforts seem to be con-
centrated on pulverizing the pavement,
thus rendering it incapable of supporting
any pedestrians who may possess the auda-
city to tread upon the spot sanctified by
his presence. Inasmuch as | am aware of
this menace, | am meticulous in avoiding
the spots that have just undergone such
ruthless punishment,

The most amusing type of pedestrian is
the “jack-in-the-box" walker. He appears
to be perpetually perambulating upon
mattresses, producing the aforementioned
“jack-in-the-box"" effect. This unwarrant-

ed display of agility causes me to form the
opinion that he is either a pole-vaulter,
a high-altitude flyer, or verily a victim of
Cupid's unerring aim.

The third type to be described is com-
monly referred to as the ‘‘split-walker.”
With the use of a protractor one can dis-
cover that every time he spreads his legs
to undertake another step, his body auto-
matically forms a right triangle. It is pos-
sible that this statement is an exagger-
ation, but remember | am discussing the
manner in which they impress me. As far
as that’s concerned, two split-walkers pre-
sent to me the possibility of forming a
perfect square.

With the revelaticns | have just made,
we can see how each of these innocent
idlers betrays his character with every step
he takes, be he bow-legged, pigeon-toed,
or knock-kneed. This further illustrates
my statement that character cannot be
determined by clothing, for what kind of
clothing can make a man a sledge-hammer,
a jack-in-the-box, or an angle of a square?

M. 1. Friedman

— O ——

I expect to pass through this world but once. Any good thing, therefore,
that | can do or any kindness | can show to any fellow human being let me
do it now. Let me not defer nor neglect it, for | shall not pass this way again.

Page Forty

Stephen Grellet
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Sﬂle Ez;zagecly of)a five Dollar PBill

Business was at a standstill early in the
afternoon. If someone would have looked
into the closed door of the K & D Kiddie
Shop, he would have set eyes upon a store
devoid of customers. Merchandise was
piled neatly in shelves along the walls of
the store. To the left of the doorway was
a narrow desk. In back of it a young
woman, obviously the cashier, sat knitting
a sweater. A sticker on the bag in which
she carried her wool read ‘‘Bundles for
Britain.”" At the rear of the store a clerk
was slouched in a chair reading a maga-
zine labeled “True Detective.”

Suddenly the door opened. The cashier
dropped her knitting and stood up. The
clerk pushed his magazine under the chair
he was sitting on and got up to take care
of the customer. A middle aged woman
walked slowly into the store, after quietly
shutting the door. Although her clothes
were well worn they were spotless, as was
her entire person. She walked up to the
cashier’s desk, carefully avoiding the clerk.
She glanced about the store very slowly as
if she were afraid that something might
hurt her.

The cashier's request of “What can |
do for you?" broke her chain of thoughts
and she turned to her and answered in a
voice hardly above a whisper.

“l bought something here about three-
quarters of an hour ago . . . "

“Oh yes, | remember you,” the cashier
interrupted in a voice filled with sweet-
ness and cordiality, “you bought two pairs
of rubber panties.”

“Well,”" the lady continued, ‘I gave you
a ten dollar bill and you gave me $4.50
change instead of $9.50.”

“Surely there must be some mistake,”
the cashier replied in the same sweet tone,
“I distinctly remember putting the change
down here on the counter. You picked it
up, counted it, and dropped it into your
bag. You walked out without your pack-

age and you came back a few moments
later.”
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“That's right,”” returned the lady in
front of the desk, “‘but | didn’t count the
money, | -just dropped it into my bag.
When | left here | didn't open my pocket-
book for some time. But when | did open
it only $4.50 was in it. You probably made
a mistake and forgot to give me a five.”

The cashier locked around, not knowing
what to do. Arguing seemed futile. The
lady would only continue to insist that she
had made a mistake and had not given her
the five dollar bill.

“Louis,” she called out in a voice that
was no longer sweet but showed signs of
impatience, “come here, please.”

The lady turned towards the direction
in which her voice had been thrown. At
the rear of the store a door marked “‘Man-
ager,” opened up. A tall, thin man stepped
out. He was about to say scmething, but,
on seeing the custcmer, he walked silently
to the desk.

He inquired as to what was wrong. The
cashier hastily explained the entire situ-
ation to him, adding, "I distinctly remem-
ber giving her the missing five also.”

“I'm afraid there is nothing we can
possibly do,"” replied the manager in a voice
that showed that he was accustomed to
speaking politely. “We know that this, girl
is honest. She's been with us for three
years now and not once have we had a
cqmplaint, nor have we had any money
missing. You've prcbably dropped the
money somewhere else."”
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“No sir,” retorted the lady. Any hope
that she had of retrieving the money
seemed to be vanishing rapidly, “'l couldn’t
have lost the money except in this store,”
her voice steadied as she appeared to re-
gain confidence in herself, ''| didn't open
my pocketbook from the time | left this
store until | discovered that the money was
missing.” The tone of her voice seemed to
say, "‘That’ll convince him.”

“But what do you want us to do,” the
manager replied in desperation, throwing
his hands out in front of him as if to say
that the siutation was hopeless, ‘“‘she says
she gave you the mcney. The only explan-
ation is that ycu probably dropped it after
you left the store.”

The lady stared at the manager blankly
for a few seconds and then burst into
tears. “The manager took a step toward her
but decided that it would be better to
let her alone for a while. Her wailing
changed to short sobbing just as the cashier
was about to return to her knitting.

“Listen,” the lady mumbled between
sobs, ‘| am a simple lady. | don't want to
start trouble for anybody. | mind my own
business. | don’t want this girl to get into
any trouble or lose her job. But | need
these five dollars very badly. It is not for
myself. My flittle boy, he's six years old
you know, needs shoes so he can go to
school. Without these five dollars I'll have
to cut down on my other babies’ food. |
won’t be able to give them enough milk
and vegetables.”

She paused to blow her nose, tears drip-
ping down the sides of her cheeks. She
brushed away the tears and continued,

“My husband has been out of a job for
a long time. He got a new job today but
he doesn’t get paid until next week. It's
not as if | had lost a dollar or even two
dollars, but (sob) five dollars. My poor
babies,” her voice broke into a long wail
that was followed by a soft sobbing.

The manager tried to comfort her, but
his efforts were futile. The lady merely
leaned against the counter, her head
buried in one of her arms, sobbing and
mumbling softly.

The manager tapped her on the shoul-
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der. She looked up. He then explained to
her that by checking with the cash regis-
ter he could tell if there was any extra
money in it. As he counted the money
she eyed him carefully, her eyes not leav-
ing him for a moment. She stood up
straight as he started back to her, bracing
herself by leaning one hand on the desk.

“I'm sorry, madam.” the manager an-
swered before she could say anything, his
voice reflecting his thoughts that anything
she would say would be useless. ‘“The cash
register balances with the sales for today.
There is nothing extra in it.”

“What,"” the lady shrieked with a dying
note of hope in her voice. “Then there is
only one explanatien. The cashier is just
a common thief trying to rob a poor lady’s
children of their food. A thief is what she
is, a thief, a thief, a thief,”” and she burst
into tears again,

The cashier began to knit, paying no
attention to the accusation. Suddenly the
lady leaped behind the counter and started
striking the cashier with her fists. The
girl stepped aside and the manager tried
to calm the already completely hysterical
woman. He sat her down, and after a min-
ute or two she seemed to have regained
her senses.

She sat still in the chair, staring blankly
ahead of her, but as soon as the manager’s
back was turned she leaped to her feet.
Crabbing a heavy cbject lying on the desk,
she began beating the cashier. One of the
blows apparently hurt the girl and she lost
her temper. She seized the lady and began
giving her a good sound beating.

During this last outburst a customer
walked into the store, and horrified, turned
and hurriedly walked out, obviously
amazed at the strange doings.

The manager stopped the fight before
any serious damage had been inflicted by
either party.

“I'm afraid that was entirely uncalled
for Miss Dunn,” the manager addressed
the cashier with a strange sternness in his
voice. “‘l do not doubt your honesty, but
after such conduct | must discharge you.
Come back Friday to get your check.”

Now it was the cashier’s turn to wail.
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“No sir,” retorted the lady. Any hope
that she had of retrieving the money
seemed to be vanishing rapidly, ‘| couldn’t
have lost the money except in this store,”
her voice steadied as she appeared to re-
gain confidence in herself, ‘| didn’t open
my pocketbook from the time | left this
store until | discovered that the money was
missing.”” The tone of her voice seemed to
say, "‘That'll convince him."”

“But what do you want us to do,”" the
manager replied in desperation, throwing
his hands out in front of him as if to say
that the siutation was hopeless, ‘‘she says
she gave you the money. The only explan-
ation is that you probably dropped it after
you left the store.”

The lady stared at the manager blankly
for a few seconds and then burst into
tears.: The manager tock a step toward her
but decided that it would be better to
let her alone for a while. Her wailing
changed to short sobbing just as the cashier
was about to return to her knitting.

“Listen,” the lady mumbled between
sobs, “‘| am a simple lady. | don’t want to
start trouble for anybody. | mind my own
business. | don’t want this girl to get into
any trouble or lose her job. But | need
these five dollars very badly. It is not for
myself. My flittle boy, he's six years old
you know, needs shoes so he can go to
school. Without these five dollars I'll have
to cut down on my other babies’ food. |
won’t be able to give them enough milk
and vegetables.”

She paused to blow her nose, tears drip-
ping down the sides of her cheeks. She
brushed away the tears and continued,

"My husband has been out of a job for
a long time. He got a new job today but
he doesn’t get paid until next week. It's
not as if | had lost a dollar or even two
dollars, but (sob) five dollars. My poor
babies,” her voice broke into a long wail
that was followed by a soft sobbing.

The manager tried to comfort her, but
his efforts were futile. The lady merely
leaned against the counter, her head
buried in one of her arms, sobbing and
mumbling softly.

The manager tapped her on the shoul-
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der. She looked up. He then explained to
her that by checking with the cash regis-
ter he could tell if there was any extra
money in it. As he counted the money
she eyed him carefully, her eyes not leav-
ing him for a moment. She stood up
straight as he started back to her, bracing
herself by leaning one hand on the desk.

“I'm sorry, madam,”’ the manager an-
swered before she could say anything, his
voice reflecting his thoughts that anything
she would say would be useless. ‘‘The cash
register balances with the sales for today.
There is nothing extra in it."”

“What,” the lady shrieked with a dying
note of hope in her voice. “Then there is
only one explanatien. The cashier is just
a common thief trying to rob a poor lady’s
children of their food. A thief is what she
is, a thief, a thief, a thief,”” and she burst
into tears again.

The cashier began to knit, paying no
attention to the accusation. Suddenly the
lady leaped behind the counter and started
striking the cashier with her fists. The
girl stepped aside and the manager tried
to calm the already completely hysterical
woman. He sat her down, and after a min-
ute or two she seemed to have regained
her senses.

She sat still in the chair, staring blankly
ahead of her, but as soon as the manager's
back was turned she leaped to her feet.
Crabbing a heavy object lying on the desk,
she began beating the cashier. One of the
blows apparently hurt the girl and she lost
her temper. She seized the lady and began
giving her a good sound beating.

During this last outburst a customer
walked into the store, and horrified, turned
and hurriedly walked out, obviously
amazed at the strange doings.

The manager stopped the fight before
any serious damage had been inflicted by
either party.

“I’m afraid that was entirely uncalled
for Miss Dunn,” the manager addressed
the cashier with a strange sternness in his
voice. ‘| do not doubt your honesty, but
after such conduct | must discharge you.
Come back Friday to get your check.”

Now it was the cashier’s turn to wail.
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“Please, | need this job,"” she pleaded,
“I have to support my sick mother and
she’ll be lost if | have no job. Have some
pity, | had to protect myself. She would
have fractured my skull. She's a maniac
and | had to defend myself. I’ve been here
for years and you’ve never had any trouble.
Please let me keep this job.”

Her voice quivered through the last few
words. She looked at the manager blankly,
her eyes reflecting her feelings.

“I'm sorry,” replied the manager, evi-
dently puzzled and dismayed at the sud-
den turn of events, “but after that out-
burst there is nothing | can do but fire
you. If this lady reportst the incident I'd
lose my job for not discharging you. And
even if she doesn’t report it, the lady who
walked in during the fight is bound to. |
have a family too, and | have to be sure
of my job.”

The cashier picked up her hat and
walked out of the store staring blankly
ahead, dazed by the sudden tragedy that

~ had disrupted her peaceful and happy life.

As the door slammed shut the lady
smiled for the first time since she had
entered the store.

“Now you can give me the five dollars
and take it off the thief's pay check.”

The lady uttered the last words with a
sneer, seeming to be happy now that she
was going to get her five dollars back.

“I'm afraid | couldn’t do that,” he re-
plied, “my firing her had nothing to do
with her honesty. I've known her long
enough to know that she is honest and
reliable. And even if | wasn’t sure of her
honesty, | couldn’t take the five dollars
from her pay check without definite proof
that she took it.”

The manager spoke these words with
disgust, no longer bothering to mask his
feelings concerning the situation. The lady
broke into tears again as her hopes which
had risen from zero until just a moment
ago, when they had reached their peak,
were suddenly dashed hopelessly to the
ground. She kept mumbling, “My little
babies, my little babies.”” She started for
the door and then collapsed and dropped
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to the floor. She was taken to the hospital
where they diagnosed her as being a com-
plete wreck, both physically and mentally.

That night the new janitor was busily
cleaning the K & D Kiddie Shop. He kept
whistling because he was happy, and he
had a job and he could give his family
everything that they needed. Fresh milk
and vegetables, clean clothes. Now his
children, who for years had been deprived
of the right things that they rightfully de-
served, would grow up to be normal and
healthy young Americans. His whistling
changed to a shout of joy as his eye, care-
fully scanning the floor for dirt, caught
sight of an object on the floor. There,
partly hidden under the counter, lay a bill.
He began whistling again as he picked up
the five dollar bill and put it in his wallet.

That night, when he came home, he
rushed into the house with the five dollar
bill in his hand. “‘Mary, Mary,” he sang
out, “Look what I've got for you.”

His wifes’ sister, Doris, came into the
room. with one of his babies in her arms.
“I'm sorry Tom,” she started before he
could say anything, “here, sit down,”’ and
she pushed him into a chair.

“Mary, what's happened to her,”” he
demanded as he struggled to get up. He
grabbed his sister-in-law and screamed,
“What's happened, tell me.”

She forced him back into the chair.
“Mary is in the hospital,” she continued
pausing to watch his reaction.

He seemed to have regained control of
himself and stared at her, eagerly await-
ing her next words.

“She collapsed on a shopping tour this
afternoon.”

She started to say something but
changed her mind and left the room, fig-
uring that it would be best to leave him
alone.

“Oh” was all he could answer, his
temporary joy suffering a sudden relapse.
He stared blankly at the forgotten five
dollar bill that lay crumpled in his hand.
“At least this will help to pay the doctor
bills,”” he thought as he got out of the
chair.

I. Davidson
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.@islzing out the dirt

Definitions:

“School Spirit"” — Something found in
First-aid kits, used for recussitating teach-
ers. "“Marks” — Usually member of the
Doughnut Family.

“Tanks’’ Department (for the duration):

Tanks to Leonard Klappholtz and Sey-
mour Weller for keeping the class notified
on all baseball scores, inning by inning.
Special Tanks to Mr. Applebaum for his
effOrts.

@

Hats-off Department:

Hats-off to teacher Irving Shectman,
who has joined the colors. May he be an
asset to Uncle Sam — He was an upset to
most of us.

Could Be’s:

That Charles Vogel will get along with
a Teacher.

That Rhein will quit his watch.
That Schwamenfeld will smile.
That Pressman is on a diet.
That Singer will shut up!

Did Yuh Evah Heah:

Mr. Arnold walking through the hall,
singing a lovely hit parade rendition of
“Any Stamps Today''?

Mr. Applebaum say, “Now, anybody
but Singer’?

Mr. Lieberman say, (‘“‘censored”), . . .
(“censored™) ?

Sholom Singer’s interpretation of con-
temporary poetry?

Esky beat it out on the tables of Shorr’s?

Page Forty-four

Freshman Jottings:

One disciplined freshman asked his
teacher if he could leave the room six
times before he left. — Attention, Dope!

Sophomore Scocp:

One sophomore, on being handed one
of Mr. Applebaum’s tests, yelled out, ‘“‘But
I'm too young to fill out a questionaire.”
Another Sophomore flunked English |11
because his mother refused to give him
ten cents to see “Man Hunt.”’ (Book re-
port due on—)

Junicr Dope:

One Junior was handed his first hun-
dred on an exam. He had worked five
terms for that goal, but he could never
reach it. Mr. Lieberman, however, was the
answer to his prayers . . . (He forgot to
change the order of the questions.)

Senior Dirt:

The Senior class suffered severely dur-
ing an air-raid drill, when the alarm in
room 304 failed to sound . . . Mr. Appl-
baum was giving a test. Unfortunately for
Sholom Singer, the high-school course is
only four years, had it been six, he might
have been able to slip his brother Jake’s
book report through Mr. Applbaum’s An-
thology of Book Reports . . . Take a hint,
Sofs and Juniors . . . Epitath on Marvin
Cohen’s tombstone, a hundred and fifty
years hence:

Here lies Marvin Cohen;
Not with his fortunes,
Not with his deeds,

But with his School Spirit.

“Boner of the Year”:

Sholom Singer’s head after his “al| off”
haircut,

Ralph Fischer
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COMPLIMENTS OF

kaéeu‘ )(fmne

CHAIRMAN' OF ENGLISH
BOARD CF EDUCATION

Strictly Kosher
COSMETICS — TOOTH POWDER — LIPSTICK
LIQUID SOAP FOR SHABBOS
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Ka@ Bro4. Wwbty Stozre

We also carry a full line of

HARDWARE — GIFTS — TOYS — UMBRELLAS
MOTH CAMPHOR — CLOSETS
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BEST WISHES

from

gacu[ty & Sta ff

HEBREW PAROCHIAL
HIGH SCHOOL

BEST WISHES

Slle[c{ono J{[ein

frem

J. L. H.
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COMPLIMENTS OF

M. & Miss. goseplz .,(Rosensweig

and newly arrived daughter

FEIGE

COMPLIMENTS OF

b@o*zgeniclzt & Spi’zo

MY SINCEREST COMPLIMENTS

Rabbi Ds. David S. Stern

IRVING BUNIM

COMPLIMENTS OF

Wenas/ze & zeinwel Stein

L 2o L




COMPLIMENTS OF

goseplz efove, Ine.

BEST WISHES

A n-zste*zclam gurnitu&e Co.

270 CANAL STREET

NEW YCRK CITY

COMPLIMENTS OF

| SP e’z[be’zg & gannenbaum

COMPLIMENTS OF

Kline Dress Co.

CLYPHANT, PA.




Jack Dershowitz
Liberty Corrugated Container Corp.

Long Island City, N. Y.

Best Wishes from

Rabbi & Mrs.

DAVIDSON
and Sons

Compliments of

Mr. & Mrs.
DAVID ZEISEL

and Family

For Better Photos Visit

De Lee Photo Service

Special Reductions for Graduates
39 LEE AVE.

Near Robeling St. Brooklyn, N, Y.
STagg 2-0715

Compliments of

Mr. & Mrs.
J. DAMESEK

and Daughters

M. H. DICKER

Gift Boxes
PAPER — BAGS — TWINE

81 NORFOLK ST. NEW YORK

COMPLIMENTS OF

A. G
H. P.

M. G
M. S.

Compliments of

Mr. J. M. KLEIN

Compliments of
Mrs. FRANCIS GORDON
Mrs. ROSE FRANCIS.
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COMPLIMENTS OF

Samuel Shippe’z

. Rabbi Solomon S-hapiro Compliments of
831 LINDEN BLVD.-
Dickens 2-7156 Brooklyn, N. Y.

Rabbi of A GOOD FRIEND
Jewish Sanitarium and Hospital
for Chronic Diseases

STagg 2-8562 Mantel & Greenberg

T AYLOR ST. Congratulations to
LIVE POULTRY MARKET

THE GRADUATES
Live Poultry Exclusively

JACOB LACK

36-38 TAYLOR ST. 581 KENT AVE.
Brooklyn, N. Y.

Best Wishes to

ALL THE GRADUATES ol bf
AND STUDENTS
Mr. & Mrs.

Herman Moskowitz SCHARAGA
Gershon Kranzler
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"STRENGTH and COURAGE!

PONY PN
M. & Mys. David Hestenbaum

BEST WISHES

from

A DEAR FRIEND

Leader Thread Corporation

Manufacturers of
SEWING THREADS

COMPLIMENTS OF

M. & Mys. ra .,(Rosentzweig

COMPLIMENTS OF

My, & Mbss. .@enjamin Ieiclltung

dsiiiyiiel
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Feigenbaum’s Mansion
Cafering_ for
WEDDINGS, BARMITZVAS, ETC. Compliments of
Kashruth Supervision Under Owners
Jacob Feigenbaum & Rabbi E. Suss A FRIEND
159 RIVINGTON ST. NEW YORK
STillwell 4-3638
®
B P
The Best for Less S ——
Wilhelm’s Housewares LOUIS J. SEPTIMUS
157 DIVISICN AVE. 156 SUMNER AVE.
BROOKLYN N,. Y. & Co.
@
Compliments of Compliments of
WAXMAN
Mr. & Mrs.
ROBERT G. HOROWITZ SEWING MACHINE CO.
' ‘ 759 SIXTH AVE. NEW YORK CITY
®
Victory thru Torah! Compliments of
Mr. & Mrs. J. SILVER Mr .G Mrs.
bt s st HARRY FENSTERHEIM
os Angeles, Cal. and Sons
@
SPEED CLEANERS Compliments of
3 Hour Service GARTENHOUSE CANDY STORE
“Cleaning With Meaning” 207 Wilson St.
19 S. 4th ST. Phone: EV. 4-8685 Brooklyn, N, Y.

4
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Compliments of

ALEXANDER S. LYNCHNER

I. BITENSKY
Hosiery & Underwear

Wholesale & Retail

149 HAVEMEYER ST. 113 MOORE ST.
EV. 8-3105

I. GELLER & SON

Paper — Twine — Laundry Supplies
990 MYRTLE AVE.

Near Sumner Ave. Brooklyn, N. Y.

SUNSET CLEANERS & DYERS
333 BEDFORD AVE.

Cor. S. 3rd St. Brooklyn, N. Y.

SAMUEL ROSH, Ph.G.
Prescription Specialist
342-344 BEDFCGRD AVE. (cor. S. 3rd St.)
Board of Health Station
Phone: EV. 7-5605

Compliments of

Mr. & Mrs. EARL H. SPERO

COMPLIMENTS OF

AARON KURTZ & SON

5 Essex St.

JACOB EPSTEIN
154 Orchard St.

Mr. L. GERVIRTZ
174 Rodney St.

BERNSTEIN'S DELICATESSEN
Rivington St.

DICKMAN’S SHOES
33 Lee Ave.

MURRAY GOODMAN & FAMILY

SARAH, MOTHER & JOEL
B. F.
A FRIEND

Mr. & Mrs. SITTNER
A FRIEND

Mr. SPEIZER
NACHALA SCHEIN
A FRIEND

Dr. PENN

Mr. MELLER
150 Havemeyer St.

EHRLICH BROS.
374 Hooper St.

ESSEX TOBACCO SHOP
29 Essex St.

GOLD NECKWEAR
156 Allen St.

L) J A | Z "
182 Havemeyer St.

WELFELD, BARBERS
41 Lee Ave.

SCHORR’S LUNCHEONETTE
336 Bedford Ave.




Compliments Class of

Mr. SEPTIMUS

Compliments Class of

Mr. JANOVSKY

Compliments Class of

Mr. LIVAZER

Compliments Class of

Mr. GRAFF

Compliments Class of

Mr. ARNOLD

Class of

Compliments

Mr. JANOWITZ

Compliments Class of

Mr. SHERER

Compliments Class of

Mr. WEISS
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