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| correctly refers to the topic at right,” feel—with

; an “oh hell . .

The Fiber, The Soul

s — Today

By ANITA HOLMES
Editor, The Oregon Daily Emerald

Troubled world ?
Sure it is. And he's part of the generation
that's growing up in it.

Go with him to his 9 o’clock on Monday morn-
ing. Listen to those lectures on the Far East.
It’s a mess over there. Nobody's found that
fire escape leading out. Visiting experts agree
“grave situation, dark days ahead.” And
now he hears talk of 1952 being the really black
VEeAar.

Read the letters his mom writes.

She used to talk about the garden znd new
curtains and Dad’s arthritis. Now she worries

about Ridgway and Nehru and Mao and Van
Fleet. \Who were they vesterday?
Talk to some of his friends.

FFellows are giving

g, irls ng dia-
monds. They're planning a wedding in a week or

two. The war, you know

are accepti
if it hadn't been
for the war, we would've waited.

Read a newspaper with him.

Headlines hold new significance. He can al-
most quote Eric Johnston, Charles Wilson,
Omar Bradley, Lewis B. Hershey. He watches
every word out of the United Nations. But no
longer does he seriously expect to sce “Peace
in Korea™ on the front page.

Join an all-night bull session with him.

Try for a commission? Take a chance with
the draft? What about the Air Torce
worth giving so many years?

Write an exam with him.
In the middle of “circle the item which most

is it

him—Ilike throwing away the pen. Oh hell | .-,
what’s the use? What good'’s this junk going to
do me in a war? :
k% A
sympathy, docsn't it?
Or a shoulder to lean on. Or someone t¢

Sounds like he wants

tear for him.

Troubled world. Troubled kid.
What kind of a life can he expect to mold in
these unsettled poor fellow.

pathy. That's what he needs.
* *

times Sym-

*
That's where you're wrong. Dead wrong. Be-
cause—

His is a fiber as strong as any man's. His is
a soul that doesn’t need shoulders or tears or
sympathy or solicitude.

Sure, there’s trouble. Sure, he's aware of it.
But he has a life to live. He has no time to be
what’s the nse” man.

He's got goals to set and goals to reach and
good to do.

It's going to take guts . and he's got 'em,
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